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Kate had been carried upstairs and put 
to bed before his arrival. 

She was still unconscious and her breata- 
had grown more difficult. 
ady Vere, a lovely picture in her soft 

white silk, stood beside the bed when the 
doctor entered the room. Her dark eyes 
—still with that look of terror in them — 
were fixed on the pale, unconscious face of 
her friend. 
Her own face was only a little less pale- 
She looked up eagsrly at the opening of 

the door. 
‘Oh, Doctor B.ker !'she began, and 

then stopped short, surprised to see a 
stranger. 
The tall young coctor bowed and briet- 

ly explained bis position. 
She seemed a little disappointed at the 

absence ot Dr. Biker, but, nevertheless, 
received th+ locum tenens wirh a sweet 

ciousness which cou'd not but add to 
oH charm of her rare loveliness. 

Kindly courtesy, and consideration for 
the feelings ot those inferior to her in rank 
had ever marked the demeanor of Lady 
Vere. 

‘Doctor, will she die ?’ she asked, giving 
lace to him by the bedside, and looking 

into his tace as though he were the arbiter 
of lite or death. 

‘She is very ill,” he said, gravely. The 
seizure must have been terribly sudden. 
ra you any idea what was the cause of 
it 

‘She said she thought she had taken 
cold. but no cold could have su:h an effsct 
as this.’ 

.~ “Certsinly not. It lcoks like a case of 
blood-poisoning !' 

‘Poisoning !" repeated Lilian, in an sac- 
cent ot horror. ‘On, no, no! Surely rot 

that ? 
‘I said blood-poisoning ! #aid Dr Browne 

in an abstracted tone wile Lilian sank into 
a chair, and covered her lace with her 
hands, ber entire attitude eloquent of woe. 
He was examining his patient attentive- 

ly, bending over her knitted brows, and a 
look of great perplexity—of wonderment 
almost—in his keen, deep set eyes. 

Presently, as he pushed back the frill of 
her night-dress, in feeling her pulse, he 
gave an involuntary start. 

His eye bad fallen on that tiny puncture 
which had before noticed by Lady Vere. 
The discovery of this had an extraordin- 

ary effect upon him. 
He turned rouad to Lady Vere in 

strong, though suppressed, excitement. 
‘I snall want someone to go back to the 

surgery for me, it you pleaae. I must not 
leave the patient.” 

Lilian rose, and came towards him. 
‘Doctor can you save her ?’ she asked, 

breathlessly. 
‘I am not sure. I promise you I will do 

my best, Ii’ itis as I think. I believe I 
can. Excuse me one moment.’ 
He passed out ot ths room, and, after 

scribbling halt a-doz:d words on a scrap 
of paper, despatched Jarvis, on horseback 
to toe surgery with it. 

‘Ride tor your life " was his instruction, 
and then hastened back to his patient. 

Lilian was again stacdiog beside the bed 
her face white to ths lips, ber beautiful 
eyes dilated with that strange look ot 
terror. 

Dr. Browe, pitying her anxiety, ssid a 
hopetul word or two, though, in truth, he 
himselt entertained grave fears as to the re- 
sult of this awful sudden seizure. 

She caught at them eagerly. 
‘Doctor, save her!" she panted. ‘Oh 

save her—save her it you can !' 
hd * * 

It was some time before Dc. Browae's 
messeager came back, and mean whie the 
doctor himselt had dons all that could be 
done, without. however, succeeding in re- 
storing his patieat to consciousness, though 
he worked hard and unremittiogly. 
Lady Vere, who could not bs persuaded 

to leave the room for a single moment, 

watched his every movement with breath- 
less suspense, 

*Can you save her?’ she said, again and 
again. ‘Oh! save her, it you can ?’ 
As soon as Jarvis returned, the drug he 

had gone to fetch was brought upstairs. 
It was in the torm ot a powder, pinkish 

grey ian color. 
The doctor mixel it with a little water, 

and administered it to the patient. 
This latter task was only accomplished 

with great diffi:ulty, so rigidly were the 
poor girl's lips set. 
The powder given, Dr. Browne stood, 

with folded arms, beside the bed and watch- 
ed its workings. 

