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Perfect 

Health 
can be yours. 
Do not try experiments with your 

If you are not well use only health. 

a medicine known to cure. 

Williams’ Pink Pills are not an ex- 

They have cured thous- 

Dr, 

ands of people, who had tried common medicines and failed to 
find health. Some of the cured are in your own neighborhood. 

Mr. F. Mission, Deleau, Man., writes: —*‘I can speak in the highest 
terms of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills as a medicine for rebuildin the system. 
Previous to usiug the pills I was suffering from headaches, loss { appetite and 
extreme nervousness. which left me in a very weak condition. The least work 
would fatigue me. I can now say, however, that I never felt better in my life 
than I do at present, thanks to Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. Similiar sufferers — 
and there are many—will find it to their great advantage to use these piils. ” 

Do not take anything that does not bear the full name of “ Dr. Wil- 

one to use a substitute. 

It is an experiment and a hazardous 
Sold by all dealers or post paid at 50 cents a box 

or six boxes for $2.50, by addressing the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., Brock- 
ville. 
I ——. 
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would go hard with you, I fear, in the 
social circles of Stretton.” 
That ring of amusement angered Eola. 
‘It is amusing to you" —stiffly—*‘but to 

me these things are real.” 
‘My life is real—to me,” he said, 

gravely. ‘And for some moments I faced 
death—that was real also.’ 
There was a pause, and Eola walked 

still faster, until she was checked by find- 
ing her hands suddenly seized and heid. 

‘Did you hurt yourself —you dear little 
hands wit that heavy plank? Have you 
prained your arm, or your wrist, or any- 
hing ?’ 
‘My arms, and my wrists, and my hands 

are quite well, thank you. It was per- 
fectly easy.’ 
She felt that he was regarding her with 

an intentness she could not face, and it 
seemed to her that her cheeks were burn- 
ing. 

‘Easy ! 
He repeated her word with a deep- 

drawn breath 
She wrenched away her hands. 
‘How you could do it I cannot imagine.’ 
‘You have poor imagination. Ons can 

always do things in an emergency.’ 
‘It one is a heroine—yes, I suppose so.’ 
There was something beyond admiration 

in his voice now, but they had reached the 
outside of the Highfields boundary. 

o
o
 

‘Here we part,” said Eola, in her most 
decided voice. 
‘We do nothing of the sort,” said her 

companion, with great courtesy. ‘Freeze ? 
Well, what ot that ? Nothing shall induce 
me to let you go this dark way alone. 
After whet you 
Oh ! pray don’t repeat that. 

are too silly.’ 
‘They can’t help it'—humbly—‘any 

more than you can help showing yourself a 
heroine, when an emergency favour the 
development.’ 

‘Probably you cannot help being silly; 
but I am sure you can help saving these 
particularly irritating things,” Eola said, 
loftily. 
The man bowed. 
He seemed to have quite recovered his 

usual condition ; the freezing of his clothes 
did not affect him, and Eola’s spirited ex- 
ercise certainly took care of the circulation 
of his blood. 

‘I have no wish to annoy you,” he said, 
contritely ; ‘but you are unjust; there is no 
folly of speech in speaking of you as you 
are.’ 
To that she had no answer ready, and 

they walked en in siler ce for some distance 
farther. 

‘It is a beautiful night, is it not ’ ob- 
served Eola, at length, in a very easy man 
ner. 

*It is a night I shall remember as long as 
I hve. Yes; it 1s a beautitul night,’ ber 
companion said, in a very peculiar manner. 
Her heart beat as it it would choke ber. 
Of course he would remember a night in 

which he got under the ice, and was nearly 
drowned; but his voice vibrated so 
strangely. 

‘You were very foolish to skate over that 
part of the lake. You must have known 
that they would give air to the fish some- 
where.’ 

Men really 

‘I am so very glad 1 did it,’ the man 
said, gently. 

Eola laughed tremulously. 

‘Ob! well, when you are crippled with 
rheumatism, as you are trying your best to 
be, I hope your gladness of heart will con 
tinue.’ 

