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Lady Langton’s Jewels

PERCY JAMES BREBNER,

“Am I not to see you again this evening,
Clarice? ”

“No. I ought not to be here now. If
your grandmother knew—""

“I'm going to tell her some day, soon.”

“Not yet, Dick; it would epoil everything.
And you must let me go now.”

Ho held her for a moment longer, then
kissed her and released her. She went
quickly through the shrubbery towards the
house, while he lit a cigarette, very well
satisfied with himeelf.

To tell the truth, Richard Langton had
been very well satisfied with himeelf ever
since he could remember. Never having
known his father and mother, the fact that
he was an orphan had not troubled him. He
had been brought up, and rather spoilt, by
his grandmother, Lady Langton. She had
lived some years in India, where her hus-
band had acquired wealth. The only son,
who was in the Army, had been killed in a
skirmish on the frontier, and his wife had
died in giving birth to a son three months
afterwards. Before Dick was two years old
his grandfather had died, and then Lady
Langton had come to England. She bought
a small estate called The Grange, a few
miles from Horsham, and found her whole
life and happiness wrapped up in her grand-
eon. So if Dick was a little spoilt, if he was
inclined to be an idler, it was not altogether
his fault.

Now a crisis had come into his lifo; the
smooth surface of his existence was ruffled.
He was in love, and, since he was certain
that his grandmother would mnot approve of
his choice, there wae a seecrecy in kis
romance which gave it a decidedly piquant
flavour.

Lady Langton was ill, not dangerously,

so the doctor said, but she was confined to
her room, and was obliged to bave a nurse.
Clarice Danvers had come from a nursing
institution in town. She was a lady, very
pretty and graceful, and had not only won
the goodwill of her patient, which she had
taken some trouble to do, but also had
speedily captured the heart of her patient’s
grandson. Dick Langton’s declaration had
not been long delayed. Clarice was con-
vinced that, however much Lady Langton
might like her ‘as a nurse, she would not
approve of her as a wife for Dick. To win
her consent must be a question of time, and
she had urged her lover to be careful. Every
day between tea and dinner time she met
Dick in a secluded walk in the grounds, and
was intensely happy.
- This afternoon she entered the house by a
gorden door and ran lightly upstairs. Her
patient occupied a large room over-looking
the gardens, and Clarice had the dressing-
room which communicated with it.

Lady Langton was dozing when the nurse
went in. She just roused sufficiently to say
that she didn’t want the lights yet, and
then went to sleep again. The nurse moved
quietly about the room, turned the key in
the door, fearful, perchance that Dick
might come. She listened a moment to the

uiet breathing which came from the bed,
2hen sat down by the fire and let her
thoughts wander.

After a while the patient showed signs of
rousing again. Immediately the nurse was
beside her.

*In the dark!’’ exclaimed Lady Langton
in a low voice. “Why, surely you—"

“Yes,”' the nurse whispered as she bent
over her; “you did not want the lights.”

The patient sighed a little heavily and
then dozed again. For some time the nurse
watched her, apparently not quite certain
whether her charge was as well as usual to-
night. When she left the bedside she moved
on tiptoe, and the firelight was still the
only light in the room.

There was another period of silence, and
then footsteps in the corridor and a slight
clatter of plates. The servant came to the
dressing-room door.

‘ Quietly,” whispered the nurse, as she

ed it a little way and put out her hand.
a ;'n take it. 8he 13 asleep.”

They would not be disturbed any more to-
pnight, for both the patient’s and the
nuree’s supper were on the tray.

Even to one whose work is nursing, the
long hours in a sick room must pass ter-
ribly slow at times, especially when there
is little to be done, and not much anxiety
sbout the patient. At intervals the nurse
went quietly to the bedside, but Lady Lang-
ton did not move. The nurse had returned
to her chair after ome of these visits té the
bed, when a slight noise startled her. A
mouse in the skirting only. But it came
:g:in. and she rose quickly. She crossed

room and saw a piece of paper had been
thrust under the door.

‘Do come down for five minutes, Clarice,”
sho read, “only for five minutes, just to say
¢ good-night.” ~ Write ‘ yes’ across this and
push it back under the door. I’'ll wait in
the library until you come.”

She smiled as she read this message by
the light of the fire, and for a moment or
two seemed to hesitate; then, with a
ﬁncil, she scribbled across the paper, “Not

night, dear. Good-night.”

