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prown Tablets, that are si nply per-

fection as a regulator of t‘l e bowels.

“ Thus Dodd's Dyspepsl
jigest the food perfectly, the small
tablets stimulate the bowels to
p.althy action and the waste matter
i carried off, instead of remaining
iv the stomach to poison the system.
The cure is perfect.”

“Where can I buy Dodd's Dyspep-
sa Tablets 7' queried the lawyer.

All druggists sell them at fifty
cents a box, six boxes $2.50, or they
il be sent on receipt of price, by
The Dodd Medicine Co., Limited,
Toronto.

EPPS'S GOGOA

GRATEFUL COMFORTING
Distinguished everyw here for
Delicacy of Flavour Superior
Quality, and Highly Natritive
Properties. Specially grate-
ful and comforting to the
pervous and dyspeptic. Sold
ooly in }-1b. tins, labelled
JAMES EPPS & CO., Ltd.
Homoeeopathic Chemists,
London, Englanc.
BREAKFAST SUPPER

EPPSS GOGOA
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... LOVE FINDS A WAY.

BY JEANNETTE

H. WALWORTH.

(COPYRIGHT 1899 BY JEANNETTE H. WALWORTH.)

(CONTINUED.)

At which Miss Malvina flamed up. |

“You never were just to Thomas Brox-
ton, and 1 suppose you never will be.
You are always judging him by com-

monplace standards, and they don’t fit !

him at all. He is a man incapable of
harbering a mean thought or commit-
ting a mean action. If you had ever

been worthy of him, Olivia, you never |

would bave played at being in love
with a man not worthy of breathing
the same air with him.”

With which burst of eloquence Miss |

Malvina gathered up her chair covers
er business. She ob-

Thomas' arrival
most unaccountably. Her black dresses
made her look pallid always now,

1
|
but on that Sunday morning the soft- | away without saying *it?”

est of pink flushes dyed her delicate
skin, and—oh, the guile of woman!—

Tom’s favorite shade of chrysamhe-iI
was |

mums, & rich mahogany color,
piled high in a great glass bowl upon
the hall table.

Tom timed his arrival carefully, just
in time for dinner, but when dinner

was over Miss Maivina herself sudden- |

ly developed an amount of guile no one
would ever have credited her with.
“I"ve got so much to do, Tom, that 1
can't afford to remember the Sabbath
day to keep it holy. 1 am going to
count all the silver this afternoon and

interview Reuben about a caretaker he |

wants us to leave in the house. 1 will
have to leave you on Ollie's hands for

a little while, but don’t you dare to run |

§/
\'J

He took a chair near the sofa on which
she was gitting.

away until I have had my private in-

terview. There are some things I want

you to do for me about the Lodge.”

She nodded her little corkscrew curls
gayly and trotted away, leaving Olivia
aliost gasping for breath.

It was left to Tomi to relieve the
strained situation. He had been
specting a newly executed portrait of
his guardian while Miss Malvina had
rattled off her apologies.

he had given it. He came over now
and took a chair near the sofa on
which she was sitting. It was as if he
had put up a bar between them. Sim-
ple as the act was, it made it very hard
for her ro hold fast by a resolve she
had come to. She wished he had seat-
o himself op the sofa by her side.
would have done so once.
shy eyes to his as be said easily:

“And so my little sister is going out |

to zee the great world? Tell me some-
tuing of your route.”

|
; “Yes, 1 suppose so.
|
1

in- |

Olivia had |
asked his opinion of the painting, and |

He |
She lifted |

Disorders

| are simply kidney disorders. The kidneys
| filter the blood of all that shouldn’t be

there. The blood passes through the kid-
neys every three minutes. If the kidneys
do their work no impurity or cause of

disorder can remain in the circulation |

longer than that time. Therefore if your

| blood is out of order your kidneys have

:
f

|

failed in their work. They are in need of
stimulation; strengthening or doctoring.
One medicine will do all three, the finest
and most imitated blood medicine there

Béﬂ"ﬁlE! Dodd’s

Kidney

L

She was so tntent upon her own line l “You will please answer me, Thom-

of thought that she did not answer.

How calm and self possessed he look |L'id YOU hear my father's last words?”

ed! What a strong, forceful face his
had become! Secarcely a vestige was
left of the shy, bashful boy she used to

| patronize and torment, sure of his al-

ways loving her.
away from her.

