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A Clever Advertisement sïÆ'Ms.EÆis s.i‘;±„sr«â: ,sa,t»s
l^1 Jo^H>yanet KfVrtîftJ.00' Sudden; the «tars shine like the ’shimmer of 3ia-

mrin : Tman’s hair',
the balcony with a yawn. . Jcajine looks up and draws a long

“Halloa!” he said, catching sight of Vernon Vane, looking down,
Vane’s tall figure leaning over the rail- f
rnitinftoîrgevesr v^ner ^ ” but ^hether he ^.^Sor Je^i

Now, it was worthy of remark that "P.^SifuP’’’ «ho« Jetnn^in a whis 
the tone and manner in which Clarence ne-^Lnd in i, h .
Fitzjames addressed men were very dif- Lwl her ??*? ?hmes the «hado»‘ 

if «rent to those which he used when con- lPr,h„P?n ^ k”0Wa ”° P*f 1° 
versing with the fair sex. To Vane his ^thc(‘W brmSa no ™emor>: °J 8or/ 
manner was slightly patronizing, the shl’ °f bitterness, pr disappointment, 
earl’s son to thf infpecuniou, [«inter; Shecannottelwhy, but that spirit of 
though he was quite wise enougTto seé has va^hed „LTh *£.£* 2FL& 
t^LVrs Tthîr^nonBtTe ‘hat Newton Regis

“'ia.-ïL-s S?"”" 3 Æ
enough to blind one, isn’t it?” he went 
on, lounging over the balustrade. “It 
gives me an attack of dyspepsia, some­
times, although I am no artist. To you, 
who know all about proper colors and 
that sort of thing, this blaze of rich 
metal and crimson must be quite too un­
endurable.”

Vernon Vane’s lips curled.
“I should scarcely have though you 

felt the superabundance of color so keen-

his head in his bald wig, and 
bulb tn produce the ehower.

The clown rehearses four "weeks before 
the circus goes on tour the art of being 
funny, and he rehearses every mornin^ 
to keep in practice and keep up with the 
times. hen he isn’t rehearsing or per­
forming his own act he is more likely 
than not to be found serving as the hind 
legs of the trick donkey or the front 
legs of the Educated giraffe.

presses à’ MODERN CLOWNS A 
WONDER.

may Indue* you to buy and try a packet off

?

It is indeed true that the clown has 
changed—that the rising generation does 
not see the clown of his fathers, that 
the Merry Andrew of the oil-lamp circus 
is quite a different sort in the day of 
the electric light.

And the change is all due to progress, 
to the Zeigeist’s. passion for consolida­
tion and expansion. It is, in short, due 
to the circus with three rings and a plater

Three rings and a platform were wo 
much of the old-time clowns. They flab­
bergasted him completely, and that’s a 
fate that no one ever believed could over­
take a clown. He found himself as inef­
fective and insignificant as a dried pea 
in an empty barrel. He put his fingers 
to his bismuth-coated nose and pondered.

“I must do something,” he said to him­
self, “or I’ll be counted out.”

First of all, he multiplied, for it is 
tarnation lonesome for one clown to 
even a pair in a canvas-enclosed wilder­
ness a block long. Where one pair with 
a stuffed club and an inflated bladder 
sufficed to keep a one-ringed circus in 
a roar in the good old days, you will 
find with the Rmgling Brothers’ circus 
forty clowns, with all sorts of properties, 
capering to make a holiday for the small 
boys.

Nor was multiplying all he had to do. 
He was forced to something more revolu­
tionary than that—he was forced to quit 
talking. Once upon a time all he had to 
do was to talk, now the only thing he 
doesn’t have to do is to talk. Through 
all the ages he talked, talked, talked, 
from Aesop down to Dan Rice. No longer 
is there any prosperity for his jest, for 
no longer can ear hear it. No longer can 
he bound into view with his arm sajtimbo 
and start the laugh a-rolling by his 
■shouting his time-honored conundrums*

No longer can the clown depend on 
song and sally, for lie can’t be heard, 
but the almanac and the funny man in 
vaudeville keeps his jokes in circulation 
while he cudgels his brains for jokes to 
take their place. The three rings and a 
platform have made clowning a compli­
cated business for him.

Now that he can no longer talk he has 
to be everythinng except a talker, He 
has to be an artist in make-up, an acro­
bat, an equestrian, a pantomimist, a 
musician, a gymnast, a lightning-change 
artist.