She slipped it under the door, saw it
drawn away from her fingers, and heard
footsteps go quietly along the corridor. She
had not heard them approach the room.

She moved cautiously about her room for
some time. She went back to her chair by
the fire. Perhaps the note had made her
restless, for restless she certainly was. She
crossed to the bed several times to look at
her patient, who was sleeping heavily. She
seemed a little anxious about her, and pre-
sently lit the gcandle, and, shading it with
ker hand, loofed into Lady Langton’s face.
The inspection appeared to satisfy her, for
she blew out the candle, and having gently
asrranged the bedclothes, went to the
window, and, draping back the curtain,
looked across the gardens, which were lit
with the light of a pale moon.

She went back to her chair and deliber-
ately forced herself to remain quiet and
motionless. In this mood it -was only
natural, perhaps, that her hearing should
be keen. The servants had gone to bed, she
heard them upon the stairs, and had heard
doors close in their quarters. She had heard
Dick pass along the corridor to his room,
had heard him pause outside the door, per-
haps in the hope that she would relent and
come out to him for a moment. She did
Dot move, and he passed on and closed his

oor.

For some time longer she waited, and

then rose quickly. She went to the bed and
looked at her patient, then she passed into
the dressing-room and felt her way from the -
dressing-table to. the drawers, and to the
long chintz-covered dress ottoman which
stood at the foot of the bed. She went to
the door, opened it, and listened, bending
forward that she might catch the faintest
sound. Was the house quite silent, or was
there a sound from the other end of the
corridor, a sound which she seemed rather
to feel than hear? At the far end of the
corridor, down half a dozen steps, was a
Yoom Lady Langton wused as a business
Toom. For a few moments the nurse re-
mained in her attentive attitude, then she
li.tegped into the corridor, went quickly and
lightly towards that room at the bottom of
the six stepe.
. She entered it mnoiselessly. The moon-
light shone into it from the uneurtained
window, touching the writing table which
stood in a corner. The side of the room
Where the door was was in darkness, and the
nurse stood in a-corner which a high book-
¢ase formed with the wall. Had the sound
Come from this room?

e, that was a sound, a dull tap on the
wall pear the window. BShe did not move.

Across the moonlight in the room fell a
shadow. A man was at the window, his
deft fingors worked at the fastening. In a
few seconds the window opened and he
stepped in, quickly followed by a second
man, who must have stood upon the ladder
behind him.

The door was locked in a moment, the
man passing so close to the nurse that she
could have touched him.

“Now, then, flash that torch over here.
It’s a five minutes’ job.”

An electric ray pierced the corner, and
the man who had first entered the room was
kneeling down pulling back the carpet.

‘“Press that bit of skirting—gently; a
little more to your right. That’s it. Clever
contrivance, ¢h? No fool this old woman:
Kept ’em safe for a good many years she
has.  They’re here right enough,’”” he added
quickly and excitedly. )

The nurse saw that a board in the floor-
ing, set loose by the pressure of the skirt-
ing, was raised. It was a secret hiding-
place, and from it the man took a leather
caee.

“Look !” he said as he opened it. Then
he turned round sharply at-a sound behind.

“Move and I fire!” said a voice out of the
darkness. .

The nurse had glided noiselessly from her
corner to the door. Now she covered them
with a revolver. So suddenly were they dis-
turbed that the two men were taken at a
complete disadvantage, and before they had
recovered from their surprise she spoke
again.

s“There is someone coming. Go! You
have time if you are quick. No; leave
those cases.”

With her other hand she unlocked the
door sharply. Her keem ears had caught
another sound.

In a moment the men had rushed for the
window and the ladder. The second man
was still clinging to the window-sill when
Langton ran gown the six steps and entered.

“Dick "’ she murmured.

“Clarice’’ He could hardly see her in
the darkness.

“I heard someone,”” she whispered.. “They
have gone—only just gone. I saw them.
You will catch them. I'll go back to your
grandmother.”