In a few minutes his brow relaxed, his 

keen protessional eve had detected a slight 
change—a tavorable chang --in ths patient. 
S ill he stood in u'ter silence, as though 

scarcely daring to breathe. 
Lady Vere, leaning against the rail at 

tba toot ot the bed, was equally silent. 
Her eyes never wandered from Kate's 

face. : 
There was no other person in the room. 
Tue minutes dragged slowly by—five, 

ten, fifteea—and sull that utter silence 
reigned. 
Those two watchers held their breath, 

both in an agony ot suspanse. 
‘I'nen a taint moan trom the bed broke 

the stiliness. : 
Kate's lips had parted ever so elightly, 

and that moan had issued trom them. 
At the same time her eyelizs quivered, 

and there was a slight motion ot the hand. 
Dr. Browne turned to L lian with such 

« look of pleasure on his tace as quite ir- 
radiated his plain features. 

‘She will live I" he said, gently. ‘I be- 
lieve [ can speak with cocfidence. The 
antidote is doing its work.’ 

‘Ob, thank Heaven! thack Heaven! 
cried Lady Vere. 

If you want good reliable 
Knives or Scissors buy 

WALTER'S PorPULAR 
TRUE BRAND 
CUTLERY. 

Every blade warranted best steel, 
Leading dealers sell them. 

Aud then, losing all her composure, she 
broke into a very storm of tears. 

It was as though the reliet was too great 
after the long suspenss' 

CHAPTER XL1V. 

DR. BROWNE'S OPINION. 

Dr. Browne was right. 
The antidote he had administered was 

doing its werk, and, in another hour or 
so Kate so far recovered consciousness as 
to be able to open her eyes, and to recog: 
niza those who stood beside her bed. 

She was too weak to speak, however, 
and seemed much in pain. 

Dr. Browne remained with her through- 
out the night, and Lady Vere shared his 
watch with bim, 
Nothing could induce her to leave her 

friend. 
Her tenderness, her devotion, was be- 

yond the power ot words to describe. 
It Kate's illness had been caused through 

some fault of bers, sae could not have 
manifested greater solicitude and seif-sacri- 
fing devotion. 

Early in the morning, the family at 
The Towers were communicated with. 

Lilian, anxious that they should not be 
made to suffer any unnecessary anxiety, 
would not allow them to be sent to until 
Kate was out a ot danger. 
Vi came over at once, all anxiety and 

tender solicitude. 
Kate however, was to ill to speak to her. 
Her pain during the night had been ag- 

onizing. 
Lilian, bad watched by her with a 

blanched face and quivering lips, pressing 
her own nails into her delicate palms 
when a more than usually severe spasm of 
suffering came. 
By eight or nine in the morning these 

pains had been effactually subdued, and the 
poor girl, though sadly weak and worn 
was comparatively at ease. 
‘What has been the matter with me P” 

she whispered, faintly, to Lilian, as the 
latter stood by tbe bedside, holding her 

har d. 
“The doctor is not quite sure, dear 

But, whatever it was, it is nearly over now. 
He thinks you need fear no more pain.’ 

‘I do not think I could bear much more. 
I shoul i have to die! said the poor girl, 
in a taint voice. ‘Don’t leave me, Lilian. 

‘1 won't, dear! 
And, with at unutterable tenderness, she 

stooped and kissed the sick girl on the 
brow. 

Dr. Browne was in an adjoining room, 
partaking ot a hearty breakfast, when Lady 
Vere joined him, and said— 

‘Are you quite sure, do:tor, that she is 
out of danger?’ 

‘Quite sure, Ladv Vere. The poison 
has peen ejected trom the system, and all 
that is now needed is rest and care.’ 

‘I must thank you for your great atten- 
tion, doctor, and also tor your marvellous 
skill. Iam sureitis to you alone Miss 
Litle owes her life 

‘Its very good of you to say so! re- 
plied the young doctor, bowing low, and 
thinking how sweetly fair she looked in 
her white mourning gowan. 
Toe night's watching had made ber 

cheeks very pale, and her eyes languid; 
but there was so much chastened sweetness 
in her glance, that the languor stemed but 
to etherealize her beauty. 

‘I am glad, row, I did not send for 
another doctor,” she said, softly: ‘The 
labor has all been yours. The honor 
ought to be all yours, too.’ 
Again he bowed,” a rather abstracted 

look upon his tace this time. 
There was a question he longed to ask 

her, but he did not know whether it would 
be wise to do so. 

‘No,’ he decided within himself at last. 
*It 1s not likely she could cast any light 
upon if, and it would certainly distree her 
very much it I were to hint at such a thing. 
A still tongue is best.’ 
Lady Vere, however, had a question to 

ask him. 
‘Doctor,’ she said, with just a touch of 

hesitation, ‘do you mind telling me what 
you think has been the cause ot this illness? 

