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1 Violet's Lover H
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“I have thought so for some time,

my dear,” was the quiet reply. “Your |
engagement was folly; your marri- |

age would be madness.”

Then Violet went up to her moth-
er and put one armv round her neck.

“Mamma,” she said, “you will save
me all trouble ?”

“Yes,” replied Mrs. Haye, “you may,
salely leave it all to me.”

And .80 wealth won a soul not
roble enough to live for love.
| CHAPTER XX.

A cruel day dawned for Felix Lons-
dale—a day when the sun shone so
brightly, and with such heat that
tha grass, flowers, and leaveswith-
erd beneath his fervent rays, when
a golden haze seemed to lie over
the land, and the brooks ran slow-
1y over the pebbles—a day when the
wind was gtiii, and ot the faintest
whisper of a breeze stirred the leaves
or biossoms—a cruel day. He re-
membered it all through his life, for
the warm sunlight gremed suddenly
to change into a fire that burned
him; everything bright and fair ap-
peared to wither before his eyes. It
was a day which brought him a pain
that never quite left him while life
lasted.

He was in ®ig office in the High
Street—the office that had once
borne such sgns of prosperity—
where the great iron safes had been
filled with deds, and huge bill-fileg

had been loaled with documents—
when the tables had been strewn with
papers and letters—where busy clerks
had paszeed the day, all too short
for ine work they had to do—where
people were always going and com-
ing with the alr of having important
business on hand.

It was all so different now. One
by one the clerks had gone. There
was nothing to do. One by one the
neighboring squires and farmers had
witirdrawn their business from the
o!'d office. There was go little to
transact now that Felix could man-
age with one clerk. Still he had hope,,
Hé felt sure that in time this state
of thicgs must improve. When peo-
p'c began to think calmly thew
would know that hig father was in-
nocent of that which had been im-
puted to him.

Felix was seated in his office. It
was too warm for business—no one
cam® iz, There were no messages,
ro interviews—he had nothing pro-
Iessional to do. The clerk was
busy, copying a deed, and Felix was
making the most of his time by writ-
Ing an essay upon the “Inequalities
of, British Law.”

Sudaenly the postmian’s knock was
heoard in the quiet street, where on
‘that scorching day even the very
‘houses seemed to sleep. The sound
did not laterest Felix; he expected
no letter. Violet seldom sent him
a. little note; when she did so it
wii8 like the finest cordial to him
>~he worked the better for it—he
was happier and brighter. Per-
haps if she had known how happy
thcse letters made him she would
have written oltener.

Fresently, to his surprise, came the
sharp, sudden knock of the post-
man at his own door. The - clerk
quickly disappeared, and then re-
turned and placed a letter in his
hacds—a iady’s letter, with a faint
odor of violets. He opened it and
\looked at the signature—* Martha

e

It was from Violet’'s mother. What
could she have to gay to him? It
was® an invitation, probably. He put
agide his essay and began to read
the note.

“My Dear Felix,—That which I
have to say will pain you, I know,
But I cannot help it, it must be said.
The engagement between you and my
daughter must come to an end. The
circumstances under which I gave
mYy consent were quite different from
those existing at present. Your pros-
pects have quite altered. Il you
marry my dasughter now you cannot
keep rer in anything like the position
in whieh she lives evem at present,
and I am not willing to see her be-
conre a mere domestic dredge. Mr,
Haye and mysell wigh the engage-
ment to end at onee, as under no cir-
cumstances could we consent to the
marriage. Violet sends her love, and
desires me to say that all this is
written by her wish, and that she
hopes always to be your friend. She
9 going away on a long visit to
one of her relatives. Hoping you will
oep the necegsity fo: this step, I am
Yours very sincerely, Martha Haye.”
He read it througzh, at first with

the feeling and coaviction that it
must be a practic.:! Joke, then with
a deadly assurance that they were
going to take Viblet from him.
the handsome wo. n face grew
deadly pale; a daz:!, dim look came
into his eyes; a great, tearless,
voiceless sob rose to his lips; the
sunlight seemed to change to a
blood-red mist, and a sound like
the roar of distant waters filled
his ears. Ile "sat with the letter
open in his hand, dazed &8 a man
who had received a tcririble blow.

