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But it told upon him—no food, no
' ‘sieep, no rest would he take—this
*eonstant warfare that kept every
mervestrained. It seemed to him that
M he once gave way, even if only
for a moment—if he opened his
‘heart to the dreadful sorrow awalt-
iing to be admitted—if he closed his
eyes in rest—fhe must die. Colder and
sharder and prouder he grew, shut-
‘ting himself{ and his sorrow in icy
‘reserve ; and at last Kate grew so
{miserable akbout him that she sent
for Evelyn.
. * I must talk to you, Eve,” she
said, “or my heart will break. I do
not like to distress my husband—he
s ill enough; and if Felix goes on
‘ike 1his much longer he will have
a terrible illness, or he will die.
What is the matter with him, Eve?
He does not eat or sleep; he looks
jlike 2 man who has been stunned;
he grows €0 hard and cold that I
am almost afraid of him. He does not
even open his heart to me ; he uw'o[ds
me ;he does not even look at me—he
'‘who used to love me so well. What
‘Is the matter with him, Eve ?”
Eve looked very pale and sad,
her sweet face was clouded; but
Kate, in her distress, did nmot not-

ice it.

“I can tell you what is ﬁm mat-
ter,” she replied; “I heard¥ it this
afterncon. Violet Iaye has gone
to London to be married.”

Kate cried out that it wjas impos-
sible—that it could not be—Violet
Haye was betrothed to Felix.

“It is s0,” said Eve; ‘“Aunt Jane
told me about it this afternoon,
and, fearing you would be in great
trouble, I came to you at once.
‘Violet . broke off her engagement
with Felix some short time since,
and she is gone to London to be
married.”

- “Married to whom ?” cried Kate,
In hot anger for her boy’s sake.

“I do not know—she has so many
dmirers; but I believe it is some
pry rich man. Mrs. Haye is al-
nost wild with excitement about
it. Sho told my aunt the day be-
fore they started.”” And then re-
membering how Felix loved Violet,
they both 7wept together.

“I understand it all now,” said
.Kate. “My poor boy has hidden it
from ue lest we should know what
he sulfered.® Evelyn, does heaven
‘punish treachery ?”

“I am afraid so,” she replied, gent-
ly. “You say that Iclix has growa
‘hard and cold. Tell me where he is,
{thak I may go and sce him.” .

“He is at the office,” replied Mrs.
‘Lonsdale. “Do go to him, Eve. He was
‘always fond ol you—ho always trust-
ed you. Go and try il you can com-
fort him.” .

A slight shacow. of pain came over
‘the sweet face ; it passed in a minute,

“Yes,” she said, thoughtfully, “lie

always trusted me. I will go and see
swhat I can do for him.”
* Eve walked gently through the
warm, sunlit streets. Many looked af-
'ter Ner as she went on her mission of
‘mercy—after the tall, graceful fig-
iure in the simple muslin dress, the
iplain, pretty hat with the broad
brim. On her fair, sweet face, as she
iwalked atong, thinking what she
‘should g1y to him, a beautiful light
ghone,

She went into the office without
eny announcement—she had done €0
since she was a child. Only Felix sat
ythere, his pale, haggard face bent
over his papers, a shadow like death
iln his eyes. He looked up in wonder
at his visitor. Eve, with her sweet
face and strange light upen it, looked
ellke an angel coming to minister to
him. i '

“Evelyn,” he said, “you are an un-
expected visitor.”

She went round to him and stood
by the side of his chair.

“Felix,” she said, “I know, what has
happoned, and I am come to comfort
ou.”

“Comfort! ‘Comfort scorned of
dovils, the poet sings. Eve,” he
laughed; “what comfort can you
give me ?”

She took the papers from his hands,
and was startled on that warm day
to find hig fingers as cold as death.
She held them in her own—her sweet
eyes [filled with tears.

“Felix, you must not harden your
bheart against me, dear. You must
not keep me outside it. We have
been such true friends—such dear
{ricnds always. Do not be hard and
cold and proud with me, dear [riend.”

“I will not, Eve,” he returned,
gently.  “Heaven bless you, Eve !”

