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thié» Tea Cugp_

~ the full charm of

; 0 X O, s
is revealed. The flavor is pure,
fresh and fragrant. Try it.
Black, Mixed or Green Blends.
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Pl nis That Are Pests.
Weeds are the most costly enemies
of the grower of foodstuffs. In thelr
bundreds they pollute every equare
yard of goll he cultivates. ‘

These outlaws of the seed world, 11;
unchecked, would soon smother the |
whole land. One weed alone, flixweed, |
produces 730,000 seeds In a single sea- i
gon. In three seascns, If all the seeds |
germinated, it has been computed that ‘
they would overrun a world 2,000 times !
the slze of the earth. i

An authority on weeds, Mr, Harold '
0. Long, carrled out a number of ex- !
periments in a good garden soil which |
had been thoroughly cultivated for at
least three years. During that time |
few weeds were allowed to shed their |

Yot on one square yard here |
are the number of different weeds
oounted: Buttercup, 654; annual mead- |
ow grass, 107! dock, 60; geosefoot, 26;
groundsel, - 25; varlous others, 178—a
total of 1,060 weeds.

The great weed-army s always |
eearching for new kingdoms to con-
quer. A Mr. Ranstead introduced the '
common yellow toadflax as a garden |
flower into the United States. To-day |
the “Ranstead weed” is a plague in |
America. And Scotland’s national em-
blem invaded the land of liberty in a !
bedtick filled with thistledown. '

In return America has given Eng-!

|
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STRIPES ARE SMART.
There is no deviation from the
straight line to be observed in this
land a serious menace little sports frock, of apricot-and-
mald’s Hair. | white striped washable silk, that is
Charlock, thistle, and couch m“simp‘.icity itself to make. The mode!
twitch grass are weeds which ruin js of the kimono type, showing a few
many a farmer. They can reduce the tucks at the hip-line. A befrilled
yleld of oats per acre from seventy-six jabot emphasizes the front closing,

in the Mer-

The Right Vérdict
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PART 1.

The fire in the grate was crinkling
down into du’l embers, and the cramp-
ed little living room of the cottage;
was instinet with the lateness of the|by the clarity of his last memory of
hour, when the gate at the end of the!Burch, but Esther had withdrawn both
garden creaked back on its hinges and | bolts and now swung the door open
slow footsteps began to scrope for-|and stood back, rigid.
ward over the narrow, paved path to| “Esther,” said Burch’s voice.
the door. There was no emotion of any sore

The old man, nodding in his chair/in it. It was simpiy a statement of
by tho fireside, blinked into wakeful-| recognition.
ness and stiffened vigilantly. The wo-| She stood siient, waiting.

2

ing on the other glde that door for re-
entry to his home.
“Don’t let him in! Don’t!”

man, sewing within the closer zone of | He glanced at Esther as though
the lamplight, glanced in surprise at|awaiting her permission to enter. She
the clock and stayed the plucking of | made a motion of her arm and he came
her needle to listen. further into the room. Still, without

Nearer drew the footsteps. An an-|a word, she ciosed the door behind him.
cient, half-blind dog, sprawled along- “Jacob,” he said. “Jacob.”

side the fender, raised his head. Then, Old Lawe nodded and grunted, too
feebly, he beat upon the floor with his ' watchful and suspicious —of this
tail. Iist.rtmgwe change in his son-in-law to

“It is him!” whispered the old man, | spare thought for words.
aghast. “He’s come back!” “Have—have you come far?” asked

The woman had risen from her ‘ Jacob at length, to break the uncanny
chair, one hand pressed tight to her | quietude.
bosom. “Yes,

Then she drew herself erect and| Burch.
crossed to the door to open it. “Where from?”

Before even ghe had laid her palm| “From—from * Burch began to
upon the upper bolt old Jacob Lawe’s | reply, but stopped and shook his head
thoughts had leaped back across the| helplessly.
years to the day when he who now| “Are you hungry?” asked Esther,
waited at the threshold had turned coming closer.
away from that very door and gone | “Yes, I'm hungry.”
off, so menacing and sinister. He ate ravenously, and there was

I've come far,” answered

cal]ed,‘
out Jacob, moved to a sweating terror|

—

“Ialways had trouble with my
clothes—they used to come out
s0 yellow. Then a friend told
me about Rinso. I found it
makes a wonderful soap solu-
tion. This removed every bit
of dirt and then it all rinsed out
completely. There was nothing
left to yellow the clothes—as
there was no soap to stick—it
was all dissolved.