How long he sat he never Kknew.
It seemed to him that years of
torture rolied over his head. He
was literally stunned. He had
borne all his sorrrews with a brave,
strong Leart bectuse he had a
true hope—2 beautiful warm love,
To take that from him was to
leave him with na ground to stand
on.

Slowly thonght and reason. eame
back to him. [e rose, still with
the open letter in his hands, with
a white set 1ook on his handsome,
haggard goung face, which might
have touchad a heart of stone. He
took his hat from the stand, and
the clerk 1coked after him with a
terrified goze, wondering what
could have happened to him.

(@)

“'There was bad news in the let-
ter,” he .said; “but where has he
gone with it open in his hand like
that ?”

More than one person whom I-‘@llx
Lonsdale met asked themselves the
same thing, more than one spoke to
him ; but he did not hear—he walked
on, looking straight before him, his
eyes fived on vacancy, his white set
face without change or expression
until he reached The Limes. What
he suffered as he passed the old land-
marks, the trees, the stiles, the lilac
burhes at the gate, was known only
to Heaven. :

He went straight into tho house,
and Mrs. Haye herself was the first
person that he met.

She was half frigntened when her
eyes fell upon his face ; so unlike was
it to any face she had ever seen,
€0 changed by his great woe, she
coukl hardly recognize it. She held
out her hand to him with some com-
monplace words of welcome. He did
not hear them.

‘*Come in here,” he snid; and, tak-
ing her arm, he led her into the near-
cest room. *“ Tell me,” he asked, *'did
yYou write this ?”’

There was nothing to be said but
the truth, yet in all her life
Mrs. Haye had never been more
Irightened. She had to deal with
a desperate man.,

“Yes, I wrote it, Felix; it was
wisest, kindest, best.”

“And you say that Violet is wil-
ling—that Violet knotve about it?”

“I wrote it . with her express
sanction,” she replied.

“It Is false! I would not believe
you if you swore it!? I 1l not
believe it! Heaven is n so oruel.”

“There Is no cruelty in it,” said
Mrs. Haye; “it is what must be
done,”

“Must be done! Do you know
that she is my life itself—that I
have no life apart from her, no
hope that does not begin and end
with her? If you take her from
me you leave a dead body—she is
my soul itself1”

He paused, for the passion of his
words overcame him. How was he
to tell this woman what Violet, his
beautiful love, was to him ? How
weak and impotent words were!”

“I Kknow tihat you are very fond
of her,” Mrs. Haye said, gently;
“still it can not be—it can not, in-
deed.”

“Will you tell me why youhave
dono this cruel deed ? What is your
motive ?”

‘ Because you cannot afford to
marry ; you must not burden your-
sell with a wife.”

‘“Surely Iknow best. Ican work
—I do work. I would work night and
day with that one hope before me
of making my darling my wife. She
loves me; she knows what trouble
has come to us; she is willing to
wait a few months longer, and then
to chare my lot. It will be brighter
in time ; everything will come right
for us yet. I have no [fear.”

“I am not wiliing, her father Is
not willing—we see nc use, no sense
in the best and brightest years of
her life being wasted in waiting for
a2 marriage that, when it comes; will
be the worst thing that cculd happen
to her. We are not willing; and I
tell you [frankly that Violet sees
matters as we do. She wished me to
say all this.”

‘“ Do you know what you are doing
to me—what you are taking from
me ? Do you understand,” he cried,
hoarsely, “that you are killing me ?”°

“I am sorry, of course—it is very
hard, I know—but such a life as you
offer Violet would kill her.”

“I do not Dbelieve it!” he cried.
“You changed to me when my for-
tune changed. You were willing
enough to give me my darling when
yYou thought that I was the son of
a rich man. .I shall be rich again
In time. I have seen the change in
You: you have given my cold looks
for kind ones—you have been barely
civil where you have been warmly
cordial. I understand it—you love
Mammon. Wealth, rank, luxury, are
more to you than the heart of a
honest man. But my darling is 1
like you, and I will receive the state-
ment you have made from no lips but
hers.”