. “Listen to me a little while, Felix,” |

.| like her face was to that of pictured

she said, and her voice stole iike
o strain of sweet music over his tired |
,Benses.  “No man can know a
{greater sorrow than ‘this sorrow of
'yours. The one You loved and |
rtrusted has deceived you. Violet has
been false to you.”

He shrank back with a ery at the
sound ol the wonds. She only clasped ;
lils hands the more tightly.

“Never mind the pain, Felix,” rhe |
eald: “Itis right that you sheuld ae- i
custom yourscll to hear the words !
and not shrink from them. Violet |
has proved false to you. I know how
you loved her, and I know the words
cut you like a sharp Kknife.”

“It ks true, Eve,” he told her, jn o
low voice; “it is quite true, She has|
forsaken me.” .

“It is a terrible sorrow,” she said;
'“no greater sorrow: could have bes
fallon you. Dut, I'elix, do not let it
harden you. IMojle treat the visila-
tion of sorrow so unwiscly. Some, '
when the sorrow falls to their lot,
hoglen their hearts—stut all tender-
ness, all jove, all affection away
from them. They change thelr whole
natures. To such persons God's «eal-
Ing comy as a curse, not a blessing.”

“Such sorrow as mine must be a
cunse,” he returned, sadly.

“By no means. You know the old
@ayling, ‘sorrows are but blessings in
¢Asguisc.” Who can say in after years
what gulse thelr sorrow may wear?”’ |

“But I loved her so, dearly, Eve—
ang I have lost her,” he sald.

“I kmow. that you loved her; but,
Feltx, hase there never been a mis- |

token love? Ilave you never heard'
el 2 maa idoalliug & wowau ausd

. the bell-ringers had been told

worshipping in her virtues that she I
never possessed? The very (act‘
that Violet could prove false to you
proves also that she was unworthy
of your love, that you thought her
possessed of aualities quite foreiga
to her, and that she is not worth
all this passion of regret.”

“I loved her,” was all he ans-
wered.

“I know, dear friend, I know,”
and Evelyn’s voice was sweet as the
cooing of a dove, “and ‘it is A
terrible grief to yeu. Felix, be-
causc we are such dear and true
friends I am come to talk to yon
about this sorrow. There are three
ways in which men meet sorrow.
The weaekr part of them fly at once
to drink, to dissipation, to a reck-
less kind of despair; they have no
nobility. You are above that. Oth-
ers harden themselves ; they shut out
all love and sympathy from their
hearts; they grow. cold and proud,
80 that no kindly influence Teaches
them. Others — and, dear friend,
believe me, these are the noble
cnes — accept sorrow, as part
of the discipline of life—as a gift sent
from» Heaven, and while they accept
it with humiiity, they bear it with
Cigrity. It makes them noble, grand-
er, and better. It is an education
that  prepares them for heavea.
WLich of the three classes will you
Join, Felix g

“The last If I ean, Eve,” he said,
slowly. He looked at the light on
her fair face. ‘

“Believe me,” she went on, earnest=
1y, “wo shall not know until we come
to die what great sorrows do for-us,
and then we shall thank heaven for
them. There s something weak and
cowardly in the idea if being beat-
en by any trouble. This world is n
battleficld,, and we must fight nobly.
Tho temptation to yield weakly to
2. great grief is one of the hardest
that comes to us. It would be so
much easier for you, Felix, to lie
Gown znd dle than to do battle day
by dey, and so have to live your
ecrrow down.”

“Yes, it would, Eve,” he veplied.

“A ®oul that has never suffered is
but a puny soul,” she said. “The
strong and noble soul is the one that
passes through the furnace of fire
and comes out pure gold —not base
metal or gold with an alloy —but
pure, refined, true gold. The mys-
tery s why men and women must all
suffer ; but that we shalll never fa-
thom. We only know that God sends
pain—even vo His best beloved He
sends pain.”

Somwethicg in the brave face and
the brave, patient voice touched him.
He tdoked up at her syddenly.

“Surely, [Eve,” he said, “you have
had no sorrow that you should spealt
in such a fashion 2"

She gmiled, and he thought how

angels.

“Yes,” she paid, “ Ihave a great
sorrow ; but it is dumb—it will never
find a voice—it will die with me, and
be buried in my grave.” .

“What has your sorrow done for
you, Eve ?” he asked after a time.