Now that his fun-making appeals only 
to the eye, each of the forty clowns of 
the Ringling show lias to work fortw 
times as hard, at the very least; as the 
old-time clown of the one-ring circus 
and the one makeup.

The clown “act” is the feature of the 
new estate.
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GIVE IT ROOM.

Don't Crowd Your Advertisement, is the 
Expert’s Advice.

But after that Its UNVARYING GOOD QUALITY will succeed In 
holding your trade.

TRY THE RED LABEL. ONLY ONE BEST TEA.
______ RIBBON’S IT.

Many buyers of advertising
1 make the mistake of trying to get____
than the worth of their money in type. 
The reading public is always looking 
for advertisement*, it’s force of habit 
whether they want to just at that par­
ticular moment or not, but they are not 
looking for inches of solid reading mat- 
iter set in such small type that only a 
person of exceptional eyesight or with 
a very strong pair of glasses could read 
it through.

Clear bold type and white space 
very much more attractive and will al­
ways be so than any small type that 
can be used in an advertisement. The 
public don’t read one advertisement set 
solid where they read ten that are clear, 
brief and attractive.

Just because a men pays $500 for half 
a page of advertising space is no reason 
why he need to put 3,000 words on that 
same space when 500 words or less would 
tell the story and tell it better, 
person cares to wade through a long 
drawn out story to find in the end 
that the same thing could have been 
told in a half dozen sentences.

And besides, what is the good of put­
ting an advertisement in a paper with a 
large circulation if the advertisement 
is written in such a way that less than 
10 per cent, of the readers ever attempt 
to read it? The sight of thirty minutes’ 
steady reading in an advertisement will 
discourage most anyone, no matter how 
interested they may be in the article 
advertised.

Even su

space
more

BLUE

“The summer.” he says, looking far 
away ahead. “Yes—perhaps—I am 
afraid I may not be here in Newton 
Regia to see the summer.”

He speaks, as she has done, almost in 
a whisper, and for a moment Jeanne does 
not realize the meaning of his words ; 
then suddenly she comes down from the 
stars, and turns her face.

It is not pale, it is not flushed—it 
is simply startled and wondering, as 
if she had suddenly heard the solemn 
stroke of a great bell. She looks at 
him _ with this awakened. half- 
horrified look while one could count 
twenty, then her head droops and she 
says in measured accents, and her words 
dropping low and distinct :

“Are you going, then?”
Vernon Vane looks

LOVE AND A TITLE
*******XK***«*»ae^^ are

iy.Modern fashion has decreed that it 
is not at all impolite to talk while an­
other person is singing, and Mr. Lamb- 
ton, in a scarcely subdued voice, is talk­
ing now.

“Glad to see you at the Hall, Mr. 
Vane,” lie says, in what )ie deems the 
old English gentleman tone,.

Vernon Vane, who has been looking 
absently at the quiet Jeanne, awakes, 
and rather suddenly, but composedly, 
murmurs that Mr. Lambton is 
kind.

“Not at all—not at a IT,” returns that 
gentleman, condescendingly. “Always 
pleased to make the acquaintance of cle­
ver men. I'm an admirer of art, Mr. 
Vane, and like to encourage it when 1 
get a chance.’ ’

Vernon Vane inclines liis head.
‘‘Bought a good many pictures in my 

time,” goes on Mr. Lambton, looking 
omul tin* gorgeous room. “Some of ’em 
rather valuable,' too, 1 flatter myself, 
that there Rubens, for instance,” and he 
nods to a hideous copy of one of that 
master’s gest known works, which hangs 
u;>on the glittering wall, and had been 
t- rnniivj Vernon Vane during the whole 
of the time he has been in the room, 
“i hat s a genuine Rubens; cost 
small fortune, though I say it. 
do you say of that, now V*

“A remarkable picture,” he 
grimly.

“.les’ so,” assents Mr. Lambton, 
placent ly.

What is the matter?” she says, drop­
ping her white hand on Hal’s shoulder.

“We’re both bored to death, Jeanne!” 
says Hal, in a whisper, “and I want Mr. 
Vane to play or sing, and he won’t.” 
t IlT^ looks up, and then down again

“Are you so bored?” she says, address­
ing \ ernon Vane. ,

“I did not say so,” he replies.
‘Tou are sorry you came?” she says. 
They are so far from the rest that 

they cannot be overheard in the din 
which Georgina is making at the piano.

“Not at all.” he answers. “It was 
very kind of Miss Lambton to ask me.”

Jeanne looks at him with her 
tioning gaze.