‘ My daughter is not at home, and
_vou'will gain nothing from seeing
her.’ .
‘“But you cannot do as you pro-
pose ;she is engaged to me—she is
my promised wife—no man or woman
living has the power to break such
a l;o.nd. She could. not break it her-
eelf.” =

“®ou will find you are mistaken
there,” said Mrs. Haye. And then
Felix saw plainlv that it was use-
less to say moure to her—there was
something of animosity in her tone,
He left her, still holding the open
letter in his hand.

“I am sorry for him,”
Haye, when

sald Mrs.
describing the seene
to her husband. *“ But what can
w2 do? Thero is ono thing I am
really thankiul! for—he has not tho
least idea about Sir Owen. 1!
am not nervous, but I do belicve
that if he suspeeted what has hap-
pened Le wou!d kill him,™

As Folix left the house to relurn
Lome, Jennie, 2 smart houscmaid,
wko had often opened the door for
Lim, and who thought him a noble-!
looking g-ntleman, ran after him. |

“Do forgive m-, sir,” she sall; “bat !
you have alweys besn 5o good to me,
and I know all about it. I am so

suade her. They have kept it quite
a sccret where she is gone—no one
knows—put [ stole Into her room,

Norih Aiton, and I know that Mps.
Haye has a cousin living at North
Alton. She Is gone there, sir, and no-
where else.” 4

“ Thank you, Jennie,” he said ,"you
have proved yourself a friend.”

Jennle would not take the sovereign
he offered her, and the sympathy
he read in her face cheered him.

“It will be all right when I see
Miss Haye,” he said. *They have
overpersuaded her. She loves me—
and I trust her.”

P CEAPTER XXI

Felix sent his .¢clerk to Vale House
with a note saying that the family
were not to be alarmed if he did
not return that evening, as he had
6ome important busines8 to trans-
act in a town some miles distant,
and Darcy Lonsdale, who was too
it then to feel an interest in any-
thing {:roresslonal.. feebly blessed
him as he listened.

* He works hard,” sald Kate, as
the read the note; then she sighed,.
1hinking how dif’erent matters would
have been had Felix \oved Evelyn
nstead of Violet.

The Hayes had stood aloof from
them in their troubles; they . had
expressed but little sympathy, and
Mrs. Lonsdale felt it keenly. Violet
had not been to see them, as Eve
Lester had been; and Kate sighed
again as she thcught of the differ-
ence between the two girls.

North Alton was quite forty miles
from Lilford. ¥elix knew that the
name of Mrs. Haye's cousin was Miss
Westlern. He had often heard Violet
laugh about her mother’s cousin, who
was an old mald. He said to himself
that he would go to North Alton by
the night train; then he could sce
Violet in the morning, and be at
home again in the evening.

He little dreamed that people look
ed at him earnestly as he went to
the station. His handsome yourg face
bore the impress of unutterable soi-
row, his c¢yes were cimr and shadowed,
with great, dark circles round them ;
his lips were pale and trembling. He
bad never theught of taking food—
he had not even drunk a glass of
water to cool his parched lips. So ill,
80 sorrow-stricken, 8o unlike the
handsome, gallant, noble Felix of the
CGay before was he that Mys. Lonedale
would hardly have known him had
she seen him ; he looked like the ghost
of himself. js

When he stood before Violet she ut-
tered a cry of sorrow, and dismay.
He hadq left the hotel to go to her
aunt’s house, and met her just as,
dressed for a walk, she was leaving
tho little front garden.

One of Miss Western’s manias was
early walking. He waited until Violet
had gone some little distance down
the road, and then he followed her.
SLo gave a lhittle ery, and stood sile
ent and shame-stricken before him.
Ho saw the sorrow, but not the
shame, and the sorrow misled him.
The dreadful livid pallor, the stony
wask fell from his face as a snow-
wreath melts in the warm light of
the sun.