Again gamé the beautiful light on
the sweet face.

“IL has opened my heart,” she re-
plied, “it has killed all- sell-love, it
has made my love and pity every
one who has suffered, it has taught
me that life is but short and that
heaven is my true home.”

It shall teach me the
same,” he said, “if you will
LEIp me, Eve. I loved her so dear-
iy that ny loss has almost kiiled
ne.”

His pride and sclf-control gave
way; he sobbed like a child.

“My dear old friend!” said Eve,
and, as sinply as a child might have
done it, she drew his head upon
her arm, and the first tears he shed
over the great sorrow of his jife feli
kirdly ministering hands.

CHAPTER XXV.

From that way a change came
over Felix Lonsdale; he weant home
even that bsame evening an altered
marn; he opened his heart to the
love and sympathy that Kate had
showed him. The proud, sterw coid-
wess fell from Lim—he took the
childrer in his arms and kissed the
little faces. ¢ said to Limself
that children of his own would
never climb his knees—childvren of
his own would never gladden. his
keart.

He did not suffer less —but it was
In another fashion now. He worked !
harder than ever; he said to bhim-
self that if it were possible he would
drown his sorrow in the hardest
work he could find." And yet he did
not know the worst; he oniy knew
that Violet had broken her promise,
and declared it impossibie to marry
him ; he had not the faintest notion
that here was really any wealthy

lover at hand. He believed firmiy
that her parents had talked to her

| and argued with her until she had

been overruled by them. Still at Lil-
ford —all but himself<knew  that
—Violet was going to marry Sir
Owen ; it had been kept quite secret
for some time, but now the day was
fixed —the fourteenth of September
—and there could no longer be any !
secrecy.

The whole place was in a ferment
over it. There was to be a grand
dinner given to all the temants, to
all the servants and dependents ; and |
how
many times a merry peal was to hel
rung on the 2!d church bells in hon- !
or of the bride and bridegroom. The
only persons  who nothing of all
this were the inhabitants of Vale |
House—the invalid father who saw
no one but the doctor and Eve Les-
ter, the kindly industrious young |
step-mother, and the young lover'
himself. No one cared to speak to
them on such a subject and they ywere
the last to hear of ity Even Evelyn,
who never shrunk from trouble,
shrunk from speaking to them |
about 'it.

Felix wondered one night when
rhe came -to Vale House, why ‘she
was 60 kind, so tender, and com-
poesionate to him, whvy she hov-
ered round hin: like a mother over

e sick child, why she spoke such
low, earnest words to him—so no-
ble, €0 beatuiful, that “his whole
soul was stirred by them.|
“Felix,” she sald, “listen to this, |
It is a verse I read last night in
a poem of Adelaide” Anne Proc-
ter’s., I copied it to read to you
because I thougzht it so beautiful.”
She was sitting by his side in the
attitude that painters of old gave
to guardian angels, so full of love
and protection., In her sweet,
clear voice, she read to bim:

“Who is the angel that cometh?

Pain !

Let ue arise and go forth to greet

him,

Not in vain

Is the summons for us to meet him.
He will stay

And darken our sun; - {4
Ha will stay

A degolate night, a weary day,

Since in tnat shadow; our work I8

done, i

Afd in that shadow; our crowns are
won,

Let w3 stoy still while h's bitier chal-
i

ce
Slowly into our hearts is poured—
Blessed 1s he that cometh
In the name of the Lord!"”

“It is very beautiful,” he said, when
the sweet voice ceased—it was as
though a strain of solemn music had
dicd away—*“very beautiful! I chall
remember the angel of pain, and
show him a brave face, I hope, when
he comes, But tell me why you speak
to me in this &train to-night ? It may
bz only my fancy, but it has seemed
to me that on the face of every man
and woman I have met to-day I have
read pity; it must be fancy, but it
seems to me so strange.”

8be could have told him that every
man, woman and child in Lilford
knew that on the morrow Violet
Haye was to marry Sir Owen., She
could have told him also that there
was none among them who ¢id not
feet sorry for him end indignant with
her.

“I had almost b>gun to fear that
there was something fresh concern-
ing that unfortunate will,” he said
—“people have b2en so strange with
me. It cannot ba my love story ; no
one knows all that. People all
know, of course, that Violet has
gone away to London, but I do
not think any one out of our own
household knows that she has brok-
en with me.” .