“And still you are sorry that 
came. Why did you come?”

It was one of Jeanne’s straightforward 
questions; one that Vernon Vane finds 
difficult to answer as he looks into the 
frank eyes expectant of a reply.

Jeanne looks around the room, thought­
fully.

“It is a change for me,” she says. “It 
is all so bright and gay, and it is so 
quiet at home.”

“You like brightness and gaiety—it’s 
onlv natural,” lie says.

There is something in his tone, a 
twitch of regret, that brings Jeanne’s 
eyes upon i again,

“Is it wrong?” she asks. “If you had 
lived all your life at the Gate House, 
would you *hot like a change? Is it 
wrong to wish to be rich ?”

“Do you wish to be rich’?” asks Ver­
non. watching lier face.

“Yes,” says Jeanne, with a little can­
did laugh. “It roust he delicious! Think 
of all one could do if one had money. 
Oh, yes, it must be nice to be rich.”

slight sh«adOW»nosi too slight to be 
perceptible, crossesXevnon Vane’s hand­
some face. Is the child already grown 
into a woman ?

“Tell me,” ho says, “what would you 
do it' you were rich—as rich as Mr. 
Lambton, sav?”

Jeanne laughs .softly. It sounds like 
an idle question, amis lie answers idlv:

“What would I do? Oh, 1 think i’d 
have the Nancy Bell painted, and get 
her a new sail; then I’d build a big house 
with a laboratory for Vnele John—and 
then, think where one could go. and what 
one could see. Do yem know 1 have never 
been to London?”

Vernon Vane smiles.
“.\o. ’ says Jeanne, and she leans 

against the half-open French window,' 
aiyl turns her face up to the moon'that 
ls smiling serenely on the soft spring 
s;vv- " Xo. 1 have not lived yet—at least. 
Mr. Fitzjames says so; he says that I 
have been asleep, and living in dreamland 
here at Newton Regis; is that true? Is 
Hie world so very different from what I 
know of it?”

\ ernon Vane folds his arms and leans 
bark, with a frown on his forehead.

“Mr. Fitzjames appears to think so,” 
ho says, quietly; “and, at any rate, he 
is not asleep.”

Jeanne looks up with faint surprise at 
the touch of sternness in his 

“But go on,” he says, “you have not 
told me half of what you would do if 
you were rich.”

“Well.” says Jeanne, with a smile, 
“there was the big house—ah. then, I 
M ouldy get some dresses. Do you know” 
—and she holds out her arms toward 
him with a frhnk little smile—“that this 
is my best frock?”

He looks at her, takes in at a glance 
the exquisite, supple grace 
tude, which, unknown to her, has thrown 
that soft, dark dress into clinging, grace- 
fill folds; a lid his eyes light up and 
soften.

The Honorable Clarence looked around 
at him.

“Because I’m here so often, you mean,” 
he said, coolly; “perhaps it suits my pur­
pose, my goed fellow; besides, it‘s rather 
amusing; the o*.d boy is good fun with 
his bad grammar and his pomposity, and 
there’s a decent cook; the girls are a 
bore—am awful bore, but there's been 
some amusement lately since the other 

put in an appearance. By Jove! 
she’s a perfect find in a place like this. 
Wilic’d guess that such a hole as this 
could produce such a thoroughbred speci­
men? It’s a shame she should be born 
to blush unseen and waste her sweetness 

the—what do you call it?—desert air, 
you know,”

“Are you speaking of Miss Bertram?” 
said \ ernon Vane, grimly.

“Of course,” assented * the Honorable 
Clarence. You don’t suppose I mean 
Maud or Georgina?” and he laughed 
scornfully. “No! I wish, by George, 
they were, either of them, a patch upon 
her! I’d make up my mind then, It’s 
deuced difficult to do this while Jeanne 
is by! Jove, 1 almost wish I’d never seen 
her! It s rather hard on a fellow when 
he s trying t-o swallow a dose of medicine 
to have a glass of champagne stuck at 
his ellnnv. He s likely to toss down the 
sparkling, you know, and leave the medi­
cine alone. By J<>ve, she’s too charmin'*, 
and 1 m rather badly hit, my dear fel­
low ! ”

down moodily, 
with his hands thrust into the pockets 
of his dress overcoat. He has not seen 
that sudden, startled look, lie does not 
note anything but the slow, sweet, ac­
cents of the musical voice.

