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Clever Advertisement

may induce you to buy and try a packet of

TEA

But after that its UNVARYING GOOD QUKLITY will succeed in
holding your trade.

TRY THE RED LABEL.

ONLY ONE BEST TEA.

BLUE

RIBBON’S IT.

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 searcely subdued voice, is talk-
ing now.

lad to see you at the Hall, Mr.
Vane,” he says, in what he 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 very
kind.

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

Vernon Vane inclines his head.

“Bougkt a good many pictures in my
time,” zoes on Mr. Lambton, looking ar-
ound the gorgeous room. “Some of ’em

valuable, too, 1 flatter myself.

there Rubens, for instance,” and he

nods to a hideous copy of one of that

master’s gest known works, which hangs

upon the glittering wall, and had been

teronrine Vernon Vane during the whole

of the time he has been in the réom.

“1hats a genuine Rubens; cost me a

smaldl fortune, though I s it.  What
do you say of that, now

A remarkable  pictare,” he says

1

assents Mr., Lambton, com-
“A remark-able picture, as
I've got lots of ’em stuck about
; Money ain’t no objeet with
me when 1 take a faney to a thing. Let’s
have the Lest money can buy, 1 say, if
it’s pictures or sauc~pans—the best that
money can buy. ‘inat’s my principle.
Mr. Vane, and when I heard from my
daughters that you were an artist, 1
said :  “Invite him to the ’All; let’s en-
courage art, w can do it without

hurting ourselves,” ”

“Very Kind,” says Vernon Vane again,
kis eyes wandering from the common-
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"L oam not sorry I cama,
Vernen Vane, and he gl 's at Jeanne,
who is talking to Mr. Fitzjames.

“Then I am,” retorts Hal; “1I'm bored
to death ! It's worse than the Latin

Why don't 'y do something
P

Hal.” says

uar, 1
specnlation, or somethinge
are tabooed on these
s Vernon  Vane,

ocoa-
E with a
smiile.

“All the better for the cards, then,”
responds Hal. “All 1 say is that if this
sort of thi §

glad we're p

Vernon Vane bends lower d
over the paces of the sketehbook.

“Dors Jeanne wish to be rich #” lie
asked, quictly.

s She is always talking
about ‘what one could do with money—
wlhere you could go and what you coald

ell her she ought to marry M,

and try it.”
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“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.”

Jeanre looks up, and then down again
at Hal. .

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

“I did not say so,” he replies.

“You 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 Ppiano.

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

Jeanne looks at him with her ques-
tioning gaze.

“And still you are sorry that you
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,” ghe says. “It
is all so bright and gay, and it is so
quict at home.”

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

There is something in his tone, a
twiteh of regret, that brings Jeanne’s
(‘_\(‘*' llp()ll L agam,

“Is it wrong?” she asks. “If you had
lived all your life at the Gate House,
would you “not like a change? Is it
wrong to wish to be rich?”

“Do_you wish to be rich?” asks Ver-
non, watching her face.

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

A shght shade;§]most too slizht to be
perceptible, erosses Wernon Vane’s hand-
some face, Is the child already grown
into a woman?

“Teil me,” he sa
do if you were
Lambton, say?”

Jeanne langhs sofily. It sounds like
an idle question, ands he answers idly:

“What would I do? Oh, T think I'd
have the Naney Dell painted, and get
her a new eail; then 1'd build a big house
witio a Jaboratory for Uncle John—and
then, think where ore eould 2o, and what
one could see. Do yeu know 1 have never
Leen to Londons™

Vernon Vane

$NO2

says

s, “what would you
rich—as rich as Mr.

iles.
Jdem she Jeans

window,
s ber face up to the moon that

serenely on the soft spring
o. 1 have not lived yet—at least,
Mr. Fitzjames says so; he says that I
have been as leep, and living in dreamland
here at Newton Regis; is that true? Is
the world so very different from what I
knrow of it?”

Vernon Vane folds his arms and leans
ack, with a frown on his forchead.