Eye could not tell him; she could
help him; she could strengthen his
heart and his mind, but she .could
not look at him and say, “To-
morrow. will be Violet's wedding
day.” She turned away sick at
heart when she remembered the
treachery, the cruelty, and the de-
ceit—sick at heart that she could
not take the whole burden upon
hersell and suffer for him. She was
brave enough, but she could not
say te him: “The girl for love pf
whom you are breaking your heart
thinks so little of you, so little of
your pain, that she is going to
marry to-morrow, the man, above
all others, whom you dislike.”

She talked to him again in the
same strain,r of the grandeur and
nobility of sorrow, ‘the bravery of
bearing paln, the cowardice of fall-
ing under a burden; and then, when
she left him, she whispered to Kate:

“Be very kind to him ‘to-morrow,
m(m‘jro. He will stand sorely in need
of it." ’

But even Kate ¢id not dream what
the words meant.

The harvest moon that night shone
cowa upon many different scenes. It
crept into a superh room in London,
where Sir Owen, flushed with love
and wine, tola, with many an oath,
to a choice circle of friends, how. he
had outwitted the lawyer and carri.d
off his bride. 2 !

*“I shall have some fine amusement
with him whon I return to Gars-
wood,” he sadi. “He must have been
as vain as Narcissus himsell to *"unk
um‘t’ any girl would prefer him to

1

His fricnds drank his costly wines
ans arplauded him—each ignoble sen-
timent, each mean idea—until they
could do so no longer.

The moon looke3 in at another win-
cow—the' window of a magnif.cent
chamboar, wherein lay all the details
of a superb brical costume—a lace
veil of priceless value, & Wreath of
orange blossoms, whize satin shoes,
and white gloves, with a dress that
wag a triumph of art. It shone on a
pretty white bed whereon a young
lady lay—on goid-n hair that was all
disheveled and lying in silken profu-
cion over the pillow — on' a fair
and b>autiful face all stained
with tears; for on thie even-
ing something like vemorse had
come to Violet Haye, and she had
wept with a wild ery for the lover
whom she had bartered for gold.
Even the diamonds, the costly gems,
the rich dresses. the wealth and
grandeur for which she had sold
hersell, had not the power to soothe
her. The same moon shown into the
room where Eve Lester knelt, her
fair face raised to the evening skies,
praying Heaven to help the man she
loved through the bitter hour.of his
pain and desolation. It shone into
the room where Felix sat writing
because he could not sleep and was
unable to find rest in anything ex-
cept work. The silvery moon shone
brightly over all.

Felix worked until hig tired eyes
could see no longer, and then he
put away his papers. He had busi-
ness for the morrow, and, if he could
not sleep, he said to himself that
he might close his eyes and think
of that.

He went to the office early the
next morning, and it struck him
that there was an unusual stir in
the streets. A band of music passed
him. He saw the people, gayly dress-
ed, all going in the same direction.
He wondered if there was a*fete any-
where, or any fair that he had for-
gotten. It was the fourteenth of

. had almost ceased to wonder at any-

September — no, he could not
rememwber that it differed at’ all from
any other day. He saw that it was
o very lovely morning; there was
bright sunshine, a sweet western |
wind, while all nature looked blithe
and gay; still he could not under-
stand the commotion in the town.

He went into his office—even the
clerk was not there. Without loss
of time he went to work busily at
his papers. Ha! Surely he was not
mistaken as to the chime of  the
old ciwurch bells—surely they were
chiming not an everydasy chime—
surely he heard a burst of jubilant
melody, a clang of joyful sound!
He opened the window and the rich
sunlit air.

“It is like the sound of wedding-
bells,” he thought to himself, “ but
no one. has been married from
here.*”

There was something pathetic in

| which the Tablets

the handsome, wondering ‘gath hoarts
ing from the window, listening to
the bells that were ringing his

| death-knell. |

He sald to himself that it was no
business of his, that he must go
on with his work; he should know
during the day why the bells were
rung., He went to his papers again,
but it was impossible to write;
the air was full of ' music,
the gay, sweet chime rang
out every moment. He could not
write; it was as though a thousand
gay and airy shapes were flitting
round him. There was one consola-
tion—the bell-ringing couid not last
—it must stop soon. He could not
work with that mad, merry music
filling the air; but he could go and
ask what it all meant. v

It was strange that the [irst per-
son he saw was the vicar's wife,
Mrs. Hunter. e asked her why the
bells were ringing, and, as she look-
ed at him, her eyes filled with tears.

