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He found Nurze Elsle almost des-
perate. Her putiens was writhing
on the bed, declaring that ha was
dyiog—dylng of hydrophobia, aa he
had known for twa years he would
monst gurely dis. Nurse Elsia was
trying to persuade him that he was
geuing better.

‘This was really a fuct. He had
worn himself out. Nature—in his
eanss—declined. to bear any more
strain for that day.

Before Foote had tims to close the
door, the old gentleman wasz asking
for & drink of water. Hia throat
was parched, he said, And small
wonder, ¢onsidering the use he had
been putting it to. :

Foote went over and wrung the

, old chap's hand,

“8ir, 1 congratulate you!" he ex-
claimed heartily. “The worst has
paased. You feel you can drink water
without wanting to break the decan-
ter. I told you Nurse Elsie would
#ave your life, and she has done so.
8he ia the moat capable little woman
1 know.”

0ld Smitherson, very
face, sat up on the hed.

“In it over?" he avked pathetically,

“l faney s0,” answered Foote.
“Yon don’t want to iry any more
symptems, do yom, sir?”

He could hardly keep from ex-
ploding, the old chap looked 50 woe-
begone, so disappointed that the
terrible thing had ended so easily.

He swallowed the contents of a

water jug, then whispered sadly that
he thought he could sleep. He would
see the little woman who had saved
his life when he woke up, and try his
best to¢ thank her.
' He slept for three hours. They
were aspent by the lovers in eweet
eontentment, Foote spent them Lkick-
ing his toes against the library fen-
der. The ungrateful couple for whom
he had worked so hard had quite for-
gotien him,

At last the patient was awake.

Foote went to him flrst. He felt
his pulee, took his temperature.

“Moat satisfactory,” he murmured.
“Mr. 8mitherson, you, are indeed to
be eongratulated. You have had it
very lightly—I may say phenomen-
ally lightly—and you can pever have
it again. You have lived in mortal
dread of it for two yeara. Your life
must have been & misery, sir, and
now, 1 am thanlful to say, it has
passed away for ever. Take my ad-
vice, and get a nice dog whe will be
a companion to you, In fact, a man
cannot have {00 many of them
about. Try bloodhounds.”

He thanked Dr. Foote most deeply
for all he had done; but he seemed so
anxiona for the presence of pretty
Nurse Elgie that Foote som cleared
out,

Smitherson junior thonght his un-
€lo must have swallowed the girl up,
she wag With him 80 long, She came
at last, 2 happy beam upon her face,

“I have told him all,” she said; “all
our eplory, I mean. George, he wants
1o sea you,*

They went away together. Hall-
an-hour later George returned aiome.

“Foote, old man, wish me luck,” he
cried, “We can be married ar soon
88 we like. Thanks to you, old fel-
low; thanka to you. There's some-
thing awiully Iunoy about it
though.”

“Indeed ?'"

*“Yen, deuced funny, I can tell you.
Elsie {s Nora Johnstone.
about her father’s dying wish for her
1o marry me; hated the idea for the
same reasond that'I did; hid her iden-
tity; went into a hospital; met me
accidentally; determined not to tell
me; fell in love with me, I with her,
and—-"" .

"Hang you!”™ interrupted Foote.
“80 the hydrophobia business wasn’t
necessary after alll”

“Yes it was, old chap, to bring out
the whole story; to cure uncle;
to "

red In the

He was addressing thin air.
Foote had fled,

. L] - - . L]

A yenr lauter they met, -

“Liok here, Foote,” sald young
Smithernon, *you might as well own
up. You thoroughly enjoyed that
hydrophobis sffair?”

“Well, suppose I did?"

“Come down to our place $o-night
&nd pick & bone with us, Tha missus
Will be delighted.” . .

Bhe knew

Foote went, .

“Uncle is frighttully fond of dogm
now,” remarked young Mra, Emither-
son, when they were half-wa
through the ecurses .
““Doctor, wa sbsolutely ecured him
between us. He geta younger every
day. Aud he has the weirdest assort-
ment of doge you ever saw in your
life. They all worship him."”

