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The Darkest Hour ;
Or, The Hope That Still Lived.

-Jr
CHAPTER XII—^Continued).

■ Vou’re terribly ill. eir. You don’t look 
f, to -ee to yourself let alone to worry 
»i,„ut lie. We’re alt right; dont, you 

anil we can’t very well come inside 
when we've promised Misa Christine we d 
r0“n Mich on the outside So, if you 
don’t mind. Mr. Hardy, well just stop 
where we are. Even if wo wasnt all 
right even if it cost a bit of uncomfort- 
ablenece, wo ain’t the eues to grumble, 
considering as all, we could do for you 
wouldn’t pay you oack by so much as a 
quarter what you ve done for us. Don t 
you worry about, our eat in neither We 
nil 'ad good meals before leaving ome. 
And I van toll you that, the chap that 
wants to get at you. whoever he is. 11 
ave a nice warm greeting if lie comes 

rousd ere while were on the look-out.
Upon this, the shivering fellow depart

ed hastily befoie Brian had had time to 
renlv. arid the young preacher went ba<-k 
yet once more to the table, and yet once 
more took up the pen.

• To the unknown man who seeks my
ll-l knew nothing of you neither your 
name your age, nor the busisese you fol
low in life. Because I have always tried 
to avoid hurting, not only my fellow-men 
and women, but every other creature that 
God has made. I cannot even suspect the 
reason you can have for harboring so 
grav> a grudge against me that you de
sire to take my life. If I were, rich I 
could understand your persecution bet
ter; but as I am a poor man I cannot see 
what advantage you or any one else could 
possibly derive from my death. It may 
be that my father, unknown to me be
cause he died in my early childhood, did 
you some wrong which may account for 
your desire to injure me. If it be eo. 
which I can hardly believe possible, I 
can only say that I was no party to that 
wrong, but that I am willing to make for 
it any atonement which lies in my power, 
even to the extent of giving up my life.

"This letter tyill never reach unless 
during the next few days you should 
come forth from the mystery which sur
rounds you, and make yourself known as 
a man. like other men. possessing a name 
and a home. If this should actually hap
pen. and I should get to know you while 
s-t.il! I am in the depth of despair into 
which a sudden and terrible grief has 
plunged me to-night, why, then I will 
make a compact with you, and the bar
gain shall be this, that if one year from 
to-night shall find me as unhappy and as 
hopeless as I am now, I will give up my 
life to you, whoever you may be without 
.% murmur and without hesitation, trust- 

1, g only that the God who is chastening 
me will forgive me the sinfulness of the. 
surrender, if sinful it be.

Brian Hardy.”

He pazed at, this curious letter, written 
so oddly in older that he might gain a 
momentary distraction from his grief.
' Strange that it can never reach its des- 
ination,” he said. Then he folded it, and 

put it into a blank envelope. He rose 
again to bin feet and began to pace the 
tent slowly. Presently he stopped, lis
tened to the wild sweep of the sharp wind 
outside, and watched the thick snow
flakes careering madly before it.

"My life has often enough been shadow
ed by threatening clouds,” he said to 
himself. "But they all passed over, leav- 
ng my way the clearer afterwards. Will 

this last cloud the darkest of all, pas 
over, too? Christine believes that it will 
never pass. She believes that we are sepa
rated for ever. But ought we not to have 
better faith than that in the love and 
mercy of God? And yet—only a few hours 
ago- we were within three weeks of be
ing husband and wife, whereas, now, I 
have not the right to go to her home and 
ark to see her or speak to her.”

CHAPTER XIII.

I didn't like to come home with so lit
tle money, after telling you that 1 was 
going to bring nearly a pound ; bo I went 
out to Miss Dare to ask lier to help us a 
little. It made my pride feel bore even 
to think of doing it. but there didn't seem 
to be any other way ; the weather's so bit
ter cold, and I thought of Alice lying s'ck 
here and wanting good food, and getting 
worse every hour for need of it. So I 
went and I even spent two shillings in 
getting there. I couldn’t walk all the 
way,” she explained, lifting her large 
eyes with shame and contrition in their 
depths shame and contrition for heir 
own extravagance, which had proved eo 
fruitless. "I did try to walk, but some
how 1 felt more tired than ever I'd done 
before. And I knew that Miss Dave would 
help us if once I got to her. Only--only— 
when I got there I couldn't ask her.”
It was between five and six in the morn- 