“They rinhg for so many things,”
r'l::e le;:aplled, “how can I tell which

He passed on, but as he walked
away she looked at him closely,while
lslomethlng like a sob rose to her

pSs..

“Beautiful women are beautiful
fiends sometimes,” sald the vicar's
wife to herself. “I would not have
done such a thing.”

Felix thought her strange; but he

thing. Then he met his old friend,
Dr. Ludlow. He stopped and spoke
to him.

“I ought to be very busy with my
work,” he said, “but those bells dis-
tract me. I have had to put away
my writing. What are they ring-
ing for, doctor?’

And the kind-hearted doctor look-
ed sadly at him.

“Have you not heard ?” he said.

“No—I hear so little—I am so
busy always. What is it for ?”

o be Continued.) R

MEDICINE FOR MEN.

Something That Will Banish Worries
and Brace Up the System.

Has jt ever occurred to you that
you that you need a medicine as
men—not as old or young men, but
as menf? Are you never conscious
that the special wear and tear of
life) which men sustain need repair #
Worry wears a man out gquicker
than work, but worry is not an
accident, it is a symptom—a symp-
tom of nervous exhaustion. Other
symptoms are nervous headache,
morning laziness, that makes it dif-
ficult to get out of bed; a Jveak
feeling in the f(pack; indigestion;
breathlessness after slight exer-
exertion ; irritable & emper — per-
hjaps s0me nerve pain such as neur-
algia, sciatica or insipient paraly-
sis. Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, as a
medicine for men, act directly upon
the source -of discomfort. They re-
store manly vigor and energy,im-
prove the appetite and tone up
the nerves and the whole system.
Mr. Neil H. McDonald, Eastmere, N.
B., is one of the many men who
has (proved the value of Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills. He says; “I am
glad to be able to say t\hat T have
found Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills all
that is claimed-for them. I was
completely ru: dofvn; my appetite
wias poor, and I (suffered much from
severe headaches. Doctors’ medi-
cine did not give me the needed re-
lief, 80 I decided to iry Dr. (Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills; I m'sed only a few
boxes gvhen my former health re-
turned, and now; I feel like a new
mwian.” .

Weak, nervous, broken down men
—and women, too—will find new
health and happiness in a fair use
oft Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. But fite
sure that you get the genuine
with the full name, “Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills for Pale People” print-
ed on the wrapper around every,
box. Sold by medicine *dealers or
sent by mail at 50 cents a Jbox,
or six boxes Tor $2,50, by writing
The Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co.,Brock-
ville, Ont.

VERVE AND NERVE,

A newspaper woman in a New Eng-
land town was sent to report an enter-
tainment where amateurs sang, recited
and did other stunts. In her account of
the affair the woman wrote:

“Mrs. Blank sang two solos with hor
usual nerve.”

“See here,” called the editor; “yoa
mean ‘verve,” don’t you?”

“If you had heard the singing,” said
the woman reporter, “you certainly would
know that I wrote it correctly.”

“But it will make Mrs. Bfank angiy
and we shall probably hear from her.”

“Tell her that it was a typographieal
error. That will appease her wrath, and
all who heard her efforts will commend
the paper for its truthfulness.” i

“And so it came out in the
“nerve.”—New York Press.

TROUBLESOME BABIES.

Bables are not naturally trouble-
some—they should be bright, active
and happy and a joy to your home.
Wken baby is troublesome you may
depend upon it there is some of the
many minor allments bothering him.
TLese can all be overcome by the
use ®f Baby’s Own Tablets. Proof
of this is given by Mrs. C. L. Mar-
shall, Falkland Ridze, NS, who says:
“I am pleased to state that I have
used Baby's Own Tablets for my
children with great success. 1
think the Tablets the very best medi-
cine for all the ailments of small
children and would necommend them
to mothers who have troublesome
babies.”