A STEPMOTHER TO THE RESCUE

(By Evelyn Glover.)

“I won’t,” said Pamela, “so there!
Haven* I told you heaps of times
that I don’t intend to marry?"

*Oh, 1 know that, dear. But Hugh
is a good fellow. ¥, hls wtepmother,
say so, Ia it possible you are going
to be no—8o pig-headed as not to let
me tell Hugh that there's nothing be-
tween you and this Mr, Darwell?”

“Yen [ am!” said Pamela. “If I
come to stay with you and ['m taken
to a dance, and 1 meet a friend there,
and your stepaon chooses to imagine

things because 1 sit out two
denceg— =’
“Two? When T asked Frank how

you'd got on he mentloned four or
five.”

“Well, T never waa good at figuren,
Moareover, I don't mind telling you—
only it mustn’t go further—that Leo-
nard Darwell’s just engaged to a girl
at home: but it isn't out because
they're so poot. She was to come
yesterday to stay with some people
here, and T wae giving him the latest
news of her.”

“Oh, Pamela! And you won't even
let me gay that—" -

“No, T wont; it's too silly! And if
you bother me any more, Molly, I
shall just tell them to wire for me
from home.”

Now, considering that my guest had
songht me out with an indignant in-
quiry ug to why my eldest stepson
wan “going on like an idiot,” and I,
seeing further than either individugl
concerned, had essayed explanation,
I felt injured.

I didn't like it, espeécially ss I was
certain that Pamela’s inilifference was
a brave, neat little piece of feigning.

“You come to tes, and don't be a
goosel™ 1 said. - .

“I'm going for a tramp.,” said Pa-
wela firmly—*to walk things off.”

When I went to tea it was to find
lliugh staring at the fire disconsolate-
¥

“Where’s Pam—Miss Holt?"

“She's out. Gone for & long walk.”

Hugh stood at my side in silence,
while L supjlied his material wants
from a tea-table.

Then he said: *Do you know, Mal-
1y,. I-—i eometimes think I't! volun-
teer'’

1 bit my Np. '“Why, dear?”
“I don’t know., I'm a bit sick of
things.”

And then we fetl into & cheery half-
hour’s conversation about uselees
livea, ana people who weren't wanted,
and goidiers” graves, Till at last I
jumped up in desperation.

"Well, I want to go down to Frog-
nall’s to change my book.. Come with
me if yon've nothing betier to do.”

Now our shortest way into the town
lay through a small public park, laid
out with banks and gravel walks, and
neat, rerimental flower-béds. -

As we were hurrying-in the gather-
ing twilight along one of its lower
paths, I looked up suddenly at the

sound of footateps above.
tall, thin young man was
walking im our direciion on a

raised edition of our own gravelled-

thoroughfare, Hugh had glanced up
too

“There's that chuckle-headed ass
Darwelt!” he exclaimed, as if in apite
of himself..

Then he added bastily: "As I waa.

saying, Molly, if T were lucky enough
1o sail next month "

SBuddenly I felt that the flgure above
us had come to a etandstill and was
peering down through the leafless
irees. And with the realisation Pa-
mela’s description came back to me
‘with & flash. “Your double. ‘Memlwer
my telling you I'd rushed upon » girl
in a bootshop?” . -

“Hugh, dear, don't gel® I said
very audibly., And I bemt fTorward
and kissed him.

T heard the quick crucking of @ dry
branch shove.

Al

“What oo earth’s the master?™ aak.
od Hugh,

“Oh, nothing’s the matter,” I said.
“I'm tired and worried, and you have-
n't been partieularly enlivening this
afterncon. [ think, after all, 1 won't
go oo to Frogoall's. 1t you want 1o ba
an angel you might chapge this book
for me, and I'll walk slowly home.
Aak for ‘The Comments of & Count-
esa.t’

1 pressed the book into his hand
and waited. For s moment thers
wae bo sound from the bunk behing
ua, But as Hugh turned and left me
I saw Leonard Darwell swing round
and set off at & brisk pace it the same
direction.