ng, and Maggie Maitland had just reach
ed home, a tired white figure who looked 
as if a whole week's rest, could hardly re
pair sufficiently the strain of exhaustion 
through which she had passed. Behind 
her now, in the doorway of the garret 
room, the large burly form of a police
man blocked the limited space. One of 
his fellow-constables had found Maggie 
as the^ kindly, white-bearded doctor had 
found lier a week or two before, lying in 
a dead faint in the middle of the public 
way. On the former occasion the scene 
had been Trafalgar Square, but this «sec
ond time it had been a sordid street of 
unromantic St-oke Newington. There the 
constable had found her lying in a heap 
on the snow-covered pavement. She had 
been taken to the police station, and 
there had been given a rest and a hot 
meal. The food and the warmth had done 
much to rcctore her failing strength; and 
ae she showed an eager anxiety to go 
home, the particular policeman who now 
stood with her on the threshold of the 
garret to which she had given that sweet 
name of home, had been deputed to ac
company and look after her.

Part, of the long distance had been cov
ered by walking, and the rest had been 
mercifully shortened by a drive in a four- 
wJieeled cab. Even In the midst of her 
thankfulness for this help, Maggie had 
wondered anxiously who would be an
swerable for the cab fare. Hhe and hens 
could not pay It, since all that they -pos- 
r*fsed now was the single shilling which 
she herself was bringing home. She wee 
afraid that this was what her official es
cort- was waiting for as lie lingered in the 
doorway, looking in at the scene within 
the room-^t.he scene whose too manifest 
poverty and mi eery she would have pre
texted that no outsider’s eyes should see.
. reeently the doctor, who had been sit- 

at, the bedside watching Alice, went 
0l-*ind 6P(>lle to him and he went away 
without mentioning the question of 
money. It did not occur to the girl, as 
she watched this little manoeuvre, that 
the doctor had quietly paid the necessary 
amount.

‘TVby didna ye ask her?” the tremb- 
'>ng, old mother inquired now with eur- 
tnee, when she had gathered something 
oi the cense of Maggie's hurried account 
!" ,he. mghte doings. ‘‘What happened 

yo change your mind so that ye 
ecu Id n a ask?”

I don’t know—not exactly.” the girl 
answered in a- confused way. "I could see 

* iv,ae -n trouble. There was an 
flociasnt happened on the read as I went 

\rr- Hardy was walking before me, 
n hed -°Vwae at him from behind

I v.-aa afraid at first that heedge ___ >iinj
-'ae hit. but he wasn’t. But he hasn’tlong frora his illness, and he 

i OTer some thin g and fainted in 
-le load and T had to run on to Miss 
*p(ie. a;,{L lUe ,°‘d lady that's with them 

'hem how he was. There was a 
i ilt V® rV,d Pair waiting in the road 
't tc , 0,1 il1de ibe camping place, though 
» r,i i l''"> -one o'clock in the morning.
THr» r d hport was -there and Lady
“hïf . 1 ,he:n tilkintr together. And
T*... Chr.H.me came to me, and di-
tronh’J ot1 ;v, her I knew she was in 
and™*' 8h®, looked dreadfnj white-white 

.rabT.® ^l,°ugbt to die; she's 
a« t ^ hardly know her. A*

*° yjat
‘foe I knew that «oaaySîng 

tinwtiiri. and Ifelb 
id more bad new» td gf-vo

her. And I felt I couldn't tell her our 
tMory then and ask her for help. I don t 
think I could have done it unless we d 
all been downright starving. I thought 
I'd just come home again and see it wo 
couldn't sell the embroidey shawl on 
Monday. After all, we needn't beg whi.e 
we've got that to bring vs in something, 
even if it's only a little.”

But the be:;t old woman, to whose . 
parent age her brief period of life in Lon
don had already added live years, shook 
her head doubtfully.

"I should like it better if you didna 
think of selling that, my lassie. EtVs the 
only thing your own people can know you 
by when they come one day to seek you 
out and make you a fine lady. It'a our 
plain duty to keep that as long as we can 
manage to keep it, dearie.”