No
very

(To be continued.)

onquea-
PALE, FEEBLE GIRLSyou

A Great Responsibility Rests 
on Mothers of Growing Girls t

0 a man does pay for a 
few inches of white space, that is not 

covered with type, he is not losing 
any money, for the brief, well displayed 
adv. is, one that the public reads and 
the adv, that is read is the one that will 
bring the returns.

Get to the point immediately. Tell the 
people what you want them to know, 
using only such words as are necessary 
and don’t fool yourself into thinking 
that you are getting more for your 
money when you pay for expensive space 
by crowding in ull the words in the dic­
tionary.

Mere words are never convincing and 
advertising space is only expensive when 
the advertisement is not read.—White's 
Sayings.

A great and serious responsibility 
rests upon every mother whose daugh­
ter is passing the threshold of girl­
hood into womanhood. She is at a cri­
sis, and if she is to be a healthy, happy 
woman, she must develop rightly now. 
She must not be pale, sunken-eyed, sal­
low, languid and bloodless at this time. 
She must have additional strength and 
rich, pure blood to help her to strong, 
healthy womanhood. There is only one 
absolutely certain way to get new, rich, 
health-giving blood, and that is through 
the use of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, 
ery pill helps to make rich, life-giving 
blood, that brings strength to evéYy or­
gan in the body and the glow' of health 
to pale, sallow cheeks. Thousands of 
pale, anaemic girls in all parts of Can­
ada have been made well and strong 
through the usee of Dr. Williams’ Pink 
Pills. Mrs. Rachel Johnson, llemford, 
N. S., says “As a result of overstudy in 
school, the health of my daughter, Ellen, 
became greatly impaired. tShe grew ex­
tremely nervous, was pale and thin, and 
suffered from most severe liadeachcs. 
►She had no appetite and notwithstand­
ing all we did for her in the way of 
medical treatment, her suffering contin­
ued, and 1 began to feel that her con­
dition was hopeless. Indeed 1 began 
to fear lier mental .powers were failing, 

marry for One of my friends strongly urged ms to 
money, anu .jave taken the trouble to try Dr. Williams* Pink Pills, and as 1 
. V livh pillmaker’s daughters for him was willing to do anything that might 

1 ^ °°,\e. o:‘V ,^avc a cigarette?” help her 1 sent for a supply. After using 
“Vn'reV ‘I?” S0UR(*S Hke a curt the pills for less than a month, we saw 
No 3 the reply. that her vigor wa's fêiùriEg, in

lhQ Honorable Clarence goes on a^ain les9 than three months her health was 
.. . „a , !ow IniSht do worse; "but! fully restored. Considering the fact that 

alter all, dont you know love in a cot- 6i,e bud been ill for two year», and that 
tage is rather risky, eh? That’s lier sing- doctor’s treatment did her not one por­
ing now. By Jove, she’s very tempting! thde of good, I think her cure speaks vol- 
1 wonder what my people would sav °if umes for the wonderful merit of Dr.
I wore to make a fool of myself and 
marry her?”

Vernon Vane 
straightens his back.

\\ hat are you looking at down there?” 
asks the Honorable Clarence.
. ‘ I fas Wondering,” lie.says, with quiet 
intentness, "whether if a man were 
pitcned over the balcony, he would break 
his neck.”

me a 
What

com-
“A remark-able picture, as 

you say ; I’ve got lots of ’em stuck about 
the place. Money ain’t no object with 

when 1 take a fancy to a thing. Let’s 
have the best money van buy, 1 sav, if 
it’s pictures or saucepans—the best that 
money can buy. 'j nut’s my principle. 
Mr, \ a ne, and when I heard from my 

you were an artist, 1 
“Invite him to the ’AM; let* 

courage art, we as can do it without 
liui tin" ourselves/ ”

“\ ery kind,” says Vernon Vane again, 
liis eyes wandering from the common­
place favc of the vulgar host to the 
quiet figure by the table.

“And/ continues Mr. Lambton, “if 
you ve got any pictures on your hands 
that’s worth buying, I'll look at ’em. 1 
know a good picture when I see it. Mr. 
\ a no,” he adds, nodding liis head 
filent ly.

Vernon Vann still stares at the view 
witii lus hands in his pockets, 

f he Honorable Clarence vawned. 
ou don’t seem 

don’t to sympathise, Vane; 
go in tor this sort of thing, per- 

haps? By George. I’m rather gkd you 
don t, for I should be inclined to be jeal­
ous for you seem to be rather a favorite, 
teaching her brother and all that sort 
of thing, you know, eh?”