Tom had grown

| "“Or perhaps,” said Tom, filling in
| what threatened te become an awk-

ward pause, “you have not marked

out any arbitrary route. So much the
| better. Are you going direct to Nice?"
I don’t know.
It will be the innocents abroad when
Miss Malvina and 1 slip our moor-
ings.”

She laughed hysterically. How could
| she ever say “it?’ How couid she go
She felt
like a leaf in a winter storm. How
cool and steady his voice was!

“You will meet with agreeable sur-
1 prises in that respect. Everything is
| so simplified and systematized nowa-
| days that women can travel over the
| world with impunity. | am suare you
| will enjoy it.”
|  *“Apd I am sure I shall not. | never
expect to enjoy anything again, Tom.
as long as | live, never—anything at
all.”

Her eyes were wet with unshed
tears; her cheeks were hot with un
bidden Bblushes; her clasped hands
trembled visibly; her excitement was
| getting beyond her control. Broxton
| looked at her im grave surprise. Then

a smile of pity came Into his fine face.
' “You are young yvet, Ollie, so young,
| and to the young sorrow has such a
| dreadful finality ip seeming. But it
| is only in seeming, little friend.
can outlive and live down ahout all
the troubles a malicious fate can con
| ceive of for our torment if we will

| the best in us.”
She looked at him with the ghost of
a smile on her lips. *“That sounds
! dreadfully experienced, Tom.”
! +And am | not exnerienced? Not,”
| he added. with quick thought for her.
| “that 1| am quarreling with destiny.
| My philosophy is that all that is Is
| right.”
| *“That is fatalism, and 1 do not think
fatalism is healthy. especially for so
young a man. You see, | have not for-
gotten how to find fault with you,
| Tom.”
| “No. Come, now, this grows promis
ing. 1 lived in Germany just long
enough to acquire a taste for meta-

physics and to miscall myself a philos- | o070 o 04 you to marry me.

We don't indulge along that
Let e hear you

opher.
line at the works.
define fatalism.”
His cool acceptance of the existing
/ gtatus of things exasperated ber most
unreasonably.

“You are turning my meaning into a
| jest, Thomas. 1 suppose 1 am
| worth a serious thought nowadays, so
you are obliged to think of me as a
good joke. No; [ don’'t mean that at
? all, for that implies that you do some
| times think abont me.”

“1 am glad you do not mean it. We
have been good friends too long to
| quarrel with each other just as you are
about to put the ocean between us, and
| we would have no chance to make up

|
|

|

|
{
|

. | friend.
We |
| living In some such eruel fashion, but

| deat >
only believe In ourselves, be true to | ot Bgepquagons

[ loves you dearly.
| the pain that 1 kifow you have endur-

lcommand, I would be glad of this op-

\ cied obligation.

|
|

“Nora saw you close tue door. Sue |
told me long afterward. | want to
know, Thomas, how long you had
been there.”

He moved restiessly In his chalr.
For her sake he wished he might evade
the truth. “Not very long—in faect, only
a second or two.”

“Wero—yon—ther%long enough to
hear my father’s last words?”

He remained stubbernly silent. She
raised her eyes in desperation. He was
looking at her pityingly. It was In-
:;)lerable. She lifted her head defiant-

as. It is necessary that you should.

“I heard him lay a command upon
» H
you,” came with slow reluctance in an-
swer.

“And I-am—ready—to obey the—
command.”

The words escaped her in a husky
whisper. Her head drogped as it
welighted earthward by the dreadful
humfiiiatipn of the moment. Would he
neter say anything to ease the smart
of those words?

The darkening air was heavy with
the fragrance of the flowers she had
plucked for him. A boy’s shrill whistle
eame through the window to her ears
discordantly. She could hear eld Reu-
ben call the dogs to their dinner. Ev-
ery sense was on the alert. It was as
If her nerves had been laid bare by a
surgeon’s knife. She had tried to ful-
A1l the command of the dying. She
had offered herself to Thomas Broxton.
She was vindicating her tardiness and
questioming the cruelty that kept him
eilent in the same breath. 'Tom’s voeice,
entirely unshaken by its burdem of
feeling, brought her back to the mo-
ment she had to deal with.

“Poor little girl! My peor little Ollie!
And you thought so meanly of me as
all that?”

“Meanly of you, Tom?” she managed
to ask.