In her turn, Maggie shook her head. A 
faint, sad smile played about, her pale 
and tightened lips although her eyes 
glowed suddenly and unwontedly with 
quick pride and indignation and resent
ment. She threw her thin arms round 
the neck of the adoptive mother upon 
whom the ha id of trouble was now press
ing so heavily.

"Mother, haven't I told you a score of 
times that I’d rather have nothing to do 
with parents that could abandon me as 
mine abandoned me? You needn't trouble 
about their coming tç seek me; if they 
meant, to seek me out at all, they'd have 
done it before now. If they're really rich 
people and high up in the world, as you 
seem to think, they wouldn't want any
thing to do with me now that I’m a shop 
girl. But even if they do come, I sban t 
leave you to go to them after all you've 
done for me. I'll treat them as they’ve 
treated me, and just tell them that I 
mean to stay with you always and al
ways. So, you see, it won't matter much, 
after all, whether we keep the bit of em
broidered shawl or not, will it?”

The wliite-bearded doctor had returned 
into the room after hie dismissal of the 
policeman, and was taking his place 
again beside the helpless child, the treas
ure of this family, who lay near to the 
point of death with pneumonia. With a 
few quiet words, he ordered Mrs. Maitland 
to lie down and rest. The old mother was 
no more than a wreck of her former self 
—the brave self who a little time ago had 
so disastrously left her quiet mountain 
home to follow her adopted daughter to 
devouring London. Maggie had learned 
already that all through this past night 
of watching and suspense she had sat up, 
trembling and weeping, waiting for the 
girl who had promised to come homo ear- 
lv with the money that was to save the 
little sister. When the hours had passed 
without bringing a sign of Maggie's pale, 
sweet you lg face and slender young fig
ure, the old woman had fallen a prey to 
fears of the most terrible kind. London 
had. through its cruel traffic deformed 
the body and blighted the life promise of 
her own child, the little Alice who now 
lay near to dying; what might not the 
monster ciity have done to the ©oareefly 
lees helpless Maggie, the older girl who, 
unaided and unprotected, was fighting 
the b art tie of life, and winning, or striv
ing to win, their bread for them ! How 
might she not have been stricken! Into 
what danger might she not have 
lured?

The doctor keeping hie night-long vigil 
for sheer humanity's sake, by the mat
tress of the little sufferer, had endeavor
ed at intervals to speak comfort to her. 
If Mrs. Maitland bad looked searchingly 
at his face she must have seen that the 
anxiety on it wan almost as keen ee that 
marked on her own faded and furrowed 
countenance. But she did not look at him 
deeply. She was grateful to him for hie 
wonderful and constant, care of Alice, 
but, all the same, hie continued presence 
irked her a little. Her naturel pride re
sented charity In any shape or form; and 
charity was just what this kindly old 
man was for ever pressing upon her.

He had wanted to bring nourishing deli
cacies for Alice; but, passionately tnough 
her heart yearned over her suffering 
child, the sensitive old mother had let. 
him see plainly that she could not accept 
any such gifts. It was true, no doubt, 
that the littie girl needed them and was 
even in more imminent danger of death 
from lack of them. But was not Maggie 
coming home presently with honestly 
earned money to buy whatever was 
ceseary ? In the same way he tried to 
make her presents of wood and coal, so 
that the room might be kept sufficiently 
warm for the little patient to whom, at 
this crisis, warmth meant life itself. But 
still in vain! in vain, although in this 
bitter weather the little heap of burning 
sticks, which was the independent-minded 
old mother's occasional pitiful apology 
for a fire, barely succeeded in banishing 
the glacial degree of coldness from the 
atmosphere of the garret.

To-night, however, the resolute medical 
man had brought a bundle of rugs, and 
had announced that he would not be de
nied the privilege of making up with 
them a bed upon which Mrs. Maitland 
might rest. The old woman's feeble oppo
sition availed nothing, and now, at six 
o'clock, while still the long darkness of 
a London winter night made the dawn 
seem hours distant, she lay down thank
fully on tho improvised couch, and fell 
almost at once into the deep sleep of ex
haustion.