‘The cause ?’ 
And Dr. Browee spoke as though trying 

to gain time. 
‘Yes You spoke otf blood poisoning but 

1 didn’t quite understand what you meant. 
Is it somethiog she has eaten which bas 
caused her illness?’ 

‘[ think not; but itis difficult to say,’ 
replied the doctor, cautiously, Blood- 
piosoniag may be brought about in that 
way, or it may be the effect of some acci- 
dent to the flash. A pmn-prick, is at times, 
sufficent to cause death.’ 

*That is if the pin were poisoned? 
‘Yes,’ said the doctor, gravely. 
‘And would th:re not be a mark?’ asked 

Lady Vere, stopping, as she spoke, to 
brush an imaginary speck of dust from her 
dress. 

‘Yes, there would amark As a matter 
ot tact, I noticed, almost as soon as I came 
a slight scratch on the young lady's wrist. 
The arm is not swollen at all—there bas 
been no local effsct; but I have not tha 
slightesc doubt, in my own miad, that, 
through that tiny puncture, the posion was 
ivjected into Mise Lisle's blood ’ 

Waiter Lady Vere could not grow, or 
she would have turned whiter then. 

‘And what do you think bad caused it? 
she asked. 

‘That I cannotsay. It looked like roth- 
ing more than a prick ot a pin! 

*It is terrible!’ said Ldy Vere, with a 
sbudder. ‘Terrible! terrible! To think 
such a little thing would cause death! 

‘Assuredly a very virulent poison had 
been taken into her veins,’ went on Dr 
Browne. ‘But there is really no fur her 
danger to be apprenended. The young 
lady will progress steadily towards re- 
covery. There has, of course been a great 
shock to the system ; but she had an exc=l 
lent constitution, and will soon regain ber 
strength.’ 
Lady Vere clasped her hands togather, 

as though involuntarily ; her beautitul eyes 
raised themselves ever so elightly. 

Dr. Browne felt certain she was breath- 

ing a prayer of thankfulness to Heaven. 
LJ LJ] * LJ » 

Kate did progress steadily towards re- 
covery, as Dr. Browne had pred: ted 
He was unremitting in his attendance. 

and for nurses, she hid Lady Vere and Vi 
Muggleton, who, in their affe tionate solic- 
itude, could scarcely bear anyone else to 
do anything tor their charge. 
On the the third day after her seizure, 

she was able to be dressed and to sit up 
for a lit'ls while 1n her room 
Her lover came to see her then, and she 

seemed quietly pleased to see him; but 
was perhaps, just a shade less affectionate 
in her mnner towards him than she had 
been wont to be. 
We all know how prove we are to yield 

to depressing fancies when we are weak 
and ‘ll, and, perhaps, as she lay on 
her bed of sickness, the utterances of 
Madams Santanello had lingered pertin- 
aciously in the poor girl's mind. 
Oa that day, atter Morewood had gone, 

Lady Vere came and sat down beside Kate 
with a look which seemed to say that some- 
thing was disturbing her. 

‘Dear Lilian, how pale you are!' said 
Kate, stroking affectionately ths fair white 
hand which had ministered to her wants 
with such tenderness during the last few 
days. 
‘You ara worn out with waiting upon 

me. [I'm afraid I've been very selfish I’ 
You celfish ? Then no one is unselfish 

Kate !" 
‘But, dearest, you do look pale and 

tired. Now that I am getting better I 
shall have to change places with you. I 
must be nurse and you patient.’ 

‘I shall be as well as possinle now you 
are better Kate, Oh, my darling, if only 
you could dream what it meant when I 
thought you might be going to die I’ 

‘You did think that ?' asked Kate, grave- 
ly. *Don’t hesitate to tell me now, Lilian’ 

‘You were in great danger, dear.’ 
‘I know it All through that dreadful 

night, I kept thinking to myself: This is 
death ! I cannot go through much more 
and live !' 
Kate shivered a little, even at the recol- 

ection ofall sh: had pissed through. 
Her voice was low and solzmn. 
‘I shall never forget it,” she said : never! 
‘Kate, can you at all remember hurting 

your hand in any way? You know Doctor 
Browne feels certain the poison was receiv- 
ed through that pin-prick on your wrist. 
Can't you remember how it-was done ?’ 