Langton ran back along the corridor, call-
ing to the butler, who soon came hurrying
from his room, and they went down into the
hall together. The nurse heard the front
door opened, and then footsteps running on
the gravel. - She slipped the revolver into
her pocket, and in a moment was on her
knees. ‘Haetily she took the jewels from
their leather cases, put them in her pockets,
and then she, too, went quickly along the
corridor, but not to Lady Langton's room.
The servants were awake and moving about,
but she did not call to them. She ran down
the stairs, went out by a garden door, and
turned towards the front of the house. The
burglars had entered from the garden side,
and she had no desire to met either them
or Dick Langton. She reached the road-
way, but only crossed to the fields beyond,
and she made at once for the shelter of a
hedge. She went quickly, never hesitating

which direction she should take. The path -

across three or four fields was familiar to
her. She climbed a railing into another
road and whistled—a low whistle, but clear.
It was immediately answered, and the next
moment there was the soft purring of a
motor.

“Right!” she exclaimed as she got in.
“Get away as fast as you can. I'll double
up behind here and get rid of these
clothes.”

“Heard another motor yonder mot two
minutes ago,”’ said the man.

The nurse laughed, and the motor began
to move rapidly.

Langton and the butler searched the
gardens in vain. There was no doubt how
the thieves had effected an entrance; the
ladder was still against the window of the
room, but the burglars had made good their
e=Ca .

As he entered the house presently Langton
was far from dissatisfied with the night’s
adventure, Clarice had disturbed the thieves
at their work, so the booty they had secured
was probably small. She had not said so,
but he had gathered that she had come
upon the scene before they had had time to
do much. Possibly they had gone away
altogether empty-handed. The
bravery would appeal to his grandmother.
His task would be lightened when he came
to tell her that Clarice was to be his wife.

All the servants were up now, and no one
of them secmed inclined to be left alone.

“It’s all right, thev have gone,” Langton
said reassuringly as he went up to his
grandmother’s %usiness room. Then he saw
the leather cases scattered about the floor,
and pulled back the carpet and the raised
floor-board. A secret hiding-place, and the
burglars knew it. Something of greater
value must have been hidden there than in
the safe, that was why the safe had not
been tampered with. He picked up the
leather cases and opened them one after
another. They were all empty. The thieves
had been successful after all. How dis-
appointed Clarice would be. What jewels
could his grandmothér have hidden here?
He did not know that she nossessed any of

cial value. She had never mentioned
them to him; he had never heard her *talk
of them. Perhaps only empty cases had

been in the hole in the floor.

“I wonder if Clarice can throw any light
upon this mystery,” he murmured. “I must
see her at once.”

He went to the dressing-room door and
knocked lightly.

There was no answer.

He turned the handle.
locked.

He went to-the door of his graadmother’s
room.

“Nurse! Nurse!” he called quietly but
clearly. There was no answer, and this
door, too, was locked.

He stood listening for a few moments.
What had happened? Was Clarice hurt?
He went back to the dressing-room door and
called her again, louder this time, but still
there was no answer. He became alarmed
and hastened downstairs. Clarice must be
hurt. She might be dying. He sent the
butler for tools with which to force the
lock, and then a housemaid came to him.
“I don’t think Nurse Danvers is back let.

The door was

“Back! Back from where?”

*1 caught sight of her going quickl
down the stairs just after you went down,”
sir. I think she went out by the garden
door near the library. )

“Nonsense! You must have been dream-
ing. That’s right, Phillips,” he said as the
butler came back with the tools. “You had
better come with me.” .

“The noise is likely to frighten the mis-
tress, isn’t it, sir? ” Phillips said as they
went upstairs. .

“We must be' as quiet as we can,”
Langton answered, “but we must have that
door open.”

Although the door was solid, the lock
proved to be rather weak. No great noise
was made in foreing it. Langton went in
and lit a candle, Phillips remaining in the
doorway. Clarice was not thll}%, and Lang-
ton went to the door between ,the rooms,
which was pulled to, but was not latched.

“Grannie, are you asleep?” he said, paus-
ing before he entered. There was no answer,
and Clarice was not there either. Heput down
the candle and went to the bed. His grand-
mother was asleep, but was it only his
fancy which made her look wunnatural?
There was a peculiar smell in the room, toc.
It seemed strongest near the bed.

“Phillips! Phillips !> he called.

The butler came in on tiptoe.

“Does that look like a natural slesp to
you, Phillips? »

The butler looked at his mistress.

“I don’t think it does, sir. Shall I fetch
Mrs. Marks? She would know.”

nurse’s -

“Yes, go and fetch her.” )

Mrs. Marks was the cook. Directly she
entered the room and looked at Lady Lang-
ton she pronounced the sleep unnatural.