Still Vernon Vane does not speak, but 
he leans over the balcony and peers into 
the shruboery lying some distance be­
neath.

‘•Slight have a cigarette here, I sup- 
pose, _ mut.ers the Honorable Clarence,
!n"°thd k• \C5\ 1,0 ‘-■ontinues, watch-
m the thin cloud ot smoke as it floats 
out upon the sweet spring air; "yes, she’s 
very tempting, and a fellow might do 
worse than fling her- his handkerchief 
and settle down. lint. Ly ,Tove, what is a 
man to do warn people have made 
their minds that he’s to

fc-v-

daughters that 
said : The clown must make up in character. 

A coating of bismuth, a dab of bright 
red here and there, a Pierrot cap over 
liis ears and a Pierrot ruffle around his 
neck won’t do new. He lias to make up 
as the dude, as the

A
HAPPY DAYS FOR BABY.

i
The healthy child is a happy child. All 

its little troubles vanish when it is di­
gesting its food well and is free from 
childish ailments. The greater part of 
these ailments arise from stomach and 
bowel troubles, feverishness, teething 
and worms. Baby’s Own Tablets act like 
magic in these cases, and when children 
are restless at njglHf they always give 
sound, refreshing sleep. Mrs. A. LePage, 
St. Florence, Que., says: “Baby’s Own 
Tablets had marvellous results in the 

my two months’ old baby. He 
nervous, troubled with colic and 

badly constipated, but after giving the 
Tablets he began to improve at once and 
is now in good healtr. I also gave the* 
tablets to my three year old hoy who 
was troubled with worms, and they 
cured him as well. B,oth children are now 
the picture of health, and I am always 
praising the tablets to my friends.” You 

get Baby’s Own Tablets from any 
druggist or direct by mail at 25 cents a 
box by writing the‘Dr. Williams’ Medi­
cine Co., Brockville, Ont.

countryman, 
confidence man. as the organ grinder, as 
the fat policeman, as the lean yokel, 
as. Mary Ann on her afternoon out—and 
when he has made up he has to act hi£ 
part.

The clown act is carefully planned in 
detail as the vaudeville turn ; each turn 
has its cast of. from tVCo to thre dozen 
people, and it is rehearsed with all the 
seriousness of an act from Hamlet. The 
way it “goes” is watched with as much 
anxiety as if a dramatist’s fame de-

won't see no bad ones

Vane glam es around the walls, 
and takes in the I'.i-i.mus copies and still 
more av.hiL originals with which the 
apartment is adorned, and maintains a j 
(li~ervet silence.. Maid, having arrived 
at the end of her ballad, rises with mod­
est simmer, awaiting applause; and Ver­
non \ anc walks over to the table at 
which liai is turning over the pages in 
a scrapbook.

J he buy looks up and welcomes him 
eagerly. To tell the truth, Hal 
been dragged to the Hall against liis 
will, and lias endured 
dinner time.
A'a lie’s first dinner there, and Hal men­
tally \owing that it shall be the last; 
tin* gaudy room dazzles him, Maud’s bal­
lads bora him. Georgina's patronizing at­
tentions madden him. But his sulky 
face lightens as Vernon Vane bends over 

. hi n and looks down at the scrapbook.
‘ Hal,” lie says, with a quiet

sm:i\ What are you so absorbed in ?”
“Nothing,” says Hal, in a grave whis­

per: ' but anything is better to look at 
than to sit listening to this stupid nni- 
s:e. Aren’t you sorry you came, Mr. 

You can’t care for this sort of

up
Case of

pended on it, and it is trimmed into 
shape bv the approval or disapproval of 
the public very much after the fashion 
if not with the same delicate art, as 
a- comic opera.

There is the camera act, in which the 
country swain and his best girl are be­
guiled before the camera by the clown 
photographers—and for this the audience 
doesn’t need a guide book. The story 
and the people are as plain as A B C to 
even t.he littlest boy in knickerbockers.
So, too, is the neatly acted tableau of 
the Reuben and the wicked city 
who separates Reuben from his* valu­
ables,

There is one act of a country dancé, 
complete in detail, even down to the 
broken rush-bottomed chair that the fid­
dler stands on and the limp linen duster 
of the lank old fiddler, who saws out 
The Arkansaw Traveler in typical back- 
woods style. *

There is a little street band, as real 
as life and quite as noisy, that lives over
its adventures all around the ring, and is M is the bcat month for plantin_ 
correct as to properties, even down to c*roudin„;„,, . V A ®
the wheeze in the hand organ.