“It will il—msy I say it? No; I suppose 
I bave no right to say 1t yet.’ 
‘You must go now I’ cried Eola, in des- 

peration. ‘Yes, I insist. My home is just 
down there, and it my mother or sisters 
were to see me——’ 

‘Are they so very particular about you? 
Well, I cannot wonder. 
He took her hands in bis, and looked at 

them adoringly. 
He raised them to his lips and kissed 

them passionately, and, as Ela flimed and 
trembled, he said, helt im apology, halt in 
defiance— 
‘You cannot save men’s lives with im- 

punity, you know. You must expect some- 
thing to come of it. You must, I say.’ 
Those eyes of his! 
They were clearly wvisible—dark and 

tender, and yet lit up with something which 
little, crushed Eola had never seen before. 
And yet she seemed to understand it, 

and a wild, sweet flood of happiness 
rushed over all her being, thrilling her, 
carrying her into ecstasv, making the well 
known lane and the dingy corners glorious 
as a field of Elysium. 

She grew very pale, and stood with her 
hands yet clasped. 
Her companion had lost his hat, ard 

stood bareheaded before her. 
She could see his tace distinctly, and he 

looked to her like a king among men. 
‘I am glad [ saved your life,” she said 

subduedly, ‘for it seems to me—but I am 
only a foolish little girl, you know’—with 
a smile rather tremulous—‘‘yet it seems to 
me that you would be missed in the world. 
Your presence must do good—bring hap- 
piness—I think to those you belong to; so 
I am glad I saved your lite. But [ would 
wish you to clearly understand’—and here 
she became cold and very distinct— that, 
had there been anyone else—anyone 
else—' 

‘There was no one else, that is the 
point,’ said, softly, ‘and I was powerless 
to save myself’ 

‘Well you make too much of it'— 
brusqguely—‘because I should not have 
attempted the task had there been some- 
one else to do it, do you see ?’ 

‘I have seen all along quite perfectly.’ 
‘Do you see that you need not give me 

this exaggerated gratitude ? Because, 1 
had no tancy for the task. Itwas forced 
upon me [ mean, quite—quite against my 
will.’ 
‘Now I begin to see what you wish me 

to understand.’ 
And a note of sadness in the rich, beau- 

tilul voice dieconcerted her again. 
‘Do go,” she cried, impatiently. You 

have lost your hat.’ 
‘Would that were all. I have lost some- 

thing of tar more value than my hat.’ 
‘Your watch or rings ? Oh, they will 

drag the lake to-morrow for them ! But’— 
she had moved away, but came running 
back, and laid a band for one moment on 
his arm—*you will not betray me, will you P 
You will not mention that I was here to- 
night ? If you really are grateful, you will 
keep my secret, please.’ 

‘A secret between ourselves,” he said, 
joytully. ‘I will keep it so, if I may.’ 

OHAPTER III. 

THE EARL OF DARTREY. 

‘They have never sent those flowers. 
Eola, you must walk into Thring, ana get 
them,” said Mrs. Caxton, in the authori- 
tative way in which she always spoke to her 
youngest daughter. 

‘It's a long way, and it looks like rain,’ 
said Eolas. 

She had beem on her feet all day, seeing 
to this amd arranging that, and she was 
tired, poor little girl. It wes a lomg and 
lonely walk to Thring. 
‘We must have the flowers, and they will 

take some time to arrange. You hed better 
start at once, Eola. It won’t matter if you 
are tired’—callously. ‘As you are not go- 
ing to dine downstairs tonight, you canc.n 
rest all the evening. Blanche and Julia 
must keep tresh for the dinner-party.’ 

‘Lord Bellevue 1s coming isnt he? Do 
you think either Julia or Blanchs will 
catch him ?’ asked Eola absently. 
The thought crossed her mind: what a 

blessed riddence it would b: ot one 
exacting 1ll tempered sister it Lord B:l- 
levae would take her for himself. 
Mrs. Caxton frowned heavily. 
‘I tuink you are the most vulgar girl l 

koow. After all my pains—bu', thasre, 
when one is low-bred——’ 
Eola flushed, and winced like a thorough- 

bred horse struck by a whip, 
*It will come out (Go and put on your 

things at once. Propare tor rain, and 
bring the fl)wers as quickly as you poseib- 
ly can.’ 
Eols went of course. 
She got to the Thring, and obtsined the 

flowers ; but the roads were heavy. 
The thaw bad set in; and as she was on 

her homeward way, the rain which had 
been holding off came down in torrents— 
the sort of rain which drenches one ina 
coupie ot minutes. 

ola ran for shelter. 

Luckily, there wae a shed at the side of 
the road, just where she was caught in the 
storm, and she saved berselt and her 
flowers by rushing into it. 
But how to get home ? 
There was no break in the clouds; their 

lesden intensity increased as the deluge 
descended. 