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

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

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

“Well™ savs Jearne., with a smile.

the bie house—ah, then, I

wonld get sone dresses. Do you know”

and holds out her arms toward

him with a frnk little simile—“that this
is my bLest froek?”

He looks dt her, takes in at a glance
the exquisite, supple grace of her atti-
tude, which, unknown to her, has thrown
that =oft, dark dress into elinging, grace-
ful folds; and eves lizht  up and
solten.

Mt-isre

Jeanne 1

“But one gets tired of it, you see, just
as one gets tived of Newton Regis, preity
as it is. O, yes, it must be nice to be
rich—don’t yvou think so?”

He smiles.

“How 1 a poor ar know any-
thinz about it. Miss Jeanne? Now, Mr.
Fitzjames could t2ll you, perhaps—he is
the son of an eari—"’

“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 theaures;
all of which I must see. he says, before
I wake from my dreaum life.”

She lanzhs softlyr unconscious of the
dark cloud which has settled upon her

comp
b A words are the words
of wixd ubtiess,” lie said, “and in

see London, and find

and

at

she

hLis

preity dress,” he says.

Y

suoul

t Hal will go
London g becanse he is

bhow., and wi

es3 expression
“hat had come
?  What dit

'l her half-parted lips

g these questions.

3 \ found her a

*hil wwhalls wi
lnught

ful

hear 1  now

is hand | Had the ille chatter of a London f

changed her?
A ice sounded behind—the Honor-
. Yitzinues had come up behind

Vernon Vane heard the exquisite's

{ flen.

soft, drawling tones murmured in the
girl’s ears, and they filled the listener
with annoyanee and irritation. Sudden-
ly Jeanne went back inte the room, and
the Honorable Fitzjames stepped out on
the balcony with a yawn.

“Halloa!” he said, catching sight of
Vane’s tall figure leaning over the rail-
ing, “getting a breath of fresh air, or
resting your eyes, Vane?”

Now, it was worthy of remark that
the tone and manner in which Clarence
Fitzjames addressed men were very dif-
ferent to those which he used when con-
versing with the fair sex. To Vane his
manner was slightly patronizing, the
earl’s son to the impecunious inter;
though he was quite wise enough to see
that Vane was a gentleman, and some-
times was rather nonplussed by the
quiet, high bred air of the artist.

‘That room—the whole house—is
enough ¢o 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 tco un-
endurable.”

Vernon Vane’s lips curled.

“I should scarcely have though you
]felt’ the superabundance of color so keen-
y.? ]

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 gozd fellow; besides, it‘s rather
amusing; the owd boy is good fun with
his bad grammar and his pomposity, and
there’s a decent cook; the girls are a
bore—an awful bore, but there's been
some amusement lately since the other
one put in an appearance. By Jove!
she’s a perfect find in a place like this.
Whe'l 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
on the—what do you call it ?—desert air,
you know,”

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

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

Vernon Vane still stares at the view
with his hands in his pockets,

The Ionorable Clavence yawned.

“You don’t seem to sympathise, Vane;
den’t go m for this sort of thing, per-
haps? By Georze, 'm rather eglad you
don’t; for I should be inclined to be jl*:).l-
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
Le leans over the balcony

] ¥ and peers into
the shrubbery lying some distance be-
neath. v

“Might have a cirarette here, T sup-
pose,” mutte Ionorable Clarence
languidly. Yes,” he continues, wateh.
ing the thin cloud of oke as it floats
out upon the sweet Spring air; “yes, she's
very tempting, and a fellow might do
worse than fling her lLis handkerchief
and setile dowi.. Jove, what is a
man to do when pecple have made up
their miinds that he's to g
money, and have taken the tro
find a rieh pillmaker’s daughters for him
to choose from? ‘llave a cigarettes”

: thing that sounds like a curt

s the reply.

+]
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The Honorable Clarence foes on
“Yes, a fellow might do
after all, don’t you know
tage is rather risk y, eh?
ing now. ¢

again,
worse; but,
love in a cot-

By Jove, she’s very tempting!
I wonder what my people woulg say if
I were to make a foo: of myself and
marry her?” °

Vernon Vane maves
straightens his back.