‘No: in the very least. I only know 
there was no mark there when 1 went out 
in the mornivg. I drove into town with 
Mr. Muggleton and Vi, and just b:fore we 
started, Viand I bad a discussion as to 
which of our wrists was the larger. We 
measured them to see, and [ am quite cer- 
tain the scratch was not there then.’ 
‘You went into the town, you say?’ ex- 

claimed Lady Vere, witha sort ot suppress- 
ed esgernees. ‘Is it possible you did it 
th re? Did you remove your glove ior 
anything 

‘Yes, I balieve I did,’ admitted Kate, a 
little flash mantling her cheek as she re- 
membered where and for what purpose 
she had removed it. 

It was ia the housa of Madame Santanello 
and in order that the clairvoyante might 
exsmine her band. 

For one moment she was on the point of 
telling Lilisn ot this; then th: recollection 
of what had been raid o! her lovers passion 
for another woman held her back. 

‘[ am almost sure I didn’t get that scratch 
at Bisingstoke,’ she said. ‘At any rate, [ 
doo’t rememner anything about it More 
likely it was done while I was dressing in 
the evening.’ 

‘Perhaps so,’ acquiesced Lady Vere, 
and a look ot unmistakable reliet fitted 
over her tace. 

* * * - * . 

In the course ot a week Kite was well 
again—so well that Dr. Biowne had to 
frankly own there was no necessity tor him 
to continue to visit her. 
Everybody thought she must have scratch- 

ed her wrist with a pin whose point had 
chanced to touch some poisonous matter; 
and Dr. Browne, woenever the subjact was 
referred to in his preseace seemed per- 
fectly satisified with this explanation of 
Miss Lusle’s illaess. 
A tew days later, however, Dr. Biker 

returned to his practice, ani his young 
locum t-nens went back to London, where 
be occupied apartm:nrs in the neighbor 
hood of Kensington. 
He was not a married man, but he did 

not live alone. 
A brother sharsd the apartments with 

him—a fragile man of five-and-thirty, who 
suffered from an incuraols spinal complaint, 
which made bim almost as helpless as a 
child. 

HEARTBURN. 
“In the Spring of 1897, I was attacked 

with Dyspepsia and Heartburn. So 
severe was the pain that I could not 
sleep or eat, and I was troubled with 

headache most all the time. I remained 
in that state for three months, and tried 

everything I could think of. At last one 
day I read in the paper about Burdock 
Blood Bitters, and thought I would try 

it. Great was my surprise on finishing 

the first bottle to find I could eat better, 

the headache left me, and before I had 

used the second bottle, I was completely 

cured. I cannot advise too strongly all 

sufferers from stomach troubles to try 

B.B.B.” MRS. WM. GRATTAN, In. 

diantown, N.B. 

The universal testimony from 
all parts of Canada gives the palm 
of victory over all diseases of the 
Stomach, Liver, Bowels and Blood 

BURDOCK 32% 

De. Browne loved this invalid brother 
with a great lovs, worked hard ia order to 
be able to support him n com'ort, and 
considered, rigotly perhaps, that even then 
he had done bat littl: towards paying the 
great debt h2 owed him, tor it was in sav 
ing ths younger brother from a fearfal 
death, that the elder bad met with the ac- 
cident that had left him a cripp e for lite. 
On the evening of Dr. Browne's return to 

London, as the two were sitting over a 
eczy dmmner-tea, in th: lutle Kensington 
parlor, Ds. Browne's said, in a very 
thoughttul tone— 

‘Jem, I'd a queer case while was away. 
‘Had you ? What was it ° asked Jem, 

his pale, clever tace lightiog up wih in- 
terest 

He, too, bad been a doctor before his 
accident, and had hoped to make a name 
in the medical world. 
Even know be took the keenest possible 

interest in all his brother's cases. 
‘What was it ?’ he r:peated. 
‘Way, it was a very queer case indeed — 

the queerest I ever came across. Fortun- 
ately, the patient recovered ; but I've never 
been able to get 1: out of mv head that 
foul play was intended. I daren’t mention 
this suspicion, however, to a living soul 
but you.’ 

‘Poisoning, of course P’ 
‘Yes. But I'll begin at the beginning, 

and tell you all abour it. [ dian’t say a 
word in my letters, becauss I wanted you 
to hear th: whole thing when I came 
home. 

‘Well 
‘You've heard of Sir Gerald Vere. His 

piace isn’t more than a mile or so from 
Doctor Biker's and, last week, a man 
came riding over, in hot haste, 
to say that a young lady was 
taken suddenly and seriously ill, and it 
was feared she would die. 