He went on rapidly, as if mistrast-
Ing his own strength of purpose. “1
was very unhappy when I heard you
had broken with Westover. 1 was
afraid you had done it through a mis-
taken sense of duty to your father.
But I could not help you mnor-my
The dying oftem hamper the

I do not hold that one is ecalled upon
to sacrifice Lappiness to any such
Westover is a
splendid fellow, and I know that he
If it were not for

ed in the effort to obey your father's

portunity to free you from your fan-
Now, with a clear
conscience, Ollie, dear, you can recall
Westover.”

“I shall never marry Clarence West- |
over, Tom. never!”

He seemed not to hear her. “Once,
when [ thought I could support you
as my wife should and must be sup-
ported, 1 asked you to be my wife.
All through my early boyhood I enter-
tained a sweet vision of a future
blessed by your love. 1 loved you
You

d4id not love me, and you refused to
warry me in terms which I in my
boyish sensitiveness called merciless.
I could not now accept, either from a

! belated mercifulness or an overween
| ing sense of filial duty, a reversal of

not |

| marred the corners of his mouth for a

the decision which years ago | accept-
ed as final.
“In that

letter”—a Dbitter curve |

| second—"‘you said your ‘No’ was final. |

' brutally plain, it is because there must
' not be the possibility of any misun-
| derstanding between us in the future.

It must stand at that. If [ have been

The negative of years ago canpot by
any sophistry be turned Into an affirm- |

| ative of today.”

inside of a whole year.” ~
Nothing could be more matter of |
| fact, nothing less loverlike than his |

entire bearing from the momenat of his
| arrival. [f only she could think be
| was acting a part. if only she could
think he felt as he had once felt to-
ward her, wanted what he once want-
ed—her—it would make it easier for
her. Before he had come she, standing
before her father’s portrait, had regis-
tered a silent promise.

“1 will try to do your bidding to the
utmost, father. Heretofore | have only
refrained from doing that which
would have come between wme and it
I am going to marry Thomas Broxton.
Then your sad, pleading voice will die
out of my memory perhaps.”

But Tom was making it so dread-
| fully difficult. She took the plunge
| presently. Her voice trembled at the
start.

“Thomas. 1 am going to ask you a
question before we part. Will you an-
swer it very honestly?”

“That depends.” He smiled down
calmly into her troubled face.

Her eyes fell before the cool steadi- ‘ constant sufferer from nearly every |

She clasped her hands |

pess of his.
| tightly upon her lap.

were standing in the doorway of fa-

| closed the door so softly that I thought
it was the night wind?”

A troubled look came into his eyes.
He had not expected this direct cate-
chising. He answered inconsequently:
|  «Reuben Is & bungling old idiot. He
| told me his orders were to send me ai-
' pect to my guardian. When I got thers,
| I found you were with him, and it was

no time for me to intrude,”

“ u h I ou |
7 want to ask yo ow long ¥y : v

| were buried
| sofa. Only the coil of her golden hair

He stcod up and held out his hand. |
She made no response. Her Lot cheeks
in the cushions of the
He left her |

was turned toward bhim.

so. He thought of her tenderly as the :
| fiying landscape shot past the window

| to effect a cure.

the”s room that—-night—before you |
| believe it to be the best remedy ob-

' Chase’s Ointment to mothers, or indeed

| plles. It is guasanteed

of the car that was bearing him away
from her.
(To be Continued.)

A Victim
of Piles

For 20 Years—A Constant Sufferer From
Blceding and Protruding Piles—Cured
by Dr. Chase's Cintment.

Ia vain did Mrs, Jas. Brown, of Hin-
tonburgh, near Ottawa, search for &

cure for piles. In Europe and America |
she tried every remedy available, but |
it remained for Dr. Chase’s Ointment

Mrs. Brown writes:—* I have been & |
form of piles for the last twenty years

and during that time both here and In
the Old Country have tried most every |

“] am only doing justice to Dr. |
Chase’s Ointment when I say that I

tajnable for bleeding and protruding
plles. I strengly recornmend Dr. |
to any person suffering from thad
dread torment—piles.” }