“I'am now delighted with my
wash—my clothes are always
snowy white.”

—A letter received by the
makers of Rinso.

Just shake some Rinso into
& saucepan, add hot water,
and you'll get the wonderful
soapy solution that is the only
s0oap you need for your set
tubs, your boiler, your wash-
ine. Rinso soaks

dirt out.

He stared through the wall of the|no talking. When he had finished, he
cottage and saw a sunlit morning in' sat patting and stroking the dog’s
late spring. head absently and murmuring to him-

The home which he shared with his|self in little snatches.
daughter and her husband lay isolat-| Jacob, finding that his chair incom-

ed som= half-mile or so from the vil- moded Esther in her task of clearing
lage, but, on that particular morning, | the table, pushed it back unexpectedly,
his work had ordained that he should with a loud, resonant scraping upon
pass through the place on his way|the stone floor. And, at that sudden
boek to dinner. noise, Burch screamed out, covering
| There was a constrained hush at|his eyes with his hands and whinny-
|ﬁrst when old Jacob Lawe trudged|ing with fear.

| wonderingly to the scene, but this soon He soon quieted down again, but for
yielded place to a sort of tacit joke, a|some while after he sat erect, me-
‘leing of nudges and tight-lipped cl.'lanically picking at his cheek with
| smiles, which implied a sardonic droll-| his forefinger and continually starting
l'ery to which all but he were alive. with little tremors.

| There was to be “rough music”; that| “I’ve been in-the army,” he said
{he comprehended. He knew what the| presently. “Been.in the afmy, out

There had been | yonder, across the sea.. 'Twas hell by

Lever Brothers Limited,

Toronto.

Rins

c‘»l:bfh;es used to be -‘
yellow -now they are
snowy white”
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just step down and see Esther. Is
she about?

“No, I won’t be stopping. I’ve not
fmuch time. I must look in and say
good-bye to Duxsey, down below. I’il

Sore Vexed.

A class was agked in a Sunday

scheol examination to give the mean-

Ilng of the word “Selah.” For a while

no answer was forthcoming., Thén a

to twenty-five bushels. * |and the short sieeves and round neck
To maintain food supplies, the Agri- add chic. The diagram shown at the
cultural Departments of most coun- | side will give an id=2a of the construw]
tries have declared war upon weeds. tion of the frock, and the pattern pro- | the village, to mark their sense of dis-
Each State in the American Union has | yides long sloeves. The jabot is a tri.f Xeasu;egn’t some connubial irregular-
its own weed laws. Canada has 1,300 | angular-shared piece of matarial, andlipt had congregated outside the[and Esther struck in with here and
weed inspectors. In the Isle of Man lis not included in tha pattern. Sizesfali;den of the guvilty there a question, but Burch could only
@ penalty is imposed on all farmers 16, 18 and 20 years. Sizz 18 years uw‘},‘o are they goi;l’ to?” asked Ja-|shake his head and say that he for-
Wwho do not cut down thistles and | requires 3% yards of 36-inch material {cob. But 'a ;in his neighbo'r only grin- | got. ;
docks before they flower. ]f(,,- the dress with long slecves, Price | ned. at hirrf. “He’s a broken man!” declared Ja-
20 cents. And now, suddeny, the women pre-| cob exuitantly. “He’s broke for good
Many styles of smart apparel may | nared to move off in execution of their | and al, body and spirit of him. ’Tis
be found in our Fashion Book. Our project. this here shell-shock. That’s what it
designers originate their patterns in But there was no pause at either|is, I’ll wager ye.
31@. heart t9f the styti;) centgus, zmg cottage, and the tumult passed on and| “’Tis hard on you,” said Jacob.
heir creations are those of teste i i i1 “ <
N e e ] : o ron tiil the village was left behind, and | “Cruel hard on you.” He shot a fur-
;x?glz(j::lcllgl‘{:.rdll_»f ll:il\l”:((l)l(::lllll'll")s; lli?(;‘:l: (I?;)I)tﬁ?l;iti',.,?rgus};inWlth'?, tf n}et‘;“ i then, at the fork in the highway, the| tive gi‘apvce at he’r'-. “On you—and on
any but French society. Two zentle- « - . i g«\ an.‘ r} - < ‘Q uprer fane was unhetitatingly ehosen, | Luke Miler, e a‘dd-ed Py
2 . 8 book 10 cents the copy. Each copy| And, for a full mile, Jacob’s was| In the days that followed, Jacob’s
men of France quarrella’l‘ovcr the lad i includes one coupon good for five, S ony"y home that stol)d beside the|surmise proved correct as to the cause
of ]theh' 1mu;uul love. lem[)ersb rose, | cents in the purchase of any pattern.j ro;;& : of Burch’s condition. Shell-shock it
32;‘(&@3 tl(:&ﬂgllelrtaogut:}ettl)nzzilne‘ Ltlll:l}le HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS, “Ye don’t mean to say—?” he cried | was that had :aid hold of Esther’s has-
ToRpectve clalie. | Write your name and address olain-|in consternation. band, and sometimes he would be so
ly, giving number and size of such| “Tumbled to it, have ye, at last?”| under the spell of it as to be little