It might rain for hours, and between 
here and Stretton, Eola would be drench 
ed to the skin. 
That would not matter to anyone save 

herself; but the fragile flowers she carried 
would be destroyed. 
She had no means of protecting them, 

and their loss would let loose the vizls of 
Mrs. Caxton’s and ter daughters’ wrath. 
Eola peered anxiously for any sign of 

vebicle which might take pity on her. 
She bad hopes of a donkey-cart or a 

farm waggon, but to ber surprise, a 
brougham. drawn by a pair of magnificent 
bays, came dashing into sight, and at her 
signals of distress, it stopped betore her 
shelter. 
A tootman sprang to the ground, spoke 

to the occupant of the brougham, and ran 
across to Eola. 

‘His lordship begs that you will let him 
drive you home, miss.’ 

‘His lordship I’ gasped Eola, inwardly, 
but she skipped over the flooded road, and 
into the carriage, whose door the servant 
held open, her flowers making her bold. 

‘It you should happen to be going to 
Stretton,’ she said, in her low, sweet voice, 
‘it would indeed be kind if you would drive 
me there.’ 

The brougham had but one occupant, 
an elderly gentleman of very aristocratic 
appearance, a handsome old man, albeit 
stern and melancholy of look, whom Eola 
recognized in awe as Lord Dartrey him- 
self—she had seen him at some public 
meeting. 
The Caxtons had very lately coms to 

Stretton. and this was the first time since 
their arrival there that Lord Dartrey had 
occupied Highfields. 
But what ailed his lordship P 
He sat upright in the carrisge, gazing 

at the girl he had himself invited to enter 
as if he saw a spectre, and he was all pale 
and trembling. 

‘You are ill, I fear,” Kola said, with her 
. quick sympathy snd sweet manner, bend- 
ing towards him. 
But he recovered instantly. 
‘Not at all, thank you.” Lord Dartrey 

bad a courteous, but a very stiff manner. 
‘I hope I was in time to save you from get- 
ting wet. Now, where may I have the pleas- 
ure ot driving you ? Stretton, I think you 
said ? 

‘I am Eola Caxton, and I live at Cedar 
Cottage, in Stretton; but that is so far 
from Higbfields.’ 

‘It is ot no consequence. Should you 
mind my driving to Highfields first ? and 
the carriage shall take you on.’ 

‘Ob ! how kind of you I am toe anxious 
to keep the flowers dry.” She uncevered 
and showed them. ‘My mother has a din 
ner party tonight, and we can’t get flowers 
like these in Stretton.’ 

‘I believe,” said Lord Dartrey, and now 
he smiled, and looked charming, ‘one of 
my guests dines with you to-night—Lord 
Bellevue ?° 

‘I believe he does,’ said Eola. 

She spoke with indifference, recovering 
her flowers. 
Her companion watched her attentively. 
‘You bave a pretty name,” he said at 

last. *Eola—it is uncommon. 
‘Yes.’ 
A shadow went over her face, and he 

wondered, still regarding her. 
The bays dashed up the avenue to High- 

fields, and stopped before the front door, 
which was instantly opened by a couple of 
powdered footmen. 

‘You will come in for a few minutes ?’ 
Lord Dartrey said, almost entreatingly, 
‘and while you have a cup of tea, my gar- 
dener shall cut you some more flowers. 
Then the carriage shall take you home in 

PALE PEOPLE 
Have their blood enr.ched, their 

heart strengtszned and their 

cheeks rosy by using Milburn’s 

Heart aml Nerve Pills. 

Insufficient quantity or poor quality of 
the blood is one of the evil results that 
nsually follow any derangement of the 
heart. 

If the heart becomes weakened in any 
way it cannot pump the blood to the lungs 
as it should, there to be purified and im- 
pregnated with the life-giving oxygen. 

As a result the 
blood deteriorates, 
It loses its nourish- 
ing, vitalizing, 
health-giving qual- 
ities. The face be- 
comes pwle, thin 
and waxen, the lips 
bloodless, the hands 
and feet cold. 