“It’s chloroform, that’s what it is, sir.”

“Good heavens! What does it all mean?”
said Langton. “Stay with her, Mrs. Marks.
T'll send someone for the doctor and the

lice at once.”

The stables were at a little distance from
the house, and no obne there had been
aroused by the excitement. It was some
time before Langton could wake the chauf-
feur and send him off in the car to
Horsham. .

“Bring the doctor back with you, and the
police, too, if you can.”

He went back to the hounse slowly. Now
that he had time to think for a moment,
the terrible truth seemed to catch him by
the throat. Clarice was gone. The jewel
cases were empty. Had he come upon her at
the very moment when she was helping the
thieves to secure the booty? It could not
be. Yet she had gone. Was her manner
strange to-night when he had rushed into
his grandmother’s business room? Yes, per-
haps it was, She was excited, that was
natural, but she had been very cager to get
rid of him. Jie had thought her very brave;
now another rcason for her attitude was
forced upon him. What was it that had
startled him to-night? Some slight but un-
familiar sound had made him open his bed-
room door, and then as he listened he had
beard a door unlocked sharply, the door of
that room at the end of the corridor. Then
everything seemed to happen in a moment.
Yes, it was very strange that she should be
in that room, and the housemaid declared
that a few moments later she had Tun down
the stairs and had left the house by a
garden door. : .

Slowly Langton went back to his grand-
mother’s room. Mre. Marks waa there alone.

““Is she still the same?” he asked.

“Yes, sir; but I don’t think any harm
will come of it. The mistress has just heen
put to sleep so that she shouldn’t wake up
and give the alarm. Of course, the nurse
would know exactly how much to——"

“I suppose she would,” Langton answered
28 he went into the dressing-room. He
could not bear to hear anyone accuse the
woman he had loved, even though ecircum-
stances forced him to accuse her himself.
What a fool he had heen! And his folly
was not over yet. This was her room. It
‘ held something of her personality still. She
was a dainty woman, and a few of her
things were on the toilet table—the brushes,
a silver-topped bottle or two, and a handker-
chief. He took up the handkerchief. 1t
smelt of chloroferin. On a chair were her
cloak and bonnet. She had worn them when
she came to him in the garden, and she had
gone without them. Her anxiety to get
away must have been great. For him all
the joy had gone out of life, and presently,
when the doctor and police came, he would
have to answer horrible questions about the
woman whom he loved. .

He got up quickly, angry with fate.

“I am a fool!” he muttered, “shall be a
fool until all these things are taken away.
I suppose this ottoman has some of her
clothes in it. Everything must be cleared
away quickly or I shall go mad.”

He lifted the lid, and then gave a cry

which brought Mrs. Marks frer e adjoin-
ing room, and she ecchoed t cry the
moment she was beside him. 1. the otto-

man lying at full length, bound hand and
foot, gagged aund nearly fainting, was
Clarice Danvers. .

They lifted her out and placed her on the
bed, took away the gag, undid the bonds
that held her, and then there was a purring
of a motor in the drive. The doctor and the
police had come.

Clarice Danvers was able to give little in-
formation. When she had-come back to
her room after seeing Dick in,the garden,
she had cpensd the ottoman té get some-
thing out sud wus immediately seized from
behind, whether by a man or a woman she
could not tell. Strong hands held her. She
knew that she was being chloroformed, but
her throat was held in such a way that «he
could not struggle, could not utter a sound.
Quickly she had elipped into unconscious-
ness, and really remembered nothing more
until she had heard the lid being lifted and
had seen Langton with the candle looking
down at her.

They dared mot question Lady Langton
too cloecly, but ehe declared that a strange
nurse had come into her room. She had
roused up to find the room in darkness with
the nurse bending over her. The purse must
have seen that she recognised that she was
a stranger, for she put something over her
mouth to prevent her saying anything.

“A queer dream, Lady Langton,” said the
doctor.

The invalid looked surprised.

“It has made me feel quite ill again, and
I was really getting better,” Lady Langton
said irritably, and the doctor smiled at the
success of his ruse.

It was not deemed advisable to tell Lady
Langton the truth at present. To inform
her that the jewels which she had guarded
so carefully, which no one appeared to know
she possessed, had gone, might have a very
serious effect upon her, the doctor said. ‘So
the police, not knowing of what the jewels
consisted, were heavily handicapped; indeed,
none of the spoil was recovered, nor the
thieves caught.