“My darling,” he cried. “I knew it
was false—I knew that you had not
said it! Oh, thank heaven, thank
Leaven !’ H: leaned, pale and breath-
less, agalnst the trunk of an elm
tree. “I believe in you, my darling,®
he said. “I knew that you had not
sanclioned it; you could not—you
hold my life in your hands. And yet
why did you come here? Why did
you not write to e 2 Speak to me,
Violet, for by the heaven above me,
I swear that I am going mad!”

Bhe was frightened, scared, at the
wild eyes, the hoarse voice, the face
so full of pain. She dared not have
‘sali to him : “I have made my choice,
Felix, between love and gold; I have
choser: gold.” And, wretched as ahe
was, though +he had glven h'm
up, =a~nmd never meant to mar-
ry him, her whole heart went
out to him with greater warmth
and greater love than it had ever
gone before. She held out her hands
to him, B}ut started at the touch of
his—the} xned her ke fire.

“You are making yours:lf ill, Felix,”
she sald.

“Ill!” he repeated—and his laugh
was more terrible to her than any
wonds. “How would you feel, Vio-
let, had anyone tried to tear the
living, beating heart, from your
body ? Oh, my darling, tell. me it is
not true—tell me so, for Heaven's
sake! Say that it is false—that they
persuaded you, urged you, wrote
without your knowledge! Speak to
me quickly, for I am goiug mad.”

She was only a woman—at the very
best a weak one—and ghe loved even
after the weak fashion in which
some women love. She could not en-
dure the sight of his pain. She
dared not tell him the truth; she
did what weak women so often do—
she temporized.

“I thought it best, Felix, to—to
give you some years free that you
might work the better. I should not
like to he a burden to you.” “

He drew a deep breath, like one r-
lieved from an intolerable load, from
an unbearable pain.

“Is that all? Oh, my darling, my
I will not reproach you. But wh
have you given me this fright? I
Lave been almost dead. I am [lifty
years older  with these hours of
worrible pain. Why did you not tell
me, sweet, what youn dreaded ? There
is rothing to fear. Violet. I am o
strong when I think of you that I
couikl work by night and by day yet
never feel fatigued. Such love as
nine puts nerve into a man's right
Laud. Oh, Violet, sweet, you need not
fear! You shall have a home as beau-
viful as love can make it. You shall
Lava a life so easy and so free from
care ikat when it ends you will 100k
back in wonder to sce Low 1t has
passed. You shall never know vain
or fatigue thht I ean save you (rom.
You shall be servexd and waited upon

il attended to unceasingly.”

She made him no answer, but her
hands touched his gently.

sorry for you, siv, that I canot sleep
for thinking of it.”

He trivv?  to loeck indifferent, to
smil~, but %e coue! not ; his pride and
s1l-control broke down at these
pitying words.

“T 1l me what you know, Jennie,”
he safa.

“They have sent her away, gir, so
that yoa shoull nol sce her and pep-

“A bunden ! he repeated. ‘“‘You
were afraid of belng a burden to me !
Oh., Violet, life of my life, T ought
{0 Inugh at you! Sweet burden, that
I wounkl fain earry until death claims
me ! Would to heaven that the time
were mpenr when T conld make the
deay barden all mine!” °

Still she hnxd not the courage to
look at him and say, "I love you,

Tt is the fence th: i
ags—the standant thoe

THE PAGE WiRkE FENCE CO. LIMITED,

PAG

Lias stond the ¢
workl over.

' \oir thro
Walkerviiie, ®ot.

{
{

of time--stands the beaviest st

kiomireai, Gue.

-nevep

£h ear local ayent or direc T18

Bi. dobmu, N.B, Wiuxlpeg, liaz.
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but I Jove jichre better—I have
chosen them insteat of you” 8he
was [rightened even to remember it.