‘Of course I went as qnickly as possible, 
and on the way I grathered trom the man 
that the young lady wasa visitor at the 
Court, and that she had seemed perfectly 
well until about half-an-hour before, when 
she had been suddenly soized with a sort 
of shivering-fit, and had fainted dead away. 
I thought it might be a case of poisoning, 
and took with me whatever was likely to 
be useful.’ 
‘Go on!" said Jem, as his brother 

paused. 
“Well, when I got there, I found the 

voung lady in bed, quite unconscious. 
There was every appearance of blood 
poisoning, and every moment I fearel 
tetanus would supervene. [Che sudden- 
ness of ths attack puzzled me It seemed 
to me that a very deadly poison must have 
been at work to cause it, snd vet, mind 
you, I felt sure the poison had been in- 
jected directly into the blood. 

Again Dr. Browne paused for a moment 
or two; then hs said— 
*You remember the Brookstone Murder 

—'The Great Poisoning Case,’ asit was 
always called ?’ 

His brother nodded. 
‘Aud you *now what mysterious poisons 

the murderess used—Oriental drugs of 
great subtlety, such as we, in Europe, had 
never so mu h as heard ot before ?’ 

‘Yes, yes! said Jem, eagerly. 
‘It was old Harland who was the prin- 

cipel medical man in that case, end when 
he knew I was meditating my treatise ‘Oa 
the Nature ot Some Poisons’ —-' 

‘He gave you all the drugs that he'd 
found in Madeline Winter's room. I 
know that !" interrupted Jem. 

‘Yes. and there was one particular 
poison I've experimented with again and 
again, and the moment I saw Miss Lisle— 
that’s the young lady who was ill—I seem- 
ed to have a sort of inspiration that she 
was suffering from that very poison !” 
“Ah m 

‘Yes, I felt quite certain of it; and I'll 
tell you what I did. When Harland gave 
me the poison. he gave me the antidote 
also, tor Madeline Wiater hai had both in 
her possession, and it luckily appenad 
that I'd taken it down to Hampshire with 
me. I sent off tor it, post haste, and al- 
ministered it on the bare chance of it be- 
ing needed. And, sur2encughit was. In 
a tew miautes it began to work And I 
give you my word ot honour that [ knew ot 
nothing else I could have given which 
would have saved the patient's lite. If it 
hadn’t be=n for my haviag that antidote, 
she’d have been dead before morning. 

There was silence for a minute or two. 
Dr. Browne broke it by saying, abrupt- 

ly—¢‘Now, what do you think of it ?’ 
‘I don’t know what to think. It's very 

queer. The fact that the antidote worked 
so successtu/ly does seem to point to the 
tact that the poison must have been the one 
you speak of. But one can't be sure. It 
might wo k as successfully in a case of 
ordinary blood-poisoning. and we know 
how fatally one may be injured sometim=:s 
by the mere point of a needle, or the wing 
of a fly. 

*Yeus ; but she’s another thing. Of course 
[ looked for a scratch of some kind, ani I 
found one, little more than a pin-prick, on 
the young lady's wrist. Now I don’t kncw 
wether you remember, that when Made- 
line Winter's room was searched, there 
was found a very peculiar ring. Harland 
showed it tome. It was a heavy barbaric- 
looking thing, with a blood:-stone in the 
middle. And, inside the gold, there was 
a curious mechanical contrivance. If a 
certain spot was pressed, a tiny point— 
spar-shaped —came out, and, beyond there 
was a cavi'y which would hold a grain or 
two of poison. Now, the tiniest particle 
of such a poison as I've been telling you 
about would cause death if introduced into 
the blood ; and the strange thing is. that 
the tiny wound on Miss Liele’s wrist look- 
ed tor all the world as if it might have been 
irflicied by that fiendish ring.’ 
“What becsme of the ring ?’ 
‘I don’t knuw. I should suppose it would 

te handed over to the murderess’s rela- 
tives—if she had any. I don’t quite remem- 
ber. 
“Was there anyone, so far as you could 

make out, who was likely to have any inter- 
est in the youag lady's death ?' 
‘No; in a quiet way, I made all the in 

quiries I possibly could, and I should say 

’ 

there nev r was a cass where it would be 
harder to discov :r any possible motive for 
toul play. 

‘Miss Lisle is an orphan, of high birth, 
though not very well off so far as money is 
concerned. She usually lives with a maiden 
aunt, but has been making a stay a‘ a place 
pear Vivian Court—The Towers, old Mug- 
gleton’s place. You've heard ot Muggleton 
the millionaire ?’ 

‘Yes, ot course.’ 
‘Well, one ot his daughters is an old 

schoolfriend of hers, and so she’s been mak- 
ing a visit to them.’ 