There Ns wetk- 
ness, tiredness, 

shortness of breath and palpitation. When 
those suffering from thin or watery blood 
start taking Milburn’s Heart and Nerve 
Pills they are assured of a cure. Every 
dose acts on the heart itself, causing it 
to beat strong, steady and regular. 
Every dose, too, introduces into the 

blood those vital elememts necessary 
make it rich and red. 
Soon the pale cheek takes om the 

hue of health, there is strength instead ef 
weakness, energy and activity take the 
place of tiredness and lassitude. 
Miss M. Skullion, 50 Turner Street, 

Ottawa, Ont., says: ‘‘I was greatl 
troubled with my heart, together wi 
extreme nervousness for many years. 
These complaints brought abeut great 
weakness and feeling of tiredness. M 
blood was of poor quality, so muchsothat 
became pale and languid. Milburn’s 
Heart aid Nerve Pills cured me after all 
else failed. They built up my system, 
enriched my blood, strengthened my 
nerves and restored me to health.”’ 

IMITATORS 

ARE 

MANIFOLD. 

(11b.and 2 1b. cans) 

IS PICKED PURITY 
Strong in Purity. Fragrant in Strength. 

CHASE & SANBORN, 
MONTREAL AND BosToN. | 

less time than you could have walked from 
where | met you.’ 
Eola left the carriage, and went into the 

Ro— A strange unreal feeling was upon 
er. 
The vague sweet dreams of long ago 

seemed to come over her, and her mother 
and sisters were forgotten. 

CROSS QUESTIONED. 
M. B. Connick Relates His Ex- 

perience With Bright's Dis- 

ease and Dodd's Kidney 

Pills. 

Suffered With that Dread Malady for 

Fifteen Years-Treated by Five Differ- 

ent Doctors — Literally Rescued 

from Death by Dodd's Kidney 

Pills. 

MippreroN, P. E. 1., Jan 22.—Mr. M. 
B. Connick, the well known blacksmith of 
this place, known all over the Island as the 
man whom Dodd’s Kidney Pills saved from 
death as by a miracle, has often been in- 
terviewed regarding his case as is ever 
ready to supply the facts. 

‘I had been a victim to kidney trouble 
for fifteen years betore I took Dodd’s Kid- 
vey Pills,’ said Mr. Connick in a recent 
conversation. 

‘Did you know it was Bright's Disease, 
Mr Connick? 

‘Not at first I didn’t, but when 1 found 
it out I was startled, I can tell you. In 
those days you know, Bright's Disease was 
incurable. I went to five different doctors. 
They ‘could do no good. Finally my wife 
and I went together to one who told us 
right ‘out there was no use taking my 
money. I could not be cured. I felt that 
it was all over.” 
“How did you come to take Dodd's Kid- 

ney Pills.’ 
““ Well, one day a customer and I were 

talking of the death of a neighbor, and my 
customer said he was quite sure if he had 
taken Dodd's Kidney Pills he would have 
been cured. That set me thinking. For 
the last six years I had been forced to hire 
a man to do my work. Well, I began to 
take Dodd’s Kidney Pills, ana before 1 had 
finished the third box I was at work again. 
I can shoe a horse as well today as ever I 
could in my lite.” 
“Do you mean to say that three boxes 

of Dodd's Kidney P lls cured you of 
Bright's Disease of fifteen years’ standing ?’ 

“Yes, sir, that’s exactlv what I mean. 
I was so stiff and sore I could not stoop to 
pick up anytbing-—couldn’t put on my 
shoes. It my wife was here she would tell 
more about Dodd’s Kidney Pills than I 
can,”’ 
Mr. Connick is now fifty-eight years old 

and the picture of health and strength. 

GEN. SHEERMAN'S POKER GAME, 

About $1,000,000 was in &« Pot Played for 

on the March to the Sea. 

The last time Gen. Sherman attended 

commencement at West Point was in June 
1889. The members of the graduating 

class received their diplomas from his 
hand that year and he slso delivered the 

evmmencement addrves. In the beautiful 
summer evening that followed the old 

General sat on the wide vemanda of the 
hotel and told stories. 

‘I heard some pretty big games of poker 

in the early days out West,” he said, ‘and 
maybe [ raw one or two But the biggest 

one I ever saw or heard of was during the 
war. It would have made your beads 

swim to have beerd the bets that I heard 

that night. It was just after the march to 
the sea, when we were up in North Caro- 

lina. I took it into my head that night 
that I would make a quiet round of the 
outposts myeelf and see how things were 
coming on. Jn some bushes in the woods, 

well within our lines, I ssw a light gleam- 
ing and a number of forms clustered around 
it.all evidently very intent on something. 