x- . .. . LIFE HANGS ON THE MINUTES There is the “baby act,” in which one *, „ f tt J !!i,n ,fS+°U • cu.^lvale<^
\ ernon X anc s handsome face looks * clown, in the most reprehensible and 1o inn<,,.n a m i°rt*?I

Zr, sss.e&r— •— “• -
finTshod’hor” Bong"'and 1"/'a yin'/good* an hou/^V’Tlf0" Ld'"" m°rC 1han oirt.'^rollcr-skaiang '"with" the “very” fat n}’ car*1,1 mulch ma-v be maintained and /
"‘“Hc~id «TV* hn'nd^onnf'rcaîiy my dear risk; «Potions of long ITurati/nThc P°li™?'aI> and *'>= "r-v th™ c!iaPP>'. aad much" mom quick™- inToose^oirthanln 
Jeanne!” whispers Georgina, “ind quite “f .rcc?v<7 !’.re «’pparatively ând tbV Wa”heWimnirthUlv that 'vhich uncultivated. Any blossom,
too charming, don’t vou think.? It’s sma»;.-Tbrs ,s due to shock,1 to the cu- ‘q[01y happy couhl I be with either were 'vl',ch ™,ay dPPear should be pinched out
such a pny that he’s only an artist, and ,m a‘‘m W," tbo an?««thetic, to Vothcr de" charmer awav ” before the [rult ««*»• bating the first
so poor!” los of blood and to lowering of the twJ i,k. clown L»nd ™ .tilt. sca«on weakens the plant and reduces

“Is l,e. is it?” says Jeanne, with a P/i0/’3 temperature by the exposure ranie fromlit""edrùm^major ôn his \ ,Cr°P the succeeding year. The
little start, and she raises her eves fo of .ntcrnal arcs to the air. Because owTshol™ Ws dear uTthrough the f rUn"ers s !oul'[ be permitted to
the fare that looks, indeed, singularly of ««Vf !'est surgeons work with a twelve to the last one whos^legs ar! Krow, as he carhcr the runners root the 
handsome and noble in contrast with the ™echamcal pvecsion and economy of Un feet long In this act Ivwyone milt W tbe Plants, w‘“ An average 
commonplace countenances of the pill- movement. Everything is ready before ,)e a as well a's a cllwn for 6°et Ihould”1rfî-ÎV 1! * S25, T'Vv -
maker opposite. the operation commences; an assistant is however fictitious the le-s are the music t d,fe',, r„°" sufficiently 0_ch

“Good-night, dear-dear Jeanne,” aim- a‘ hand to look after the details of ae- iVthc-real thinm ° ’ for a eood V? of /'"> ,Late formed
per Georgina and Hand. -tual work, such as holding back the The forty clowns of the Itiiv’inos are Junne'3 sh°u>d he cut oft because they

“You arc quite sure you won’t have edges of the incision, adjusting the liga- the busiest people in the whole circus, amT they'luo’ draw Im^islfnS "flom 
the carnage?” snys Mrs. Lambton. turcs etc.; n„ expert in anaesthesia The great stars!in spangles, the wonder.- ?hc p anL, alraadv LmT
•These spring nights are very danger- handles the chloroform and watches the ful folk who perform on the flying tra- Machine is of fira? imooH.____
ou®you- flunk so. Mr. V ane?” Pubjo.ct s pu.se and respiration, in order peze, who swing on their teeth from the strawberry culture ^

Oh, it is quite warm, says Jeanne; that the operator’s time may lie devote,1 distant darkness in the top of the tent., p,.0*un,, becomes fmien f .irlv L„r,l 
and so they take their departure, the wholly to one point, and a deft nurse, who gallop madly around the sawdust lu tl.o nlantl shmlh/hë Sovlml JÎÏ 
Honorable Clarence accompanying them adept in the use of- every instrument, rings with their long pink legs and little ./mulch of ,trawl m'lure or mamh 1 v 
to the door. , needle and chemical preparation, is at g;u7rv skirts can come out and be an- tms will nrotccTtbe

Let me airange your e,oak. M'SS Bert- the surgeon's elbow, ready to band out planned and disappear into private life ternate freezing and thnwinc which 
ram. lie pleads, as may stand upon the at a word—sometimes before the word— again behind the mysterious red curtain, heaves tbe plants out of the soil break- 