‘I presum ; Miss Maggleton is gute above 
su*pcion.’ 

‘Oh, quite ! The nicest little girl possible.’ 
‘That’s all right But, sometimes you 

kaow, girls will do the most fiendish things 
especially it there's a little jealousy at tha 
bottom.’ 

‘Well, there's no such thing in this case. 
I can assure you of that.’ 

‘Has Miss Lisle a lover ? 
‘Yes. A neighbour ot Sir Gerald's. They 

are to be married soon.’ g 
‘And is he above suspicion ?’ 
Dr. Browne broke into a laugh. 
‘Why, Jem, Morewood, of Beech Royal, 

as they call him, is thought about as much 
of as a duke.’ 

‘I don’c care. One hears of strange 
things nowadays. Human nature is pretty 
much the same everywhere, I take it.’ 

‘Whether 1t is or not, you must please 
caquit Mr. Morewood. Ha is one of the 
finest, noblest fellows it has ever been my 
lot to meet, and is most tenderly devoted 
to Miss Lisle. There is not the shadow of 
a cloud between them.’ 
So spoke Dr. Browne, with honest sin- 

cerity 
Bat, in truth, a cloud had risen between 

Kate and Morewood, and was deepening 
and darkening every day. 

‘Very well. So beit. Was there any 
person at all against whom you felt a sus- 
picio1 ?’ 

‘Not one. That's the strange part of it, 
and that's why I've never breathed a word 
of all this to anyone.’ 

*Well, then, Tom. I think we must con- 
clude that it was a case of ordinary blood- 
poisoning, and that it was merely by a very 
fortunate coincidence Madeline Winter's 
antidote proved so useful.’ 

‘I can’t think so !’ 
‘By-the-by, didn’t the young lady her- 

telt know how she had hurt her wrist ?’ 
*No; she had no recollection of that at 

all. You see, it #as such a tiny wound. 
There would bs practically no pain. The 
irjury might very well be inflicted without 
her knowledge.’ 

‘Well, I tancy you'll find my explana- 
tion of the case the right one.’ 

‘I can’t thing so,’ repeated Dr. Browne. 
‘In my own mind, I teel perfectly certain 
that the injury was inflicted by Madeline 
Winter's ring. The effects of the poison 
were so very remarkable. It you had 
seen the case, vou would think as [ do.’ 

To be Continued. 

A WOMAN’S NERVE, 

Nive-tenths of ber Bodily Ailments Can 

be Treated 10 Nerve Disorders and bad 

Digertton., Bouth American Nervine Aids 

Digestion and Strengthens the Nerves, 

Miss Annie Patterson, of Sickwills, N. 
B., writes: ‘‘Indigestion and weak nerves 
were the bugbears of my lite for years, I 
tried doctors and proprietary moadicines 
till [ completely 1>+e heart. Being induced 
by a triend to try South American Nervine 
atter taking one bottl: I was greatly re- 
lieved. Taree bot-les effected a complete 
cure. [ can recommend it as a valaable 
remedy and bel: ve it to ba the best nerve 
and stomach tonic in the world.” 

Its Ur es, 

Maiden : ‘It seems to me society is use- 
ful only to people who want to get married.’ 

Matron: ‘You mistake, my dear. It is 
equally useful to people who are married 
and went to forget it.’ 
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Examine a shoe repeatedly dressed 
with any ordinary dressing and what 
have you? A parched up, spongy sub- 
stance, one mass of assorted cracks. 

sapping, burning, destroymg. How 
different the effect of 

Special Combination 
Leather Dressing 

RUSSET, TAN, BRAOWN--ALL COLORS. 

The Friend of Leather 
The Enemy of Cracks. 

PACKARD a PACKARD 
MAKES ¢ "°° OF 

IT 25c. MONTREAL. 

Chemicals have been at work there, 
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L. H. PAckarD & Co, | 

In Rheumatism 
are your limbs so tender and sensitive that you can 
foretell every storm and change in the weather by the 
excrutiating pains and aches in your muscles and 

joints? Aching all day long and preventing rest and 
sleep at night ? If so, ’ 

Secure prompt relief by applying a 

Benson’s 
PorousPlaster 
to the aching parts. Incomparably the best and most 
effective external remedy — cures where other 

plasters fail to even relieve. Oulythe genuine 
effective. All Druggists. Price 25c. Refuse substitutes. 
Leeming, Miles & Oo., Montreal, Sole Agts. for Canada. 
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