“You will never feel this fear again,
Viclet, will you?’ he said, speak-
ing more {ike himeell than he had
yet. “It is 80 absurd—yet perhaps
it ls natural to a gensitive mind
like yours. I am sane now, but I
have becen mad. Does my face alarm
You? You need only laugh at it,
sweet. I have forgotten to eat and
drink since your mother's letter came,
The sun 'was shining brightly and
warmly, but it .seemed to change all
at once into a scorching fire-ball,
and I fvent mad, Yet I did not lose
my faith in you, Violet. I kpew
that you would never have epoken
as your mother did, never have writ-
ten ay ghe djd. I ¢can forgive her; it
is only natural that she should think
0 much of you. I'am not good
enough, but I love you so dearly
that my great love stands in the
place of great riches or great rank.”

Still she uttered no word — she
dared not tell him the truth.

‘Y'ou are strangely silent, Violet,”
hes aid, “Have I frightened you?”

“No,” &he replied; “but you have
startled me. You look so ill, Felix,
and so unlike your own self.”

“No wonder, my darling,” he re-
turned. “But I will not startle you
again —I willl remember how sen-
sitive you are.”

8he lovked up at him with a smile
—80 sirens smile at men they lure
to destruction. ¢

“Felix,” she sald, “you should not
love me 8o much, dear. You know
what I have always told youabout
idols of clay.”

“I cannot help it; my mission in
life is to love you.” |

“I cannot ask you to come in and
see me,” she sald, “Miss Western does
not like gentlemen ; she never _re-
ceives visitors.” .

— (T be Continued.) ' (i

REARING CHICKENS, -

How the Farmers Can Make
Money With Their Hens.

« Department of Agriculture,
Commissioner’'s Branch,

There 1Is every Itdication that there
will b2 a great consumption of pcul-
try in Canada this year. The demand
for every class shows a striking in-
crease during the last few years.
Mr. F. €. Hare; Chief of the Domin-
ion Poultry Divition, does not be-
lhieve it possible for the farmers io
rear, for at least five years to
come, more utifity-type%, chickens
than can be sold with prof
Canadian markets alone. Mor
commission merchants in Great B¥i-
tain can handle profitably at least
$1,000,000 worta of our poultry
Yearly. !

It will pay" almost every farmer
to improve his flock before the breed-
Iing season bogins. The old fowls
should be killed. There is a greatly
increased profit from breeding from
utility-type specimens rather than
from common barn yard stock. It
is preferable to select the eggs for
hatching from a breeding pen of the
best ten or twglve hens and one
cockerel, rather than from the
larger number of laying hens on the
farm. As a general rule, the eggs
that are incubated on the farm are
the eggs from the poorer layera. A
utility-typz Plymouth rock co:kerel
chould be bought and placed at the
head of the breeding pen. A great
improvement will be noticed in ahy
flock of farm fowls by crossing with
the Plymouth rock.

The egge for hatching should be
kept in a cool place—40 to 60 de-
grees. The chickens should not be
hatcked later than the middle of
June, May-hatched chickens are pre-
ferable. 1t is quite possible for al-
most every Tarmer to increase the
rumber of chickens reared with 1lit-
tle extra labor.

Sitting hens should not be allowed
to hatch chickens in any place they
choose about the farm ‘bulldings.
Tjey should be in one pen, set apart
for this purpose. The nest boxes
should be made without a floor, and
placed around the sides of the pen.
T'wo or three shovelfuls of earth
should be thrown into each nest box
and a hollow, space scooped out for
the eggs ; the earth should be cov-
ered sparingly %Jth straw. A board
is required in front of the nest to
corfine the hen at will. Thie nest
will give outdoor conditions in an
indoor pen. The sitting hens should
be thoroughly dusted with suiphur
to kill the vermin. All of them should
should be placed on the nests and
watered at the one time. The hens
sliould be placed on he nests and
closed in ‘when feeding. It is advis-
able to start several hens together.
The irfertile egge can then be tested
out on the ninth day and oneor more
of the hens reset.

There is a great loss in farm-rear-
ed chickens, caused by the mother
Len haviag her liberty. The hen wan-
ders through the wet grass, tke
chickens  [lollow her and Toe-

Y ' come chilled and the weaker ones die.