I came quietly up toward them without at- 

tracting any attention. They were all too 
much absorbed to noice the crackling of 
twigs or the rustling ot leaves under my 
feet. At last I was near enough to dis- 
tinguish voices and make out what was 
ssid. And the first words I beard were: 

“I'll see you $200,000 and go you $250 
000 better. 
‘Whew ! The figures fairly took my 

breath away. And they were privates too! 
It was easy enough to make that out. They 
bad a blanket spread out on the ground 
and were all equatted on it or beyond its 

edges, some bending esgerly forward 
peering over the shoulders of those wh 

were in front of them. A couple of candl 
ends stuck in bottles afforded the illumir 

ation. And by this dim light I saw corde 
up stacks and stacks of bills, regula 
bundles and bales of them. It was like 

looking into a United States Treasury 
vault. The sight made me blink with 
wonder. 

“I'll raise you $300,000.’ 

“That was the next thing I heard. It 

was said as nonchalantly as though it were 
a question of five cent chips. And the 

players did dot look like Crcomsuses 

either. You have heard about Sherman's 

bummers. Well, these were Sherman's 
bummers and they looked it. Of course 

that game then was just a little bit irreg- 
ular, but I could not bear to break it up. 

I got interested in it. I felt as though I 
would like to see the limit reached, hear 

somebody called, and, just for curiosity 
know who it wes who raked in the million 

or so dollars that probably would be in the 

pot when that interesting event occurred. 
I did not have to wait long. I have for 

gotten just the amount that changed hand 
but it was somewhere up around a millior 
The winner took up an armful of bills anc 
swept them over in a heap by his side. 
‘Now, I'll tell yoa what I'll do, Bill,” he 

said. ‘I'll put up the hull million agin a 
plug of tobacco and play ye three straight 
games of euchre—best two out of three and 
leave the sevens and eights in the deck.’ 

‘Well gentlemen,’ continued the General 
with bis dry little laugh, ‘it is no need to 
tell you that 1 bad begun to get a little 
light on the situation before this liberal 
proposition was made. I remembered that 
we had just raided a town where we had 
come upon a ton or so of reb money, and 

tbat the boys had had the fancy to cart 
away several hundred weight not it. They 
had lots of fun with that money, and I am 

indebted to it for having had the pleasure 
of looking on at probably the biggest pok- 
er game played in the United States. I 
did not break up the little tea party. Poor 
fellows! Lord knows they had beer 
through enough hard times to en'itle jthen 
te a little fun.’ 

In 111 Languages. 

The National Advertiser gives the fol. 

lowing facts (?) without any [indication of 

their source: The most recent and care- 
fully collected statist cs show that no fewer 

than 5,400 newspapers make their appear- 
ance daily in the world. These are pub- 
lished in sixty six languages, whils forty- 
five other languages are employed in the 

production of other papers that are publish~ 
ed remi-weekly, bi-weekly, semi monthly, 
monthly, and st other odd times, making a 
total of 111 separate languages in which 
in which tbe newspaper press of the werld 
is at present issued. 

A CARD 

We, the undersigned, do hereby agree 
to retund the money on & twent five cent 
bottle of Dr. Willie’ Eagiish Pili, if, after 
using three-fourths ot contents of bottle, 
they do not relive Constipations and Head 
eche. We also warrant that tour bottle 
will permanently cure the most obstinat 
case of Constipation. Satistaction or m 
pay when Willis's English Pills are used 
A. Chipman Smith & Co., Dugzgis 

Charlotte St., St. John. N B 
W. Hawker & Son, {Druggist, 104 Prines 

William St, St. Joon. N. B. 
Chas. McGregor. Druggist, 137 Cherie 

St., St John, N B. 
W.C. R Allan, Druggist, King St., St. 

John, N. B 
E. J. Mahony, Druggist, Main St., $B. 

John, N. B. 
G. W. Hober, Chemist, 357 Main St., St. 

John, N. B. 
R. B. Travis, Chemist, St. John, N. B. 
S. —— Devggist, St. John, Wess, 

Wm. C. Wilson, Druggist, Cor. Union & 
Rodney Sts., 8. John, N. B. 

C. P. Clarke, Druggist, 100 King St., St. 
John, 

S. H. Hawker, Droggist, Mill St., St. 
John, N. B. 

N. B. Sith, Druggist, 24 Dock St., St. 
Jobn, N. B. 

G. A. Moere, Chemist, [09 Brussels, St., 
St. John, N. B. 

C. Fairweather, Druggist, 109 Union St 
St. John, K B. 

Hastings & Pineo, Druggists, 63 Charlot 
St , St. John, N. B. 