' P 'u ,'caninip nwuy a, httlo. the shining instrumi nis already filed in i Nut. so with the clir.vn. liis performance. jn„ t]injr Vnots and ea’isin«T Vpdnmil
and t if* llonorab.p (..arenen a hand falls the order of thir probable use. i* a continuous performance from the vivhU Then about thr* ™Yic11'p of \m-;i
upon Hal’s shoulder mstead. TV, visiting snjgeons. at one of the time the 1,and.begins to , lay until he has VTXX dï“ ‘the mS

Now York hospitals, got a markedly ridden-Hie .misa of his bunesque-of the should l,n raked off the rows into tho 
varying percentage .0/ mortality in a animal race, made up. perhaps, as a mon- paths. between. As the fruiting season 
common abdominal operation. kc.v or 11 and came l by another „])proaclies. more mulch should*' be* put

“What is the difference between the clown made up as a donkey or a di:v>- 1*4wweu the rows, to assist in holding 
two operations?” I a-ked of one of the sa’ir- J‘!e clown is poured into the pro- ti,o moisture and to keep the sand off 
house staff in attendance. gramme' for good measure and mast a!- th.> berries and ‘be pickers

“About twenty minutes.” he said, sue- «"ays lie on the spot. He performs his n seldom advisable to harvest more
eirietlv.—Samuel Adams Hopkins, in Mo- acts lll<e a st-rohnig p.nyer. -before one than one crop from a plantation but
Clures’s. group, and tnen another and air »t!’.er. if-one desires tr> take a cron the second

until he has made the circuit of the year, the old rows should be narrowed 
seats, then lie runs away through the down to about six Inches, the weeds-'and 
red curtain to that strange beyond, only many r.f the rid plants taken out and 
to reappear in new guise to do new act-, just enough el.l plants left to start » 
Ami he must have .trick properties, too. ,,--.v stand. Keep tb- gnfund well culti- 
to raise tae laug.i: the f:tt policeman is vat id to one, tirage the formation of now 
as bouncy as a rub ier oa.l because or his runners, the plants which will bear the 
rate„ 1,tv. which is due to a rubber suit next season’s crop. Then mulch again In 
blown up by a bicycle pump: the clown the fall the same as the previous rear, 
wlio «ret* whacked on the head-and gives !
liis assailant a shower bath in rebaiia- ' Love tuav be blind, but it will "ener- 
Hon naa indeed a reservoir in tha top of ally find a"way. 13

martyrdom since 
il is bis, as it is Vernon \N illiams’ 1’ink Bills.”

The new blood which Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills actually make, is the whole 
secret of their great power to cure dis­
eases.

slightly andmoves

That is the reason these pills 
anaemia, heart palpitation, head­

aches and backaches, rheumatism, neur­
algia, kidney troubles, and a host of 
other ailments due to bad blood and 
weak

CARE OF A STRAWBERRY 
PLANTATION.

1sure you have the 
name, “Dr. Wil- 
l’alc People,” 

wrapper around each box. ;; 
doubt, write direct to the Dr. Williams’ 
Medicine Go.. Brockville, Ont., and the 
pills will be sent by mail at 50 cents a 
box or six boxes for £2.50.

1 iie Honorable Clarence stares „ " 
strokes his moustache with an insolent 
wonder.

“Don’t know,” lie says. “Lot’s go in,” 
and he pitches liis cigarette away.

“Yes. I think we had better,” assents 
the other, with a significance which is 
entirely lost upon the self-satisfied Hon­
orable.

By H. S. Peart.

the If m
(Press Bulletin from the Ontario Agricul­
tural College.)thing ?”

am not sorry I came, Hal.” says 
\ ••' in n \ am*, and ho glances at Joanne, 
who is talking to Mr, Fitzjames.

‘"Then 1 am,” retorts Hal; “I’m bored 
to death ! it’s worse than the Latin 
grammar. Why don’t they do somethin*' 

play speculation, or something ?” °
Caids are tabooed on these occa­

sions,” says Vernon Vane, with a

of her atti-

"lt i< n very pretty dress,” lie says. 
Joanne laughs.
“But one gets tired of it, you see, just 

as or.c go is tired of Newton Regis, preity 
as it is. On. ves. it must be nice to be 
rich—don’t you think so?”

He smiles.
“How snovld a poor artist know any­

thing about it. Miss Jeanne? Now. Mr. 
Fitzjames could tell you, perhaps—lie is 
the son of an earl—”

"Oh, yes.” says Jeanne musingly; “he 
has been telling me about Castle Fort, 
his father's place; and about the opera, 
and the London balls, and the theatres; 
all of which 1 must see. he says, before 
I wake from 11IV dream life.”