“Wkhat are you lookine at down there?”

asks the Honorable Clarence,
. “I'was wondering,” he says, with quiet
intentness, “whether if a man were
l pitched over the balcony, he would break
his neek.”

The ITono
stroles
wonder,

“Don’t know,” he says. “Let’s go in,”
and he pitches his cigarette away.

“Yes, I think we had better,” assonts
the other, with a signifieance whiech is
entirely lost upon tne self-satisfied Hon-
orabie.

Yernon Vane's handsome face looks
grimmer as ..e strides across the room.
e locks, as Miss Georgina whispers in
a sentimental girgle to Jeanne, who has
finished her song and is saying good-
night—*"like an angry prince.”

“He is very handsome, reaily, my dear
Jeanne!” whispers Georgina, “and quite
too charming. don’t yon think? It’s
such a pity that he's only an artist, and
so poor!”

“Is he, is it?” savs Jeanne, with a
little start. and she raises her eyes to
the face that looks, indeed, singularly
handsome and noble in contrast with the
commonplace countcnances of the pill-
maker opposite.

“Good-night, dear—dear Jeanne,” sim-
per Georgina and Mand.

“You are qwite sure you won’t have
the carric Y Mrs. ILambton.
“These spring nights are very danger-
ous: don’t yow th Mr. Vane?”

“Oh, it is quite warm,” says Jeanne;
and so they take their departure, the
Honorable Clarence accompanying them
to the door.

“Let me arrangze vour cloak, Miss Bert-
ram,” he pleads, as tney stand upon the

But Jeanne draws away a little,
and the Honorable Clarence’s hand falls
upon Hal’s shoulder instead.

CHAPTER IX:

“Thank goodress thal's over!” exclaim-
ed Hal, leaping into the road. *“Never
arain with you, Robin, for me, Jeanne.
Wild horses won't drag me into another
feed at the P not that it was a bad
dinner—I don’t say that—Dbut it wanted
a box' of Lambton’s pills to digest it,
in all that glare and glitter,”

Jeanne laughs softly, but reprovingly.

“Hush, Hal! You should not say
such thinzs. It was very kind to ask
you—a boy.”

“On, very kind.” says Ha), tha fneor-
rigible; “but much. of that sort of kind-
ness would kill me. Just look at the
stars, Mr. Vane!” And he clings to
Vernoa Vane's s

slightly and

‘onece  stares  and
with an insolent

onp of

<o mights when pne

feels 1he smile or the coming swnwer in
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That’s her sing- [

the air, and hears the 'music of her
breath among the trees, through which
the stars shine like the shimmer of Jia-
monds in a woman’s hair.

Jeanne looks up ‘and draws a long
breath, and Vernon Vane, looking down,
watches the raps beauty of her face.

“Yes, it is very beautiful,” he says;
but whether he means night or Jeanne’s
upturned face, he did not explain. =

“Beautiful!” echces Jeanne, in a whis-
per; and in her eyes shines the shadow-
less happiness which knows no past. To
her the spring brings no memory of sor-
row, of bitterness, or disappointment.
She cannot tell why, but that spirit of
unrest which fell upon her an hour ago
has vanished, and she feels at peace.
“Did I not tell you that Newton Regis
was lovely in the spring?” she says to
Vernon Vane; “but wait for the sum-
mer!” X

“The summer.” he says, looking far
away ahead. “Yes——perhaps—l am
afraid I may not be here in Newton
Regis 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. i