"You'd better go and get some sleep 
too,” Dr. Kendal then said to the white, 
trembling girl, who was standing now 
by Alice’s mattress, looking down yearn
ingly at the sharp pinched features of 
the little sufferer who, only a few weeks 
before, had been a chubby, round-faced, 
full-cheeked child in all the radiance of 
health and grace. "You want rest bad
ly,” he continued to urge very gravely. 
"You are quite worn out. Go and lie 
down beside your mother, and try to get 
tiwo hours’ sleep. I shall keep watch here 
until you wake.”

But Maggie shook her pretty head.
“If you please, I would rather stay here 

and keep watch with you,” she pleaded. 
"It’s true that I'm very tired, but even 
if I were to lie down I couldn’t go to 
eileep. It isn’t easy always to go to sleep 
when you’re troubled in your mind.”

She had sat down at the foot of the 
bed, on the edge of the mattreso, in a way 
which showed that she would»'it easily 
be persuaded to move thence. She did 
move, however, once, and that was to 
cross the room and softly and tenderly 
rearrange one of the rugs which covered 
Mrs. Maitland, who had already sunk into 
a heavy sleep. Then she creipt back to 
her seat on the edge of the bed.

"Troubled in your mind?” The kindly 
old doctor put the question to her in a 
perplexed and almost anxious tone. He 
wee look i ne at her closely. "What 
troubles should you have, at your age? 
You must find it very hard, of course, to 
be the only bread-winner for your little 
family ; but I daresay, things will go 
better with you before very long. I 
mean that you needn’t worry, and you 
ought not to worry—not enough, anyhow, 
to keep you from sleeping.”

"Oh, it isn’t that, sir,” Maggie cried 
quickly. And then she felt herself blush
ing. Even by the light of the cheap 
candle which, quite unassisted by Mrs. 
Maitland's smouldering fire, performed 
alone tho business of illuminating the 
room, the doctor could see that a wave of 
deep red had mounted all over the girl's 
pallid, haggard face, intensifying for a 
moment its undeniable beauty, and sug
gesting possiibilitiee of which her present 
companion and true friend had never be
fore thought. "It’s not that," Maggie re
peated confusedly, seeing that he expect
ed her to epeak again.

"What, is it, then ? It is-----” He hesi
tated, but went on boldily. "Ie it some 
man you are thinking so absorbedly 
about P”

Maggie was silent. Tho old doctor hesi
tated again for a few minutes, and then, 

ing perhaps on the fact that hie 
’ " " ‘ "* > poverty-

on with

If DÏSPEPTIC 
cm SET WELL

By Taking “Fruit-a-tives” 
Says Gapt. Swan

Life is very miserable to those who 
suffer with Indigestion, Dyspepsia, 
Sour Stomach and Biliousness. This 
letter from Captain Swan (one of the 
best known skippers on the Great 
Lakes) tells how to get quick relief 
from Stomach Trouble.
Port Bur well, Ont. , May 8tli, 1913.

“A man lias a poor chance of living 
and enjoying life when he cannot eat. 
That was what was wrong with me. 
Loss of appetite and indigestion was 
brought on by Constipation. I have 
had trouble with these diseases for 
years. I lost a great deal of flesh 
and suffered constantly. For the last 
couple of years, I have taken “Fruit- 
a-tives” and have been so pleased with 
the results that I have recommended 
them on many occasions to friends and 
acquaintances. I am sure that “Fruit- 
a-tives” have helped me greatly. By 
following the diet rules and taking 
“Fruit-a-tives’’accordingto directions, 
any person with Dyspepsia will get 
bcneül"- H. SWAN

“Fruit-a-tives”are sold by all dealers 
at 50c. a box 6 for $2.50, or trial size 
25c. or sent postpaid on receipt of price 
by Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

,L UNDER FIRE «

presuming „ long-continued kindness to the 
eindkon little family had given hi 
;jbing of^nght rto eoeak, he went

• Pei-tops y<m »t 
man? La tibia eo Vate engaged

>r
to some

There was another interval of silence, 
broken only by the ticking of llie clock 
that had been brought all the way from 
the broken-up home in Scotland, and by 
the heart-rendingly heavy breathing of 
the sick child. ...

"Will the live, e r? Oh, will she live? 
Maggie cried, struck suddenly with new 
terror by that painful breathing. She 
had started up, and was looking at Alice 
with eyes full of au anguish of anxiety.