Richard Langton found considerable satis-
faction, however, in a letter he received a
few days later. It hore the London post-
mark, and was as follows :—

Your little friend the nurse is quite
innocent. For my own purposes, and to
get the hang of the ways of the“house, it
was necessary to watch you when you met
in the garden, and you are evidently in
love. Men in love are deaf as well as
blind, I imagine, or you might have
noticed something unfamiliar in the voice
of the woman who was so anxious that you
should make an effort to catch the thieves.
You will also understand why it was im-
possible for me to come down for ﬁiz
minutes and say good-night. I am glad
see by the papers that the nurse woke up
all right, and that your grandmother is
not much the worse for having sl¢pt more
soundly than usual. I treated them as
carefully as I could, and I have had ex-
perience of this kind of thing before.

The letter was signed *The Other Nurse.”

And ahout the same time that Langton
got this letter three men were cursing furi-
ously, in a room in Islington, over a com-
munication one of them had received in the
same handwriting :—

So long as you treated me fairly (it
ran), I was content to be a comrade, shar-
ing the danger and the plunder. But be-
cause I was a woman you thought I counld
be cheated. You wundervalued your
partner. No doubt you remember discus-
sing this venture one night in the bar of
the Red Lion. I overheard the conversa-
tion. I knmew the place, the night fized,
the time; I understood everything except
the exact spot where the jewels were
hidden. You had got the information
from a discharged eervant, but that
channel of information was not open to
me. I had to work along another line,
and have done eo rather successfully, 1
fancy. My actual methods I need not ex-
plain—] may want to use them another
time. My woman’s wit enabled me to
make use of you and your companions for
my own benefit, and it may be some satis-
faction to you to know that your estimate
of the value of the find was about correct.
I have suddenly developed into a
capitalist.

There was no signature to this letter, but
the men knew the writer well enough, and,
now that it was too late, realised what a
valuable confederate they had lost. .

When Lady Langton was told of the rob-
bery she took to her bed again, but only re-

mained there two days, and refused to have
a nurse. Then she got up and faced the
world like a Stoic. She would not speak of
the jewels beyond saying that her husband
had valued them. For a long time she hated
all nurses, and could not be persuaded that
Clarico Danvers was ifinocent. It was Dick’s
determined threat to go and ehoot big game
in Africa which finally subdued her, and
then Clarice came to The Grange again, this
time as a visitor,

GEMS OF THOUGHT.

. 4
THE MONEY-GRUBBER.

Anyone will make money if he has no
other idea in his head.—Hazlitt.

CONCEALMENT OF VIRTCUE.
You are mot very good if you are not

_ better than your best friends imagine you
to be.—Lavater.

CURB EVIL PROPENSITIES.

The propensity to evil or dishonourable
courses is much more to be deplored than
the acts which come of it.—Leo Grindon.

THREE ESSENTIALS.

To become an able man in any profession
whatever, three things are mnecessary—
nature, study, and practice.—Aristotle.

THE BLESSINGS OF TO-DAY.
Enjoy the blessings of_ this day, if God
sends them, and the evils bear patiently
and sweetly, for this day is only ours; and
we are not born to to-morrow.—Jeremy
Taylor.

TIME'S CHANGES,

When thie fashions of a particular period
appear more reasonable than those preced-
ing it is not because the world has grown
more reasonable than it was, but because,.
in a course of perpetual changes, some of

them must eometimes happen to be for the,

better.—Cowper.

LOVE—AND LEAVE THE REST.

There is no good of life but love—but love!
What else looks good is some shade flung
from love;
Love gilds it, gives it worth. Love,
Give love, ask only love, and leave the rest.
—Browning.
[ —_— -
o
THE PERFECT WIFE.
Can the angel-face alone
Make the happiness of life?
Are no hues of deeper tone
Needed for the perfect wife?
Stronger, softer, and more pure,
Only moral tints endure.
—Lecky.

THE “SKIPPER e

Beware lest thy desire to read many
authors, and all sorts of books, contain not
giddiness and inconstancy of mind. Thou
must be stayed, and, after a manner,
nourished with certain spirits, if thou wilt

apprehend anything that shall remain con--

stantly in thy memory. He is nowhere that
is everywhere.—Seneca.

FREEZING INDUSTRY.