| phrase conveyed.
| “rough music” several times before
in his experience, when the women of

small boy diffidently held up his hand.
“Well,” said the examiner, hopefully,
“Please, sir,” said the lad, “that's what
David used to say whenever he broke
one of the strings of his harp!”
o
Falr Enough.
Harold had put the mcmentous ques-

come back again, later on.”

“Well, come you out by the back
door this time,” urged Jacob quickly
as Miller put his hand again on the
latch. “The wind does blow into the
house so hard by there.”

They passed through to the tiny
sculiery. Burch watched them go
without the:least interest. But next
his hands began to clutch convulsively, | tion and had been accepted. When
and after that he began to fill out his | Marie had sighed for a few moments in
chest, drawing the air deeper and|his arms he said:
deeper into his lungs till his breath| “Darling, it is enly fair that I should
panted and hissed through his close-|tell you I am a comnambulist!”
set teeth. At last he arose and flung| “That's all right, dear!” exclaimed
wide his arms. Marfe. “We'll take it in turns. I'll go

“The rough music!” he whispered. {to your church one Sunday with you
“The rough music!” | and you can comg with me to mine the

He stood there staring, staring be- | next.”
fore him, with every muscle aquiver.

“I can remember! I can remember
now! I can remember everything
now!”

He drew himself erect as ever he|
had been, and gradually the du‘dl’
amazement crept out of his face and
all the evil brutality came ﬂowing[
back. The lines about his eyes and
mouth folded and drooped themselves
back to the old snarling savagery.

“Aye, the rough music, of course! I
remember now!”

A moment later old Jacvb returned
to the living room. Burch was stand-
ing by the fire, and Jacob saw at once
how it was with him.

(To be concluded.)
S A e
A Better Fit.

“What kind of coal do you want,
ma’am?” asked the dealer of the newly
married woman.

“Well, I haven't had much experl-
ence in these things,” eaid the young
woman frankly. “Are there varlous
kinds of coal?” g

“Oh, yes. Wo have egg coal, chest-
nut——" i

“I think I shall take egg coal.” We
have eggs oftener than we have chest-
nuts.” '

day and hell by night, and great fires
burning—and and——"" He shudder-
ed and broke off,

Old Lawe tried to draw him out,

R
A Strange Duel. ‘,

Probably the strangest duel that ;
ever took place was one fought in !

At ool s g
Why Willie Went to Bed.

A small boy working diligently on a
crose-word puzzle in the newspaper,
looked up and said:

“Dad, would ‘wife’ be right ‘for a four
letter word meaning ‘A dangerous wo-
man’?”

el
; Minard's Liniment for Dandruff.
A Long Story.
A babbling brook,
A shady nook—
Her hand he took,
Now she's his cook.
—Harry Owen

Paternal Adivce.
Mother—Yes, dear, your father and
I first met at a dance.” |
Boy—*"Oh, that’s why he's always ;|
telling me to keep away from dance
halls.” |

S IEEE

Minard’s Linlment for Burns.

lered |
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A Sweet Breaih
at all fmes /