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

(To be continued.)
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PALE, FEEBLE GIRLS:

e

A Great Responsibiiity Rests
on Mothers of Growing Girls

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 eri-
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. ‘Ihere is only one
absolutely certain way to get mew, rich,
health-giving blood, and that is through
the use of vr. Williams’ Pink Pills. Kv-
ery pill helps to make rich, life-giving
blood, that brings strength to evéry or-
gan in the body and the glow of health
to pale, sallow checks. 'I'housands of
pale, anaemie girls in all parts of Can-
ada have been made well and strong
through the usce of Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills. Mrs. Rachel Johnson, llemford,
N. 8., says “As a result of overstudy in
schocl, the health of my daughter, Ellen,
became greatly impaired. She grew ex-
tremely nervous, was pale and thin, and
suffered from most severe hadeaches.
she had no appetite and notwithstand-
ing all we did for her in the way of
medical treatment, her suffering contin-
ued, and L began to feel that her con-
dition was hopeless, Indeed I began
to fear her mental powers were tailing.
One of my friends strongly urged me to
try Dr. Williams' Pink Pilis, and as 1
was willing to do anything that might
help her 1 sent for a suppiy. After using
the pills for less than a month, we saw
that her vigor was refurning, and in
less than three months her health was
fully restored. Considering the fact that
she had been ill for two years, and that
doctor’s treatment did her not one par-
ticle of good, I think her cure speaks vol-
umes for thke wonderful merit of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills.”

The new blood which Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills actually make, is the whole
seeret of their great power to cure dis-
eases., That is the reason these pills
cure anaemia, heart palpitation, head -
aches and backaches, rheumatism, neur-
algia, kidney troubles, and a host of
other ailments due to bad blood and
weak nerves. But ke sure you have the
genuine with the full name, “Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills for Pale Pcople,” on
the wrapper around each box. If 1in
doubt, write direct to the Dr. Williams’
Medicine Co.. Brockville, Ont., and the
pills will be sent by mail at 50 cents a
box or six boxes for §

LIFE HANGS ON THE MINUTES.
Mime saving is one of the most im-
portant considerations in  all surgery.
Any major operation lasting more than
an hour and a half entails an additional
risk; in operations of long duration the
chances of recovery are (‘olnp:mlti\‘oly
small. This is due to shock,' to the cu-
mulative effect of the anaesthetic, to
los of blood and to  lowering  of the
patient’s temperature by the exposure
of internal arcas to the air. Because
of this t surgeons work with a
mechanical j m  and of
movement. Ilvervthing is before
the operaiion comimences; an a sistant is
at hand to look after the details of ac-
tual work, such as holdine back the
edges of the incision, adjusting the liga-
tures, ete.; an expert in - anaesthesia
handles the chloroform and watches the
subject’s j g respiration, in order
that the onerator’s time may be devoted
wholly «to one point, and a deft nurse,
adept in  the use of ev instrument,
needle chemieal paration, 43 at
the sur w. ready to hand out
1es hefore the word—
ng instruments already filed in
r of thir probable use.
iting « at
New York ho .-got a
varying pere f mortal
ecommon al tion.
“What i nee between the
two operations?” I ked of one of the
Louse staff in attendance.
“About twenty minutes.” he said. sne-
cinetly.—Samuel Adams Hopkins, in 2
Clures’s.
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\MODERN CLOWNS A
WONDER.

It is indeed true that the clown has
changed—that the rising generation does
not see the clown. of his fathers, tl{_ut
the Merry Andrew of the oil-lamp eircus
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 plat;
form.

Three rings and a platform were
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 ome 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 Ringling Brothers’ circus
forty clowns, with all sorts of properties,
l’&'lopering to make a holiday for the small

S,

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 sakimbo
and start the laugh a-rolling by his
shouting his time-honored conundrumss

No longer can the clown depend on
song and sally, for he can’t be heard,
but the almanac and the funny man in
vaudeville keeps his jokes in circulation
while he cudgelz his brains for jokes te
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 eve, each of the forty clowns of
the Ringling show has 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
new estate.