"I hope so, with God's blessing,” the 
doctor answered earnestly. "I will do 
my beet still, ae I have done all along 
But I roust tell you that her chance would 
be greater if she had better food and a 
good fire in the room to keep the temper
ature high. It would make me happy to 
provide these tilings, if your mother 
would left. me. But she will not let, mo. 
She seems to prefer that her child should 
run a closer risk of death. But we will 
talk of that afterwards. I want you first 
to answer ray question. I thought you 
were alone in tha world, but now I sus
pect that you are waiting for some one 
who in his turn ie waiting for you. Tell 
mo, is this so?”

Maggie nodded again blushing. ‘ Yes, ' 
she admitted in a whisper.

The doctor’s face seemed to have chang
ed its expression a little since her speak
ing of that- "Yes.”

"Will you tell me hie name?” he asked 
in a low tone. Bhe told him frankly

"Hi* name is Alexander Dare, eir.”
The doctor started slightly. ‘ You don't 

mean Alexander Dare, the ;>ephew of Sir 
Randolph Dare?” he asked quickly.

Maggie Maitland nodded igain.
"Yes eir. He's Sir Randolph’s nephew, 

it’s true. But he's very poor, for all that. 
His uncle never would help him the least 
little bit, and he couldn’t get anything 
to do in England, eo he’s gone abroad to 
see if he can’t make enough money bome- 
how for us to get married upon. But now 
he's joined in some fighting that’s going 
cn out there, and so, even if he doesn't 
get killed, he's sure to be a long time get
ting on well enough to come home. I 
came up here to London, thinking that 
if I could get work here it would be bet
ter paid than in the country, and so 1 
should be able to save a little myself to 
help him. But that doesn’t seem likely 
now. I’ve come to see that it may be very 
hard ifor me even to get the bread for the 
three of us.”

The doctor was pitting upright on the 
broken-sealed cane chair which he occu
pied. He was facing her, with his eyes 
looking straight into hers.

"Then you don’t know the new position 
that Alexander Dire is in?” lie asked her 
quickly.

In her turn Maggie looked art him fix
edly 8hs was silent, not understanding 
enough of what he had said to ask him 
for a clearer explanation.

"There was a rumor going about last, 
night that Mr Ronald Dare, Sir Ran
dolph's second son. had met his dearth by 
an accident,” he told her. "It happened 
ito be true, and if it is true it means that 
your Alexander Dare is now the heir to 
the baronetcy. Why do you look eo 
frightenedP You ought to be glad.”

He wee looking art. her closely. For the 
second time Maggie had risen suddenly to 
her feet under stress of the agitation 
which hie words had roused in her. Now 
her brain seemed to be dazed, and her 
heart was as heavy as load within her.

"Was this news about Mr. Ronald in the 
newspapers?” she asked.

To be continued.)--------*--------
PENSIONS FOR SOLDIERS.

British Commons Committee Makes 
Its Report.

A special committee of the British 
House of Commons, which has been 
considering the matter of pensions 
for fighting men and their widows, 
has at last made its report, recom
mending largeJy increased rates for 
all classes of pensioners. The new 
rates, if approved by Parliament, 
are to take effect March 1.

Under the new scheme the rate 
for total disablement will be $6.26 
a week, with an additional allow
ance of 63 cents a week for each 
child. In case of partial disable
ment, the soldier is to receive 
“such amount as with the wages 
which the man may be deemed capa
ble of earning will amount to $6.25 
a week,” with a discretionary al
lowance not exceeding 63 cents a 
week for each child.

All the committee’s recommenda
tions show about a hundred per 
cent, increase over the rates in ef
fect prior to the war.

A widow without children is to re
ceive from $2.50 to $3.75 a week; 
if there are children, this amount 
is substantially increased.

The allowance for wives whose 
husbands are at the front is in
creased to a rate from $3.15 a week 
for those who are childless to $6.25 
a week for the mother of four chil
dren.

The question of pensions to offi
cers will probably be dealt with 
later by the committee. At pre
sent the widow of a flag officer, cap
tain or commodore is given $600 a 
year, with an allowance of about 
$100 a year additional for each 
child.

It is a good thing to love your en
emies, but it’s better not to have
any.