‘This loss can be prevented by confin-
ing the hens in a brood coop. It is
more satisfactory to have a large
brood coop that will be a shelter
during inclement weather. A packing
box of three or four feet, each dimen-
sion, is none too large. The cover
of the box can be used for .the floor.
The box is reversed, open end on the
groupd, and an opening one foot high
is made across one side of the box
against the open end. Two.one Inch
by two inch cleats are nailed on the
two ends of the box at the ground;
the cover of the floor is reduced in
size go that it will slide in on these
cleats. This allows the floor to be
removed for cleaning. The box should
be covered with tar paper to make
it water-tight and there should be a
10 by 14 inch pane of glass in the
front. This glass should slide In cleats
for ventilation. In front of the one
foot opening at the ground there
should bé a%erate 15 inches high
covered with laths, two inches apart.
Th h ncom . o1t into th 1o h crate
to be fed and watered: the chick ns
run throuzh the laths, This form of
coop will house safely one hen and
20 chickens. The number of voops is
tlius reducedl. The hea and ehickens
should be bplaced in a grass field.
This will reduce the mortality dne
‘o the chirkens bheing reared on in-
fected ground aroand the farm bulld-
inocs A nmber of coeos have beeu
diviston of
chickens and ivrkeys ¢ AR BT
o! feeding on 2 it ously in-
foted by disc . Yours very
tealsr, W publlcatton
clerx.
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WOMAN'S DA

THE LIVES OF ALL WOMEN BESET
By SECRE! TROUBLES.

A Simple and Certain Method by
Which the Iils of Giribood and
‘Womanhood May be Overcome.

Every woman's health depends up-
on her blood—its richness and its re-
gularity. Sometimes it is hard to
believe that nearly all common dis-
eases spring from the blood, no mat-
ter how different they may seem. It
is hard, for istance, to realize that
rheumatism and indigestion are both
the cause of bad blood, and both
cured by good blood. But there can
be no doubt in the case of the secret
iroubles of a, woman’s- life, from fif-
teen to 1fty. The blood is plainly
the cause of all her irregularicies in
health. Thon comes the signs of sec-
ret lllness, the headaches, back-
aches and sideaches ; the pale cheeks
and dull eyes; the falling appetite
and irritable nerves; the hysteria
and billlousness; the weakness and
langour; the distress and despond-
ancy and all the weary ‘wretched
feelings that attack women in their
times of ill-health. And the blood is
to blame for it' all. Whenjthe blood is
rick and red aud regular, there is
little trouble in the life of maid or
mother. That is why. Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills for Pale People are wortn
their weight in gold| to every; woman.
They actually make bew blood.
Every dose sends galloping through
the veins pure, strong, rich red blood
that strikes at the cause of the sec-
ret ill-health. The new, blood re-
stores regularity and braces all the
special organs for their special tasks.
In this way Dr. Williams' Pink Pills
banpish the backaches and headaches,
sharpen the appetite and the ener-
fies, soothe the nerves iand bring
back the rosy gow. of health to fad-
cd cheek. This is the special mission
of Dr. Willlams’ Fink Pills and there
is no other medicinz in the world
can do it vo successfully. Mrs. Geo.
Danby, of Tilbury, Ont., has proved
the truth of these statements. and
says so for the benefit her exper-
ience may bring to other suffering
women. Mrs. Danby says; “I think
Dr. Willlams® Pink Pills a blessing
to suffering women. For a long time
I was a great sufferer from the ail-
ments that afflict so many of my
sex. I was extremely nervous at all
times, suffered a great deal with
headaches and indigestion. In fact I
was in a most miserable condition
wken I began the use of Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills, but after taking
them a short time I began to im-
prove, and through their further use
I am altogether like a new woman.
I am sure if more women| would take
Dr. Willlams’ Pink Pills they would
be convinced of the great good they
can do.” A .

‘What Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills have
donz for Mrs. Danby they can do for
every erowing girl and ailidg wo-
man in Canaday if they are given a
fair and reasonable use. But you
must make sure you get the genuine
pills, with the full name, ‘“Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills for Pale People,” an
the wrapper around every box. To
be‘had trom all dealers in medicine or
by mail at 50 cents a box or six
boxes for $2.50 by writing the Dr.
g‘i‘l:liums' Medicine Co., Brockyjile,

nt. X

THE JAPANESE “ GENRO.”