Nothing more is requisite for freezing up
industry than the operation of a permanent
domestic cause; such as a tyrannical
government, a bad legislation, an intolerant
religion which repels men from each otper,
or a minut: superstition which terrifies
them.—Bentham.

B THE FIRST BREACH.
Something light as air—a look,

A word unkind or wrongly taken—
Oh, Love, that tempests never shook,

A breath, a touch like this hath shaken,
And ruder words will soon rush in
To spread the breach that words boﬁin.

—Moore.

LOVE THE BURDEN-LIFTER.

Love is a great thing—yea, a great and
thorough good. By itself it makes every-
thing that is heavy light, and it bears
evenly all that 1s uneven; for it carries a
burden which is no burden, and makes
everything that is bitter sweet and taste-
ful. —Thomas & Kempis.

THE EYES AND THE TONGUE.

Men are born with two eyes, but with one
tongue, in order that they should see twice
as much as they say: but from their con-
duct, one would suppose that they were
born with two tongues and one eye, for
those talk the most who have observed the
least, and intrude their remarks upon every
thing, who have seen into nothing.-—Lacon.

TIME.

God, Who is liberal th all His other gifts
and favours, is sparing in the distribution
of time, never allowing us to have two
moments at command., He gives but the
second as He takes away the first, and
leaves us in absolute uncertainty, whether
the third shall ever be ours or not.—
Fenelon.

{
= GENTLE GENIUS.

Whatever people may say, geénius is
gentle and full of tenderness. It is clever-
ness which belongs perhaps to the children
of this world. Some very dull and sad
people have genius, though the world may
not count it as such: a genius for love, or
for patience, or for prayer, may be. We
know the divine spark is here and there in
this world. Who  shall say under what
manifestation or humble disguise? — Miss
Thackeray . '

PRUDENT ADVICE.

No false pride,;or foolish ambition to
appear as well as dthers, should ever induce
a person to live ane farthing beyond the
income of which he is certain. If you have
twenty shillings a week let nothing but
sickness induce you to spend but nineteen;
if you have ten shillings, spend but nine;
if six shillings only, be careful to spend less
than six shillings.—Mrs. Child. :

HAPPINESS.

It depends in a great measure upon our-
selves whether we are happy during our
journey through this life. If, on the one

and, we are virtuous, and do nothing
wherewith to burden our consciences, we
approach as near to true happiness as is
allowed by man to enjoy. If, on the other

‘Hand, we follow the passions of vice, or

commit actions for which our consciences
reprove us, we place a barrier in the way,
which is oftentimes very difficult to remove.
—Lucius.

ACQUAINTANCESHIP.

There are some men with whom, on the
instant, we seem to get acquainted. An
hour’s accidental aesociation in a stage-
coach, a steam-packet, or a hotel, does
more towards banishing reserve and re-
straint than many months of daily com-
munication with beings less congenial. The;
seem to suit us—we part from them wit.
regret; and long afgerwards, when their
names are forgotten, we remember a
pleasant fellow and a happy hour. It is
not then that friendehip can be made, but
we may learn from this, the advantage of
unpretending good bhumour and f{rank
benevolence.—T. H. Bayly.
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Varicose Ulcers

“Can Now Walk Miles”

Mre, €. Taylor, of 188,
Highbury Vale,

Notts, writes: < Three and
a hali vears ago I erazed
my ankle, which can-«d it
to deveop into a varicose
ulcer wiiich spread right up
the frout of my leg. The
pain was too dreadful to
I was scarcely
zble to walk and got no
- rest day or night. 1 srent
pounds trving all kinds of ointments anl was under a
doctor for some time; he told me it would never et
better.  Then T was persuaded to try  (larke’s Bl
Mixture, and after having three bottles ard using the salve
I found the inftammation was much less and that the ulcers
were beginning to heal. I continned with the Mixture and
now ¥ am completely cured, and can walk miles where
before I could only get about the house with difficulty.”

When Outward Application is also required
Use Clarke’s Miraculous Salve

Healed

compietely
by Cleansing the Blood with

Bulwell,

Just as good for

Eczema, Rashes, Soros,
Eruptions,

& Sy
sses, Swolion Glands,
Pilos,Gout’and Rheumatism.

31- per bottle—Six times the quantity 12(+

WIT AND HUMOUR.

“Daddy! Do you love me still?” “Yes,
dear, but you never are.”