Physicians and druggists recommend
Dr. Chase’'s Ointment as the one pre- |

paration that will never fall to |
to posttivily

cure pm‘hon:r ncuhht.“b - |
or ! eents a box,
bsfa or Edmansen, Bates and Ca, l
Teronte 4
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A Sample
P~
The following is a fair sample of letters bein el ! - .’:;
progressive Canadian Life Axﬂu}rance (‘(ymp‘t};y‘ T '!
Geo. Gooderham, Gl
49 Wellington Street, Rast. |
TORONTO, Dec i
To the North American Life s - s wa
Assurance Company, Toronto.
rrentgelf]t!eml?n:—I a}%n iln receipt of your cheque for $27,381.40, in settle- L
ient of my 10 year kndowment Policy, No. 2651, i ' . Dec
20th, 1884 for $30,000 e licy, No. 2651, issued by you on Dec. 4
The result is highly satisfactory to me, and furnishes the strongest ":

g;f»gf of the careful and excellent management of the North Amerian

Personally, I have be=n a strong advocate of End
having carried over $500.900 on my Tifef ¥ TR {eaaag,
Yours truly, .

GEO. GOODERHAM.
Mr. Geo. Gooderham is one of Toronto’s oldest and wealthi \£i "

i - . = i t e
zens. Heis Presxdcqt of the Bank of Toronto, Western &nagg &;
Co., and connected with many other leading fimancial institutions. .

J. K. ROSS.

S ST RIS I ST T

' BGER_BR""SH WAR picTrRES b
Theewd & the war is now 10 sight § q
lmbu.v will mow wamt pictures illustrating the vasous battios fought in <.
“ush Afvica. We have at great exyense published nine large and Leau tifml
ietures, on heavy, suparfine, calendared paper
. ‘“Battle of Balmont,,” ‘‘Charging the Boer Guns at Elamdsinagte,”
Attack of Royal Camadians at Paardeberg,” *“‘Charge of Gen. French’
Cavalery on the Rotreuting Gen. Cronje’s Army.” These wistures ere 30 xf

in. Samole and terms, 25 ets. each; all four for 80 et-.; $1.75 5
" 3 - : - % per dozen )
510r$3,25; M tor $83.00 ; $  per 100. ' i 5

‘“Bastie of Tugela River,” ‘“‘Battle of Spion Kop” “‘Gordem Wigh- e
landers al Battle of Belmont,” *‘Battle of Magersfontein,” “*Surremder Y &
ol Gem. Cronje at Paarderborg.,” These piciares ars #2x38 ip, Sample and ",

Serms 40 cis each; all five tor $],60; $3 per dosz ; 35 fer : 4

812.00; $24 per 100. Very handsome ; printed in 6 to 14 colors. e e o
coi» money. Rig orofit. Enor }

AGENTS o'wen HOT SELLERS {?:r-l:a{:?martz:‘:e p:ﬁ::::: X

VUne agext sold 68 in one day. We will send a Complete Outfit Consisting of

all the Nime Different Pictures for Ounly $2.00. 1his sum you may de

duet whea you have ordered $20 worth. Absolutely ne pictures sent free

Den’t waste time and postage in writing for lower prices. We yay all charge

We take back &1l unsold pictares ana refund your money, Cut this out ard sen

today mand begin to make money. Address HOME NOVELTY MFG. €O (3

(Degpt. 256 ) P. O. Bex, 518, Chicago. Satorday :

-

“Happy Thought”

" | Wl |
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IN ALL THE WORLD no cause of worry so constant, <o iasiste.
widespread as inferior cooking apparatus. :
WHAT WOMAN can help worrying che result of whose skill and cure 18
a' aged or destrcyed by an inferior Range.
DEAL FAIRLY by your houschold and vourself —install Buck's “Hpf

T: ough(” Range in your kitchsu and if yoa can’t quit worryiag entir«ls e
wife will. The worry fiend holds sway supreme in many kitchens, H- -
bleod relation of the dyspepsia of like ilk. Banish them, buy a “H. .y
Thought.”

The manufacturers of the “Happy Thought” are doing your culinary w 7
ing for you for a'l time —take advantage of it.

They have worried over ani have perfected every detail of Range cons i
tior ~hich though not a!ways apparent on the surface, is most important o
results

Planned like an enzine, fitted like a]watch, as darable as tha hills,

4 L

| “Happy Lhought” is ever in the leai,snd there it will remain uatil perfetion

meets its match
DON'T WORRY
Use Buck’s “ Happy Thought™ Range !

e Simon W. Crabbe.

Walker‘s Corner, Stoves and Hardware.

Charlottetown, Oct. 1st, 1900,