Baby’s Own Tablets cure consti-
pation, indjgestion, diarrhoea, pre-
veit eroup, allay irritation at teeth-
in™ fim~ break up colds and destroy
worms. In faect there are none of
the misor  mlmeats of  childhood
will not ecure.
Sold by druggists o2 may be had at
25c¢ a box by writing direct to Dr.
Williams Qfedicine Co., Brockville,
Ont. {

paper,

DISAPPEARANCE OF THE SCHOOY
BULLY.

Dr. Haigh-Brown, the master of the
Charterhouse, whose 80th birthday has
just been celebrated, says the Westmin-
ster Gazette, is one of those taking the
view that athletics are not overdone in
modern school life. With the absence of
games,’he once observed, there would be

miuch more time of bullying and worry-

ing, whereas we now hear nothing of the
bully. \
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§ TREATMENT FOR ¢
g -« SMUT IN ous.;
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Many enquiries have been made by
Ontario farmers regarding the
treatment of emut in oats. Experi-
ments have heen conducted n  the
coilege in order to  accertain the
most cffectual remedies which can
be used for this pest. Two varieties
of oats were selected in the spring
of 1902, and again in the spring of
903, and uniform samples irom
each variety were submitted to
ep-cial treatmenis with the object
of k.lling the spores o! smut adher-
ing to the grain. The various treat-
ments were as follows:

1. Immersion in Hot Water.—For
thi; treaum nt th: grain-was pliced
in a bag, which was then immers.d
In water at about 115 degrees F.
Soon afterwards it was placed in
water, which was kept at a tem-
perature hetween 130 degrees and
185 degrees F. The grain was occa-
sionally stirred and was allowed to
remain in the water for a period
of fifteen minutes. It was then
spread out on a clean floor to dry,
where 1t was stirred occasionally.

2. Immersion in Bluestone Solu-
tion for Five Minutes—For No. 2
treatment a strong solution wa¥
made by diceoliing 1 pound o cop-
per sulphate (bluestone) in 1 gallon
of water, and then immersing the
oats in the eolution for a period of
five minutes.

3. Immersion in Bluestone BSolu-
tion for Twelve Hours.—In this
treatment the bluestone solution
was made by dissolving one pound
bluestone in 25 gallons of water,
and the oats were immersed in this
eolution for a pariod of 12 houre.

4. Sprinkling With Bluestone So-
lution—This solution was made by
dissolving ome pound of bluestone
in,10 gallons of water, which was
used for sprinkling over the oatn
until they were thoreughly mois-
tened after being carefully stirred,

5, Immersion in Potassium Sul-
phide Solution.—The potassium sul-
rkide treatment consisted in soak-
ing the eseed for two hours in 7
solution made by dissolving eight
pounds of potassium sulpkide in 50
gallons of wadter. 5

6. Immersion in Dilute¢ Wormalin
(FormaldeLyde).—The soluzion of
formalin used for the immersion pro-
cess was made by pouring one-hLalf
pint of the formalin into 21 gal-
lons of wvater, and the seed oats
were immersed .in the solution for
twenty mitutes. %

. 7. Sprinklings With Diluted For-
malin. —One half-pint of formalin
was poured into five gallons of
water. The oats were then
sprinkled with this solution and
carefully stirred until the grain was
thoroughly moistened. '

8. Untreated.—Ong sample of oats
of eack variety was left untreated
in order that the influence of the
various treatments might be ob-
served,

Eight lots of oals of each variety
were, titerefore, used for this experi-
ment. Alfter the treatments had been
completed a few; hours, the oats were
carefully sown on separate plots.
-When the oats were coming into
head, they were examined frequently,
and all smutted heads were removed
and chrefully counted from day to
day. The following table gives the
total percentage of smutted heads
of oats from each treatment : Z

i i Percentage of
flireatments. ¢ Trop Smutted.
Hot water ...... i oo oos
Bluestone; 5 minut hes men-d D)
Bluestone, 2 hours ... ... ... .8
Bluestone, wprinkfed ... ... .., 1.4
Potassiuny sulphide, © hours... 1.7
Formalin, 20 minutes 0
Formalin, sprinkled, ... « 0
. Untreated . - 47
fihe pmut in uently
causeg . great reduction in the yield
of frain. The treatments with hot
water, jormalin, and immersion = in
bluestoze for twelve hours have given
the best results at the College. The
formalin is a clear liquid, which can
be Obtained from almost any drug
store. Ifhe treatment with formalin is
easily performed, comparatively
cheap, and very elffectual. ¥armers
would do well to treat their oats be-
fore powing in the spring,

i ! C. A, Zavitsz.
Ontario Agricultural College,Guelph.