Tailor (measuring customer for suit):
“How would you like the pockets, sit?”
Sandy: “Weel, juist a wee bit deeficult tae
get at.”

Teacher: “How many make a dozen?”
Tommy: “Twelve.” “How many make a
million?” “Very few.”

Fond Father (to daughter): “Dear, I am
happy to announce that young Tomson has
asked for your hand.” Daughter: “Bat,
papa, I don’t want to leave mamma.”
“Don’t let that bother you. You can take
her with you.”

Judge: “The evidence shows that you
threw a brick at the constable.” Prisoner:
“Excuse me, your honour, it shows I did
better than that. It shows that I hit him.”

Little Hans arrived home with two black
eyes and a battered face. “Fighting again?”
said his mother. “Didn’t I tell you that
when you were angry you should count a
hundred before you do anything?”  “Yes,
mother, but the other boy’s mother had told
him only to count fifty.”

‘“What do you make a week?” asked a
judge of an Italian organ grinder. “Twenty
dollars, sare.” ‘“What? ’Igwenty dollars for
grinding an organ?” ‘No, sare; not for da
grind, but for da shut up and go away.”

A young clergyman read the weekly
church notices as follows:—“ On Thursday,
God willing, there will be a mothers’ meet-
ing at 5 p.m. On Friday, God willing and
the weather permitting, we will hold the
church committee meeting at 7 pom. On
Saturday, in any case, there will be the
usual choir practice at 6 p.m.”

“You will never come to any good,”
roared the father. “I go on thrashing you,
but it seems to make no difference. 1 really
don’t know what you’ll be when you grow
up.” “An orphan, I hope,” muttered the
unfortunate boy.

Willis: “That phrenologist is wonderful.
As soon as he puts his hands on my head he
told me my business was very dull.” Gillis:
“He probably felt the depression.”

Jack: “How can you design such wonder-
ful bathing suits?” Jill: “Oh, I just put
myself into my work.”

“Have you any alarm clocks?” inquired a
customer. “What I want is one that will
arouse father without waking the whole
family.” “T don’t know of any such alarm
clock as that, madam,” said the man behind
the counter. “We keep just the ordinary
kind that will wake the whole family with-
out disturbing father.”

The Frenchman did not like the look of
the barking dog barring his way. “It’s all
right,” said his host. “Don’t you know
the proverb, ‘ Barking dogs don’t bite * 1’
“Ah, yes,” said the Frenchman. “I know
ze proverb, you know ze proverb, but ze dog
—does he know ze proverb?’

A mother and daughter were listening to
a band in the park. The mother asked,
“What’s that they’re playing, Mary? It
sounds to me like Wagner.” “No, I don’t
think it’s Wagner,” says Mary. “I think
it’s Chopping. TI’ll go to see.” On her re-
turn from the bandstand, she said, “We
were both of us wrong. It says ¢ Refrain
from Spitting.’ ”

Vicar’s Daughter: “I am sure we all sym-
pathise with you in the loss of your hus-
band, Mrs. Jackson, but you know where to
turn for consolation.” Mrs. Jackson: “Oh,
ves, I know that well enough, Miss Violet;
but who’ll marry a widow wi’ three weans:”

Visitor: “No letter for me? That’s
strange !” Village Postmistress: “Nothing
strange about it, young man. You haven’t
answered her last one!”

Mabel: “Mother, I met Charlie Dykes at
the dance last night, and he told me he
thinks I’m the nicest girl in the town. Shall
I ask him to call?” Mother: “No, dear; I
should let him keep on thinking eo.”

Mick had been on the ““dole ” longer than
he liked, and meeting Pat he told him that
he was “fed up ¥ doing nothing. “Why
don’t yez come down and try the pits?” in-
quired Pat. “Oi never worked in a pit_ in
my loife,” replied Mick. “Never moind
that. Just come down and say ye was born
in a pit.” Mick carried out Pat’s instrue-
tion, Mick assuring the manager that he
knew all about blasting, machinery, etc.,
and a job seemed a foregone conclusion.
“By the way, what kind of a lamp do you
carry?” inquired the manager to compﬂzbe
his series of questions. “Lamp, did yez
say? Q'ive never worked on the noight
shift in any pit yet.”