This narrative of a typical day in 
the siege warfare that has been go
ing on so long in France and Bel
gium comes from the letter of an 
English infantryman on the firing 
line, that is printed in the London 
Times. The fighting is laborious 
and monotonous work ; there is lit
tle of the pomp or the glory of war 
about it. Even in a successful ac
tion, the infantryman is principally 
concerned with keeping under cover 
and getting his rifle to work.

“We had been digging trenches 
all day in heavy soil after a hard 
fight the day before, and had been 
persistently shelled. Only one man 
was killed, but we had lost three 
of our horses, including two from 
our 'cooker. ’

“We had hoped to be able to get 
some sleep, but at midnight were 
roused up and had to march off a 
mile or so and start digging again. 
It was a ease of a race against time, 
for at daybreak we were certain to 
be shelled. We dug hard all through 
the night, and when the dawn came 
we had got down about four feet, 
through the stickiest clay I have 
ever had the misfortune to have to 
shift. We planted turnips all along 
the parapets (it was in the middle 
of a root field), and then sat down to 
try to get some sleep. The trench
es were not big enough to lie down 
in.

“The shelling soon began, and 
lumps of earth began to come oyer 
from where the shrapnel was hitting 
the ground in front. One of them 
burst just on the parapet of our 
small trench, and half buried the 
men who were in it, but they were 
pulled out unhurt. That was the 
only damage we suffered, although 
nearly or quite sixty shells must 
have dropped very near us.

“We were not allowed to have 
much rest, though, for in another 
hour wc got the order to advance. 
The German artillery now began to 
leave us and search for our guns on 
the crest bellind, so we got out of 
our trenches in comparative peace 
and advanced in open order across 
the fields. ... In another half 
hour we had got to another ruined 
farm, behind which we waited for 
the rest of the line. Soon we saw 
them advancing to our right, and 
got the signal to carry on. In little 
parties we left the farm and crawled 
along the ditches until we lined up 
along a hedge another quarter of a 
mile on and here we came under 
very heavy shrapnel fire. Every few 
seconds the shrapnel came whistling 
and tearing through, the tall pop
lars of the hedge, behind whose 
trunks we crouched. A bit of s-hell 
as big as a brick went over my right 
shoulder within an inch of my ear. 
It was only a matter of time before 
we should lose men, of course, so 
when we had got breath we moved 
off in file to the left up a ditch that 
led to eome out-house's, and lined 
out at five paces’ interval just be
yond it.

“The rifle fire now began to make 
itself felt, and as we continued our 
advance I noticed, in a kind of cas
ual way, little heaps of khaki, and 
saw wounded men being tied up or 
making their way to the rear.

“Soon the prisoners began to 
come in. and before long we had 
more than we could do with. We 
sent them back in little parties un
der a few men, using the slightly 
wounded for preference. Some of 
our men had taken a trench or two 
with, the bayonet.

• With about a hundred men we 
got along to a burning farm a little 
to our left front, and from there 
had a splendid field of fire at the 
enemy’s position. The farmyard 
was full of burning straw, but 
round it were playing a litter c! 
little white pigs. Soon a shrapnel 
came and knocked over a couple of 
them. I felt so sorry for them as 
they lay there ; they had been so 
full of fun chasing each other all 
over the place—such a contrast to 
what was going on about them.”

Children Cry for Fletcher’s

The Kind You Have Always Bought, and which has been 
In use for over 30 ycais, has borne the signature of 

, and has been made under his per
sonal supervision since its infancy. 
Allow no vne to deceive you in this. 

All Counterfeits, Imitations and “ Just-ns-good ” are but 
Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of 
.Infants and Children—Experience against Experiment.

is CASTOR IA
Castoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Pare
goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups. It is pleasant. It 
contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotic 
substance. Its age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms 
and allays Feverishness. For more than thirty years It 
has been in constant use for tho relief of Constipation, 
Flatulency, Wind Colic, all Teething Troubles and 
Diarrhoea. It regulates the Stomach and Bowels, 
assimilates the Food, giving healthy and natural Sleep, 
The Children’s Panacea—The Mother’s Friend.

GENUINE CASTORIA ALWAYS
1 Bears the Signature of

The Kind You Have Always Bought
In Use For Over 30 Years ,
THE CCNTAUN COMPANY, T7 MURRAY «TWIXT. NEW VOWK CITY.