“ THE LAND O’ CAKES.”

Confections as Varied as Chrysan-
themums in Japan.

The Japanese are fond of sweet-
meats, and they possess the power
of making cakes and confections out
of' the most impossible materials.
Their artistic sense, too, enables
them to give a certain beauty even
to these perishable dainties of the
table, Where natural forms are imi-
tated both the design and coloring
of the leafl or flower are carefully
copied from the original.

Japanese cakes are divided into
two classes, the soft and the hard.
The soft kind are made of beans,
pounded Into a pulp and well sweet-
ened. Mhis pulp is enclosed in a cov-
ering of rice dough, white ia its nat-
ural state, but usually tinted with
some del.cate color. Some are round,
some are diamond-shaped, and gome
in the form of leaves and flowers.
There is one curious cake, with a
mase of hrown bean pulp folded in-'
side a thin layer of rice-dough and
wrapped in a leaf. When there is '
a full moon the sentimental Tapan-
ese take evening walks to enjoy the
sight of it ; and every here and there
itinerant vendors of sweetls are cry- !
ing, “Tsukimi dango !’ *“Millet cak:s '
for looking a2t the moon !” These |
cakes are maae round, of millct-
dough, with or without bean-pulp in
the centre. They are usually eaten
warm.

T.e hard cakes are made of sugzar
and rice flour. Mhey are dry and
powdery, like the biscuit that the
Red Gueen gave to Alce In “Througn
the Looking Glass.” Another famcus
cake, *A s5ba,” is a sort of macaroni
made from buckwheat. It is boiled
till 1t 1s soft, served in a large bowl
and eaten with eoy. A mountain of
“s-ha’” speedily becomes a molenill
under the vigorous attacks of a nun-
gry Japanese armed with chopsticks,

Beans are used, too, for making
jelly—elther rice littl> r und lumps
of clear tra sp r= t§ ly or a thck,
dark red stulf, called “yskan,” made
like very thick blanc-mange. This s
cut into strips and eaten with chop-
sticls, or taken into the lingers; it
s one of the best sweetmeats In tas
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world, acd ls regarded as very re-
freshing and strengthening. “Ame.”
or “mizu-amie,” is a sweetmeat ra-
ther than a cake, and i®# a thick
liguid something like molasses. It s ,
made from wheat and is delicatel
sweet, -with no suggesiion of medi-
cine about it, though Japanese doc-
tors insist that it has the com-
bined virtues of malt extract and
ccd-liver oil. Besides the liquid form,
it is also made in solid oblong pieces, |
very much like the Twurkish %weet-
meats that are sold in thé

American cities. ‘

AN INDIAN ELOPEMENT,

Chief Red Fox and Pretty Ball Woman
Surprise Their Folks,

Cupid’s darts never sped truer to the
mark than did the shaft sent by Chief
Red Fox, of Lame Deer Indian Agency,
Montana, when he drew a bead on Ball
Woman, the pretty Pottawatomie
squaw with whom he eloped from In-
dian Territory early this week. He
met her at the Cheyenne frontier dag
festivities. . 4

They were both at the Union Depot
in Denver last night, chief and squaw,
happy as eloping lovers can be. ey
had a section of a Pullman car over the
Burlington out of Denver, for Chief Red
Fox is a sly old Reynard and has valu-
able ponies on a wide stretch of hills
in Montana. He was paying his way
with a lavish prodigality, and the sec-
tion the two occupied was provided with
nuts, candy and fancy pieces of gaily
colored cloth which he had bought en
route for his pretty squaw wife.

Many p gers were a d to see
an Indian travelling first class. When
Indians travel they have to bear cre-
dentials, Uncle Sam does not allow
them to roam at will from the reserva-
tion. Chief Red Fox was equipped with
a passport from Agent Clifford of the
Lame Deer agency in Montana, which
said he left that place a month ago to
pay a “friendly visit” to the Pottawa-
tomie 1'eservati¥0 in Indian Territory.'