Non-Partisan Wls—e—l\(en Who Advise
the Mikado.

There is something very fascinating
and feudal, not to say patriarchal, in
that small knot of Japanese statesmen
known as the “Genro.” They are, as st
were, the very cream of talented
cnlightened patriotism, the top str:?v(!
berries in the basket of Japan, who in
their abnegation, of self, their freedom
from passion and political bias, their
faithful endeavors for the good of their
country and their compatriots, bring
forcibly to one’s mind tfle famous lines
in which Lord Macaualay speaks of the
good old days:

When none were for a party,
And all were for the State.

The members of the “Genro” are men
who have done the State some services
in the army, navy or other public pur-
suit, who on admission among the elders,
as they are called, completely separate
themselves from all party excitement
and strife; and when summoned by the
Mikado to give him the benefit of their
advice, do so dispassionately, and solely
on tne merits. of the question befora
them.

Keep the Children Healthy.

If the children’s digestive or-
gan® are all right. They will be
hearty, rosy, happy _and hungry.
They will sleep well, and grow well.
You can get your children right, and
keep them right by the uese of Baby's
Own Tablets, which cure all stom-
ach and bowel troubles, nervous-
nees, irritation while teething, break
up colde and fever, prevent croup
and destroy worms. And you have a
positive guarantee that there is no
opiate or harmful drug in this medi-
cire. Mrs. Joseph Herbert, Killarney,
Ont., says—*I am glad to say that
Paby’'s Own Tablets have done my
little one a great deal of good. I
I have also given some of the Tab-
lets to friends who have found them
equally satisfactory. “All medicine
dealers sell the Tablets or they will
be sent by malil at 25 cents a box
by writing The Dr. Williams' Medi-
cine Co., Brockville, Ont.

Novel Remedy for Insomnia.

It would seem that every cure tin- !

der the sun had already bcen recom-
mended for that dread of nervous
womankind—insomnia. But here is
still agother—a simple little device
in the form of a hop pillow, that
has been tested with excellent re-
girlts. Fresh hops and leaves arc
best, of course, but before this ean
be secured, in the spring, use the
dried hops which should be spray-
ed with a little fresh alecohol be-
for¢ going to bed each night. En-
case the hops in a thin muslin «lip,
and use the thin hop pillow "instead
of the flulfy feather pillow, or if it
ig used An thoe feather piilow have
1t alter as t as pokeible, and
the head kopt 1ow, while hreathinge
lue suwilmg odor aof the hops.
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willi more sure-

Pt than to keep ,
'bich produce only *

haemu'.{h." it vk i
3 aggregate yield fromy
five dows, .at an average of 3,000
pounds each, is only as much hs that
from two cows at 7,600 pounds
each, while the cost of keeping the
additional three cows uses up all the
profit. To start right a farmer had
better buy ome good, well-bred Hol-
stein-Friesian cow than invest the
same money in a lot of mongrels.
In the first place, he can, by*breed-
ing his cow to a bred bulk
and raising all the heifer calves, in
time possess a herd choice pure-
bred cows ; but with a herd of scrubs
bred to scrub bulls he will keep his
nose on the grindstone to the end
of the chapter, as too many dairy,
{armers are dokng all over the coun-
ry.