Mie laughs softlyTunconscious of the 
dark cloud which lias settled upon her 
companion’s brow.

“Mr. Fitzjames’ words are the words 
of wisloin, doubtless.” he said, “and in 
due time vou will see Ivondou, and find 
—lia ppiness.”

Jeanne laughs end shakes her head. 
“Jhnt i< not at all likely. Hal will go 

to London and t<; college, because he h 
a bgy. ami will be a man: but I shall 
reinar.i at Newton Regis, asleep all my 
life, making uncle’s toast and sailing 
tin* Nancy Bell/

Vernon Vane looked at her with 
///*! primts. i pis, prol niged scrutiny. There
\\ omen will forgive any amount of wi-ttul. almost sadly rest less expression 

stupidity in the son of an carl,” lie says, on i : * - r beautiful face. What had 
with precocious wisdom. over t :•* spirit of her dream? What did

• so it seems. ’ says Vernon Vane. the <igt which eseaed her half-parted lips 
“l.oo.c here ! ' exclaims- Hal. under his port end ? 

breath, “here’s Georgina going to play Vern-m Vane stepped out on the b.al- 
row! She’ll strum away for a quarter cony and paced up and down in silence, 
ot an hour! It s awtul! I say. Mr. asking himself these questions. \ few 
Vane, why don’t you play or sing? Do! it weeks ago he had found her a-.girl—a 
Auuild be such a relief. Ill ask Mid. child, playing at snowballs with her bro- 
Lambton to ask Kgu.” . ther. with the bright laughter of a re it-

'•-«.ot lor a kingdom,” says Vernon ful heart upon her lijis-, and now— 
Vane, emphatically, and he lays his hand j Had the idle chatter of a London flirt 
upon the boy’s arm. 1 here is a mo-J changed lief?
Tnont’s struggle, and Jeanne, nttrmîe'd I A vm.-e sounded behind—the Honor- 

nsps nn,l conies toward them. ' nh! * Mr. I'itzj.iinas had come un behind 
leaving Mr. Fitzjames. dangling hi? vyo- Jeanne.

“All the better for the cards, then,” 
responds Hal. “All 1 say is that if this 
sort of thing comes of being rich, I’m 
glad we re p"«>r, tor all Jeanne may say.”

\ ernon Vane bonds lower, and turns 
over the images of the sketchbook.

“Does Jeanne wish to be rich ?” lie 
asked, quietly.

I suppose so. She is always talking 
about what one could do with monev— 
where you could go and what you could 

1 toli l*cr she ought to marrv Mr. 
james and try if.”

“And what does she say to that?” asks 
X ernon Vane.

"Oh, 1 doii’t know.” says Hal, care- 
lesslv. “Look at him now, Mr. Vane. 
Isn L lu* nil idiot ?”

At this montent the Honorable Vitz- 
jamos is him.ling over Jeanne with hi< 
mort insinuating smile, bis while haul 
toying with his nvartaehe, and Jeanne is 
lokmg lip. listening intentiv. 
tune looks across at them and smiles 
grimly.

"Your sistoj does not seem to think 
fo. Hah”

one

As soon as the

CHAPTER IX.
“Thank goodness tha .Vs over!’’ exclaim­

ed Hal. leaping into the road. “Never 
again with you. Robin, for me, Jeanne.
V ihl hovfcs xVon’t drag me into another 
feed at the Park ; not that it was a bad 
dinner—I don’t say that—but it wanted 
a box' of Lnmbton’s pills to digest it, 
in all that glare and glitter/’

Jeanne laughs softly, but reprovingly.
“Hush, Hal ! You should not say A Kali Caine Joke,

such tilings. It was very kind to ask Mr=. Hall Caine, ia opening up a bazaar 
you—a bov.” ‘ ,n Ramsay, recently, made a neat 1 :ttl •
,“nn. very kind.” says Hal, the ineor- STàT Ts^?Z]r 

rigible; nut much, of that sort of kind- liis smaller friend Jim and a^kei his od- 
ness would kill me. Just look at the ,‘T haV0 to take a girl to bathe." h-?
stars, Mr. Vane!” And he cling, to AS!
\ ernon \ une s arm. arm around her waist, and l^ad her softly !

It is one of tlvisn nights when nno irto th» v/atf*-." "Not joli y likelv." a.nsv.-cr-
Aer^n Vane heard the W«uUt«« feel» tiw .mile oi the eemiug .uumw iu h “Oh. ,ja thatJP***»
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