The Right Way

to Boil Potatoes

Put the potatoes in an SFIP
Enameled Potato Pot. Cover
with water. Add zalt to
taste. Boil untiisoft. When
finished, drain off all the
boiling water through the
strainer spout. No canger
of steam scalding the hands
because the handle securely
locks the cover on. If your
family wuses potatoes, you
require one of thesze,

SMP

Enameled
PortaTto PoTs
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Sally’s Method.
A negro mammy had a famiiy of
that one day her

bash-

J
I
i
|

| the Mackenzie valley system of water- | him to th?: ground.
ways, the Department of the Interior | And, with that, he marched off

has for several years had parties of  down the road. Not once did he turn
surveyors at work along the route, par- | Nis head, _and in utter quiet they
ticularly in and above Great Slave | Watched him go. It was only when he
fLuko_ From these surveys, maps have | t8d rounded the bend in the lane that|
i been prepared which have proved most ' Movement came slowly back to them,

INECTO
RAPID

The worid’s best
hair tint. Will re-
store gray hair to its natural
color in 15 minutes.
8mall size, $3.30 by mall
Double slizs, $6.50 by mail

The W. T. Pember Stores
Limited
129 Yonge 8t.

&
After eating or smokin
Wrigley's freshens the mou
and sweetens the breath,
Nerves are soothed, throat fs
refreshed and digestion aided.
S0 easy to carry the little packet!

useful to navigators.
and lights have also been put in place |
along the route,

ished elegance of the proceedi ; i i
- 10foecingp they, [it carefully) for each rumber, and|rough music is for Alf Burch!” part from a certain wistful subserv-
place of meeting was arran zed, and on | i i ingi
2 e tage into sight,/and at once the wo-[by now, in his turn, cringing and
standing at his gate. In the kitchen of Boarcombe Farm,
in  all probability would mean the |
i . Sl R “So you've come to give me rough|Jacob spoke again of Luke Miller to
missed, but his opponent was success- * :
He swung his back contemptuously|ing here for good.”
ascent and landed triumphantly seven | i
| She came hesitantly to the door at| Came a rough night when the wind
3 with it. He flung her from him and| at his empty pipe, was crouching be-
1 stic i a et | .
domestic in one-of the fashionable | 1” said Burch to the crowd. drumming of the rain upon the win-
attends 3 = . Sixs 5 |
| attendant. Finally he said that if Shetground and strode to the gate. The i
“Out!” shouted Jacob in reply.| ¢y well?” i
Maps of the North. shouted again, and drove his fist be-| “Come in!" called Jaccb, and the door -
packed. I'm away off next week. To-'
Encouraging Telephone Use. Six, seven years ago that had hap- SIMPLICITY ELECTRIC WASHERS.

agreed to postpone the duel a i i
Hosibane ithe idusl,, tor | address your order to Patt.rn Dept.,| “But—but—but he’ll nigh kill Es-|ience to Esther, and to other his bear-
the appointed day the duellists at, | i i
s e men’s din took on a more provocative| shrinking back at a quick word or an
As the crowd came to a stop he|and old Jacob Lawe, though he grum-
death of the occupant, | = :
[ . music, eh?” he asked. “You want me| his daughter.
ful in sending a bullet through Leu1
to them and went to the open door-| “Jg he?” asked Esther, and was
miles out of Paris, | epy . :
My husband thinks this is the fluud—' his summons. He gripped her by the buffeted over the hil'tops and swept
Supplied.
she stumbled to her knees, but she|side the fire. Burch, in the armchair,
| music!
dows held sway again for some min-
| would be at home some evening during | throng eddied back at his advent. all
1 nt, al |
“Gone out! Gone down to the ShOP!"[ “Ahll tell yo', missus,” answered
Owing to the increasing traffic along |tween old Sparstow's eyes and sent opened.
morrow I go to Painswick to stay with |
i ’ Buoys, beacons | like people waking from a trance.
|
' f
| 2 L] Bells for $98 cast y
! In Great Britain for telephone sub- | pened, and no word of Burch had they oL \or on time payments,
R83