. But many, if not most, of our
dairy! farmers have in “their herda
of “natives,” some individuals of
more than average merit. By breed-
ing these to good, pure-bred Hol-
stein-Friesian bulls and continuing
to grade up the heifer calves in the
same way,a herd of high grades may,
be established. If not as good as
pure-bred cows, thay will be far bet-
ter than a miscellaneous lot ofl
mongrels. Aside f a moderate ser-
vice fee to begin h, it costs no
more to raise a grade calf than a
scrub. A valuable object lesson on
this_subject is given in Bulletin 169
of the Cornell Experiment Station.
It contains in tapulated form -the
history! of the milk secretion of the
Universityl herd of about twenty
cows, largelyl composed of Holstein
grades. Jt 18 remarked in' the be-
ginning, that “in building up the
herd the aim has been to form One
that would furnish an object les-
son to those farmers who desire to
improve their herds, but do not feel
able to purchase pure  ‘bred
stoock entirely.” Accordingly,
the herd has been developed from the
ordinary stock of the neighborhood
by the use of pure bred bulls and a
rigid selection of the best heifers.
At the start the average yleld of
milk per cow; was a little more than
3,000 pounds. The descendants of
these same cows are now producing
over 7,500 pounds of milk per cow.
This increase of two and a half
times is the result of judicious sel-
ection oY sire and dam, together with
careful feeding, and i® a result which
every farmer may obtain by followi
ing .a similar course.

In fact, taking the Holsteins alone,
the average yield of milk was over
9.000 pounds of milk per year. The
greatest production for one lacta-
tion was by Ruby, three-fourths Hol-
wvtein, who gave in 64 weeks, 16,089
pound® of milk, containing 531.32
pounds of fat, equivalent to 625
pounds of butter, containing 83 per
cent. fat.

The lesson is & most impressive
one for every farmer who keeps cows.
By the use of pure bred bulls, the
selection of the best heifers and care-
ful feeding, a herd wia® in a few
years graded up from an average
yield which scarcely pald the cost
of keeping, to a highly profitable av-
erage. The result is one “whick
every farmer can obtain by following
a similar course.” If there is ne
available Holstein bull in the neigh-
borhood, andl the farmer does not feel
able to buy one, he can almost any-
wkere find neighbors who can be
persuaded to join him in a club for
that purpose. A few of the poor-
est cows in each herd, if fed and
sold to the butcher, would bring

to buy a good bull, and the
:;:rds would be better for the sift-
- i

The Destroyer.
A dwarfish thing of steel and fire;
My iron nerves obey
The bidding of my crafty sire,
Who drew me out of clay, -
And sent me forth, on paths untrod,
To slay aie runy clan;
A slave of hell, a scourge of God,
For I was made by Man.

When foul fog curtains droop and meet
Athwart an oily sea;
My rhythmic pulse begins to beat;
’Tis hunting time for me.
A breathing swell is hardly. seen,
To stir the emerald deep,
As through that ocean jungle green
I, velvet-footed, creep.

Andlo! my prey, a palace reared
Above an arsenal,

By lightning’s viewless finger steered,
Comes on majestical.

The mists before her bows dispart;
And ’neath that Traitors’ Gate

The royal vessel, high of heart, -
Sweeps queenlike to. her fate.

Too confident of strength to heed
The menacing faint sound,
As from their leash, like bloodhounds
freed.
The snub torpedoes bound;
She does not note them quartering wide,
Nor guess what lip is this
Where tossed on turbid waters lies
Its biting Judas kiss.

Till with a roar that frights the stars, ’
Her cracking timbers rend,
And lurid smoke and flaming spars
In one red storm ascend;
Whose booming thunder drowns the
cries
Of myriad souls in pain;
That press on her stately side
My quarry, torn in twain.
—Edward Sydney Tylee.

JOURNALISM IN RUSSIA.

Running a newspaper in Russia is pre-
eminentlya risky operation. The Czar’s
Government spends more on the press
censorship than it does on education,
and quite recently the staff of press
censors had been increased by eight. Cer-
tainly the censor earns his ralary im
Russia. Last year 83 newspapers were
suspended for periods amounting fa
all to thirty-one years and ten days;
twenty-six papers were forbidden to ae-
cept advertisements, and 256 editors
were officially threatened with Siberia
if . ey did not mend their ways.. The
censorship even pursues the unfortun-
ate after it ejects him. One eminent
conductor of a seientifie journal who wag
dismissed at the instance of the censor
ix practically condemned 1o starve or
emigrate. All the papers and publishers
in Russia are forbidden to accept “copy”
irom him.—Zoudon Taltler. -
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