He was one of the workshies. When he
consulted the panel doctor for some imagin-
ary complaint, he received scant sympathy.
“There’s only one remedy for your com-
plaint,” said the doctor, brusquely, “work.
Work never killed anybody!” “You are
mistaken, sir,” he said with reproving dig-
nity. “I've already lost two wives tlmongi
it : . I

“And now, sir,” thundered counsel, “tell
the court what you were doing in the in-
terim.” “I never went there,” retorted the
witness, indignantly; “I stayed in the sit-
ting-room all the evening.”

“Hallo, old man! You’re looking very
lum.” “Yes. This morning I walked to a
erry, and the ferryman made me cross!”

Green: “I say, Sandy, you’re Scotch,
aren’t you!” Sandy: “Yes.” Green: “Well,
what does ‘I dinna ken **mean?’ Sandy:

& don’t know.” Green: “Then you ought

to.”

- NEWS ITEMS,

o—

The appointment of Colonel Sir Ronald
Storrs to be Governor of Cyprus has been
gazetted.

The Godmersham herd of Middle White
pigs realised nearly 3,000 guineas at a sale
at Godmersham Park.

Alderman Charles Burgess, who has been
Mayor of Godalming on six occasions, and
1s 79, has again accepted the office.

Sir Ernest Birch, formerly Governor of
“Labuan and North Borneo, has acocepted an
invitation to be Mayor of Bexhill.

.Owing to the shortage of the apple crop,
Devonshire merchants arc again importing
apples for cider-making from France.

A Russian - Lithuanian non - aggression
agreement was signed in Moscow by M.
Chicherin and the Lithuanian Premier.

The Bombay Back Bay Inquiry Committee
has issued an interim report, to enable work
to continue during the coming fair season.

Vageline plays an important part in ex-
tracting the germs from the soil in Kim-
berley mines.

The Nigerian FEastern Railway has
reached Bukuru, thus giving direct connec-
tion between Port Harcourt and the tin-
fields.

Dr. Marjorie Back, temporary tuberculine
officer at Halifax, has been appointed lad
maternity doctor under the Swansea heal
authority.

In consequence of a strike in the terri-
tories of the Mozambique Company, the
Governor proclaimed martial law in the
territory.

- Mr. Percy Shepherd and Mr. Percy
Vincent took office as Sheriffs of the City
of London with ancient ceremonial at the
Guildhall.

A subsidy of 1,000,000f. [about £5,500]
has been granted by the Belgian Govern-
ment to the Belgian national league against
tuberculosis.

Sir Robert Carr Selfe, formerly secretar{
and financial adviser to the Ecclesiastica
Commissioners, died at his Surbiton (Surrey)
home, aged 86.

At Bristol, Edward John Adkins, aged
seven, was accidentally shot dead outgide
his home by an 11-year-old friend while they
were playing with a revolver

In the presence of the King of Sweden,
members of the Government and represen-
tatives of State institutions, the new Free
Port buildings at Stockholm were opened.

The executive committee of the Food
Council have drafted reports for considera-
tion by the Council, on wholesale tea prices,
and the September price of milk in London.

“The London Gazette ” announces that
the Governor of Nyasaland is empowered, in
the event of short periods of absence, to
gppoint a deputy or deputies to act for

im.

At West Farm, Holmpton. near Withern-
sea, Yorkshire, the upper floor of a barn
gave way, and William Pennell, 20, was
buried under falling bags of corn amd
killed.

Friulein Hedwig Langecker bas been ap-
pointed to the chair of experimental phar-
macology at the German University in
Prague. She is the first woman to hold a
professorship there.

The parish of South Mimms proposes to
give the Archdeacon of Hampstead a horse
as a wedding present, but the Archdeacon
says a motar-car would be preferable for
visiting hi: 178 parishes.

Robert Finlay McQuistan, 26, a student,
pleaded guilty at the London Sessions to
having been drunk in charge of a motor-
car, and was fined £50 and ordered to pay
the costs of the prosecution.

The inquest was concluded at Blunham on
Mr. and Mrs. Lindsay Howitt Marshall,
who were found dead in a blazing motor-
car, the jury returning a verdict of murder

and suicide against the dead man.
Charm and beauty

Beaut y

Loss of energy
Constipation S |

Which

Poisons the system
Causes impure bleod
Sallow complexion
Facial blemishes

Remove these evils
By regular use of
BEECHAM'’S PILLS

Their action is o
Safe and effective S
They cleanse the
Stomach, liver, bowels
Assist natare

To maintain health.
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