Ball Woman rted a passport, too.
Hers was signed by Agent John H.
Seger of the Pottawatomie reservation
in Indian\Territory, and was only good
for sixty days. This passport was se-
cured upon the representation that she
was merely going to the Lame Deer
agency on a visit. But as soon as she
was safely on the way she was joined
by Chief Red Fox, and the two were
married in Wichita, Kan.

Chief Red Fox was unsuccessful in
his open and above board wooing of
Ball Woman, for the reason that she is
an heiress and her title to an immense
stretch of land in Illinois is still in the
courts. The chief of her tribe used
what influence he had to break off the
match, and as a result of his interfer-
ence Chief Red Fox and Ball Woman
pl d an elop t, which was car-
ried out fully as well as the romances
of their\pale face brothers and sisters
who skip, by the light of the moon.

, one of the best known In-
iddle west, was the father

in Illinois her grandfather, Shawbenee,
died possessed of.

The TIndians had two modern suit
casés in which they packed their be-
longings.

Their dress was a combination of the
picturesque costume of the nomads of
the plains and of that of the civilized
Indians. Chief Red Fox wore “citizen’s
clothes” and had a broad sombrero to
distinguish him from other passengers.
His hair was cut short and his feet
were encased in shoes, His bride wore
moceasins, small and ornamented with
beads.’ She wore a Navajo blanket,
and there was little to~distinguish her
from the border savage. Yet inside the
blanket her dress was that of the civ-
ilized woman. She wore the blanket
and moccising merely as a travelling
costume. ‘She was educated in the In-
dian school on the reservation.

Whether the Government will take
steps to stop the runaway couple is not
known. Their passports are regular,
and the railway men who knew they
were eloping were apparently anxious
to see them get to their destination in
safety.—Denver Republican.

————
Distributing Colds
{H.E. H. writing in the New York
, Bays: : { i

'While your eox-re;eipomdenml ‘,a're‘
giving their views on the subject of
“‘catching cold” in cams, may I call
‘attention to ‘the people who distri-
bute the germs of “colds” by sneez-
ing over ‘their fellow-passiengers?
Mhey: do .mot eeem to know ‘that
when & man sneezes, he becomes for
the momemt a human atmoizer, dis-
tributing mucus in fine gpray [rom
his nose, and that every considera-
tion of Lhe health of his neighbors
requires that this &pray should be
discharged into his handkerchief. |

Nine men in ten sneeze fins. and
then use their handkerchiefs, if they
vse them at all. This is particularly
true of men standing in cars, who
by reason of hanging on to a strap
with one hand and holding a paper
in' the other, find it inconvenient to
reach for a handkerchiéf, and wha
if they sneeze, distribute the germs
of disease through the surrounding
atmosphere, and particularly oren
Pheir sitting neighpors, with dire re-
sults to those in a susceptible or
receptive condition. | f

The Board of Health Torblds spit-
ting in public places; it ought to
deal ten times more rigorously with>
the offence of sneezing when
nose I8 not covered with a, handker-
chief. A person alwayk knows when
a pnecze is com'ng, (witness 'he us-
ual elaborate muscular preparations
sor it), and it is either criminal laz-
Iness or brutal indifference that
leads & man to fill the nelghboring
air with nasal spray by sneezing out<
side of the protection of his hand-
kerchief. Let public opinion and pub-
lic officials condemn the prac:ice,
and the catching of “colds” in pub-
lic vehieles will, in my opinion, be re-
duced 50 per cent. |

DAMASCUS GUN BARRELS,

The Damagcus gun barrel is manufac-
tured only at Nessovaux, near Liege.
Belgium, while the steel barrel is made
in Liege. Every barrel must under the
law successfully withstand the Gov-
ernment test before it is admitted for
sale. The gunbarrels are made by the
workmen in their own homes and are
delivered to the merchants, who com-
bine thé parts for the markets. It is
the universal undeistanding that the
United States is the best market forthe
cheap grade of guns. The two towns
s0id $273, vorlh to the Uniled
States last year.
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