. . . . . . .

It was some hours fater, and I nat
before my looking glass, my bair
down my back, and waving irons in
my hand. Buddenly a bhammering
upon my door near]ly made me julop
out of my chalr,

With one rush Hugh was behind me
and a hasty, awkward kies was shot,
80 to spesk, on to my forehead.

“Look here!” 1 said, springing to
my feet and turniog round before he
had time to speak, "I don't mean to
be rude, but you know I can't stand
gnsh, Hughl™

*You-—you frand!” gasped Hugh,
incoherent with laughter and excite-
ment. “Do you know what's happen-
ed 2" )

“T can't think,” ¥ said.

“Why, that ass Darwell”—Hugh
grasped both my hands and tumbled
into explanation—"he's a reslly good
sort, after ali! He—he thought when
he saw yon kius me the other day that
you were his girl; and he's not en-
gaged to Pamelal” -

“Qh, dear me, no!” I sald. “He's
not engaged to Pamela'

“Well, but I thought they werel
And he was golng to meat his girl—
she’s staying with some people here—
at the park gates thia very afternoon,
and when he saw us he thought you
were her—don't yon see?—becanss
you're her very double, and he came
after me, and ofered to brain me like
a gertleman, and I only waited to
ehake handas with him, and then
I boited home and met Pamela half
way, and it’s all right, and we're en~

ad [ .

“Hurrah!” 1 aaid,” brendishing the
Wavers.

“And, Molly—tell me—Pamela sayw
¥ou knew I waa down 15 the mouth,
and you Lnew she was awfully like

you—Durrell's girl, 1 mesn—and
she’d forbidden you to nama the aube
ject to me. Pamels, 1 -was that why
~—] mean did you?" B

“Of ecourse I HdI™ :

“You thought of it all in a mine
ute ¥ s o1y

“In the twinkling of an eye,” I said,
solemnly. *] didn’t kpow who he was
till you recognised him."

Hugh raised my hand suddenly
his lpa Dy

“It was just uncommonly clever]
I never, never should have—'"

“No’ paid a sudden volte behind
us, “you wonldu't. You'd just have
hugged conclusions of your own, mg
taken boat for Bouth Africa, an
little things like that, wouldn’t you?'*

And Pamela—a blushing, mirthfu)
repentant Pamels—~found her way in-
{0 my arms. b

The warning cough Is the
faithful sentinel. It tells of
the approach of consump-
tion, which has killed more
peopls than war and pesti-
lence sombined, It tells of
painfal chests, sore Mungs,
weak throats, bromchltis,
aud pneumonia, Do mnot
suffer another day. It's use-
less, for there's » prompt snd

safe cure. A onre for fresh colds
and old colds, easy conghs and hard
oconghs —

Ayer's
Cherry Pectoral

It often cures a freah cold in n single
night, and it masaters ohronic coughs
and bronchitis in » short tims. Cone
sumption is certalnly prevented, mnd
cured, too, 1f taken in time, ..

It anyhody tells you that consump
tlon cannot be cnrej. they ure certainly
mistaken, for we have thousands of
these onses reported to us, absolutely
cured, and no mistaks sbout it.

Put up n large and gmall hottles. K

Ayer's Cherry Peotoral Pinstor placed
directly over the tender, aching lung
s % great aid to the Charry Pectoral. K

Pregared by Dr. J. C. Ayer Cou, Lowail, Mass., U, 8. 4
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“New Rival” and “Repeater”

WINCHESTER

Shotgun Cartridges

“New Rival” loaded with Black powder, and “Repeater™

loaded with Smokeless powders.

When buying, always

insist upen having them, take no others, and you will get

the best Cartridges for the price that morey can buy.
NO TROUBLE TO GET, ALL DEALERS KEEPFP THEM.

The Silent . , . .~
Comtitution Builder.

CEREBOS
TasLe SALT

From Orecers and Sterve. Whelesale Agwste '—L. D. Nethas & Co., Avshiand.