Toronto

month. The fight was to be f; al- tania X
= Rii0.98.2r0m bal ; Wilson Publishing Co., 73 West Ade-|ther for it,” protested Jacob vehe-|ing was scarcely less humble. It seem-
The gentlement were named Grandpre : i ient gl
R e iy I note. impatient glance.
The ascent took place in the garden |
of the Tuiléries amidst a vast con- |
course of spectators, The gentlemen | NG
were to fire, not at each other, t at | . i i
e LAY - flung up his hand, and the masterful | bled in privacy, somehow made up the
The balloons hav 1g been cast
y icd to my ways with Esther, do you? “I've scarcely seen him since Alf
Pique’ balloon. The latter crashed |
way. quiet for a little while. “So much the
So ended what must be consic »st place I or Vi
est place he ever visited. wrist and led her a little way down | roaring down the valleys, and the rain
le country pastor made it a mmt!nmther cried out nor mpaned, but | was ﬁdgeting with a length of string,
| homes, was present. The minister wel- | They stood staring at him, incredu-
utes. Then Burch looked up, puzzled. boys 8o well behaved
he week al {
the weelk, he would call. save decrepit old Zeke Sparstow.
“What, you Luke?” cried Jacob. |
my brcther till I go. I thought I'd
“Gone—he’s gone!” she was sob-
v ! Good side line. We can tell v vh
| sartbers the minimum deposit has been ! ever had in all that time. o R

In order that the heat of 'y pas- . : i1
210 AnBy DA patterns as you wrnt. Enclose 20c in | said the fellow at his side. “Yes, ’tis|better than a terrified child.
loons, the survivor to clal g < g S
ef-watlaibttie hand laide St., Toronto. Patterns sent by mently. ed as if the irony of justice had de-
Burch had heard the tumuit ap-| And Esther, to help support her
the balloons. The resultant escape of
: bearing of him compelled a compar-| rest of Burch’s keep.
and having ascended, at a given signal $ = A
S & Wait you a minute, and I’ll show you|camse back,” said Esther.
bo the earth .and wea smashed to !
“Esther!” he called. “Here, you—| better for both of us!” she declared
the strangest of all duels, Why ’ |
Why doesn’t he come down alone | tha path, and there he raised his stick| beat in passionate gusts upon the win-
| t ielc & y g 3 41y :
| to welcome any stranger cordfally. One | tared straight before her. tying and untying it.
1 oI o ny '
comed her to the church and expressed lous that such a thing could have hap-
“Esther,” he said. “Where's| mistress asked:
“T'ank you,” she murmured “ : 17
Out of my way!” shouted Burch. There came a rush of feet toward Sally. “Ah raise dem boys with a bar-
“Aye, me! Evening, all. T just step-'
bing. “Thank God—oh, thank God!| g ¥ ed
n 2 And now| others are doin Wri
» i ! 8. rite now. Earle
J A'_‘() _ch‘ry mealz ’ Jred'uced from £1 10s. to £1. he had come back again and was wait- Electric,

ISSUE No. §3--'¢5

slon should not interfere with th 1- A 4 : i i i
0 22RO {stamps or coin (coin preferred; wrap|up to your place they’re going! The| In no mood did the invalid ever de-
of the lady in marriage. A ;@ .
i By and b el A twist in the road brought the cot-| creed that he should atone for the past
proaching up the valley, and he was|stricken husband, went daily to work
&as would bring the balloon down, a : i ‘
own, and ative silencg. So things went on, and one day
the duellists opened fire. Le Pique | i 0 i
| how I’'m altered.” “He’s talking of going away—leav-
pieces. Hisg conqueror still made his !
Esther! Coms here. I want you!” squarely.
some time and try it?” and slashed her twice across the face|dow panes. Old Jacob Lawe, sucking.
| S 5 : = '8
| evening, a Swedish girl, employed as a “There’s the payment for The howling of the wind and the
t 3 i | 2 ;
he hope that she would be a regular.pened. He dashed his stick to the
Esther?” “Sally, how did you rafse your boys
fully, “but Ay have a fella.” ‘ ” 2 i
y ; ‘Out of my way, do ye hear?” hei!the door and a hurried knocking., rel stave, an’ 'ch raise 'em frequent.”
ped down for a word with Esther. I'm
o e He's gone—gone forever!” * *- | In every town in Ontario, to sell MISS
107 Richmond East, Toronto,