The clown must make up in character.
A coating of bismuth, a dab of bright
red here and there, a Pierrot cap over
his ears and a Pierrot ruffle around his
neck won't do now. He has to make up
as the .dude, as the countryman, as the
confidence man, as the organ grinder, as
the fat policeman, as the lean yokel.
as Mary Ann on her afternoen out—and
when he has made up he has to act his
Jo

of the

The clown act is earefully planned in

detail as the vaudeville turn; each turn
has its cast of, from twe to thre dozen
people, and it is rehearsed with all the
sericusness of an act from Hamlet. The
vay it “goes” is watched with as much
anxiety as if a dramatist’s fame de-
pended on it, and it is trimmed into
shape by the approval or disapproval of
the public very much after the fashion
if nét with the same delicate art, as
o 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 the littlest boy in knickerbockers.
So, too, is the neatly acted tableau of
the Reuben and ‘the wicked city man
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 linea 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
correct as to properties, even down to
the wheeze in the hand organ.

There is the “baby act,” in which one
clown, in the most reprehensible and
impishly lifelike manner, teases his hun-
gry baby brother.

There is Mary Ann, on her afternoon
out, roller-skating with the very fat
policeman and the very thin chappy, and
confiding with her glances to the reserv-
el seats and the bleachers impartially,
“How happy could I be with either, were
t'other dear charmer away.”

There is the clown band on stilts, that
range from the little drum major on his
own short. legs, clear up through the
twelve to the last one, whose legs are
ten feet long. In thns act everyone must
be a musician as well as a elown, for,
however fictitious the legs are the music
is the real thing.

The forty clowns of the Ringlings are
the busiest people in the whole circus,
The great stars’in spangles, the wonder-
ful folk who perform on the flying tra-

, who swing on their teeth from the
tant darkness.in the top of the tent,
gallop madly around the sawdust
rinzs with their long pink legs and little
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Tke clown rehearses four weeks before
the circus goes on tour the art of being
funny, and he rehearses every morning
to keep in practice and keep up with the
times. When 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 fromt
legs of the educated giraffe.
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GIVE IT ROOM,

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

Many buyers of advertising space
make the mistake of trying to get more
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-
ter 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 are
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. No
person cares to wade through a lon,
drawn out story to find in the en
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. A i

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

covered with type, he is mnot losin
any money, for the brief, well displaye
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 acCvertisement is not read.—Whitc’s
Sayings.
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HAPPY DAYS FOR BABY,

The healthy child is a happy child, All
its little troubles vanish when it is di-
gesting its food well and 1s 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, gnd when children
are restless at njght”they alivays give
sound, refreshing sleep. Mrs, A. LePage,
St. Florence, Que., says: “Baby’s Own
Tablets had marvellous results in the
tase of my two months’ old baby. He
was 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. Both children are now
the picture of health, and I am always
praising the tablets to my friends.” You
can 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.
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CARE OF A STRAWBERRY
PLANTATION.

By H. 8. Peart,

VEI990000000000000000000000
(Press Bulletin from the Ontario Agricul-
tural College.)

May is the best month for planting
strawberries, As soon as possible after
setting the ground should be cultivated
to a depth of about two inches in order
to Joosen up the soil. Cultivation should
b2 continued at intervals of about ten
days during the summer, so that a fine
dry earth mulch may be maintained and «
the weeds held in check. Runners reet
much more quickly in loose soil than in
that which is uncultivated. Any blossoms
which may dppear should be pinched out
before the fruit sets. Fruiting the first
scason weakens the plant and reduces
the crop for the succeeding year. The
first runners should be permitted to
grow, as the earlier the runners root the
stronger the plants will be. An average
of eight or ten plants from each one
set ghould give a row sufficiently thizk
for a good yield of fruit. Late formed
runners should be cut ofi because they
form plants too weak to be of any value,
and they also draw nourishment from
the plants already formed.

Mulching is of first importance in
strawberry culture. As soon as the
ground becomes frozen fairly hard in the
fall, the plants should be covered with
a mulch of strawy manure or marsh hay.
This will protect the ground from the al-
ternate freezing and thawing, which
heaves the plants out of the soil, break-
ing their roots and eausing reduced
vields. Then about the mildle of April,
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TLove may he blind, but it will gener-
ally find a way.
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