A Close Observer.
Young Hibbard was exhibiting 

Rome photographs to a charming 
girl, with whom he was very much 
in love.

‘‘This one,” he said, handingher 
a picture, “is my photograph with 
two French poodles. Can you re 
cognize me V*

“Why, yes, I think so,” replied 
the young woman, looking intently 
at the picture. “You are the one 
with the hat on, are you not?”

Still a Nomad.
"Why did your wife leave you?” 

“Force of habit, I guess. She was 
a cook before I married her.”

WHOOPING COUGH
SPASMODIC CROUP ASTHMA COUGHS 

BRONCHITIS CATARRH COLDS

_ Eli 1879 _______________ ________
A simple, safe end effective treatment avoiding 

» I?' v*Porlzed Cresoieoc stops theparoxyeme 
of Whooping Cough and relieves Spasmodic 
Croup at once. It is a Boor» to sufferers from 
Asthma. Tbealr carrying the antiseptic vapor, in
haled with every breath,------------‘-------
makes breathing easy; 
soothes the sore throat 
and stops the cough, 
assuring restful nights.
It la larahaMe M mother» 
with yang childrea.

Send us potted for 
deterIptlve booklet

VAPO-CRL,
UeadsaMiUs

Plowing in the Fall.
Plowing early in t-he fall liberates 

more plant food for the spring crop 
and conserves more moisture. By 
loosening the surface soil, thus al
lowing the air to penetrate, the soil 
particles which contain phosphor
ous, potassium, and lime are caus
ed to oxidize, which sets free these 
elements for the plant, writes Mr. 
W. H. Frazer. The soil compounds 
originally are very complex and are 
practically of no benefit to the crop 
until they are acted upon by the 
air, the solutions in the soil, and 
plant juices, bo as to decompose 
them and make them much simpler. 
Fall plowing has a tendency to let 
the rains percolate into the soil bet
ter, which tends to dissolve and 
break up the compounds for the use 
of the spring crop.

Bacteria, which are found in the 
soil in countless numbers, generally 
work better where oxygen from the 
air is readily available, and these 
in turn break up the organic mat
ter of the soil into similar com
pounds, liberating nitrates or ni
trogen food for the plant. This is 
one of the most essential elements 
for the early growth of the plant. It 
is often noticed that spring plow
ing will not cause crops to lodge so 
badly as fall plowing. This is ex
plained by nitrogen being set free 
to a large extent in the loose, por
ous, fall-plowed than in the more 
compact soil.

The moisture problem is also a 
valuable one from the standpoint 
of productiveness of the soil. As 
stated above, by opening up the soil 
the fall rains percolate much more 
rapidly into the soil, while there is 
a mulch formed on the surface 
which tends to prevent the water 
from the subsoil going directly to 
the surface and being evaporated. 
Early fall plowing makes a reser
voir of the subsoil, storing the wa
ter for the crop in the spring. Often 
where the ground is a jlttle roûling, 
the water will run off before it has 
time to soak in when the soil is 
compact and hard. Those who have 
practised summer fallowing know 
that it increases chanoe-s for a good 
yield the following season, and this 
is largely due to the liberation of 
plant food in the soil and conserva 
tion of moisture. Falll plowing -'.3 
very similar, only the soil has not 
quite so long to bring about these 
changes as in case of summer fal 
lowing. Where possible it is near
ly always advisable to plow as ear
ly *n the fall as possible.

Fireproof Wood.
To make wood fireproof, slake a 

small quantity of fresh lime and 
add water until it has the consist
ency of cream, stir well and add 
one pound of alum, twelve ounces 
of commercial potash, and about 
one pound of salt. Stir again, and 
ajapl.v while hot. Two or three coats 
wall keep wood fireproof for many 
month 8.

Sixth—Don’t cut my feet too 
much when I’m shod.

Seventh — Don’t overdrive and 
underfeed me.

Eighth—Remember that I have 
feelings.

Ninth -Don't water me, when l 
have been driven a long distance, 
until I am cool.

Tenth—Talk to me kindly.
Eleventh—Treat me as you would 

like to be treated if you were * 
horse.

A Horse’s Eleven Requests.
First—Don't pound or beat me. 
Second—Cover me when I am too 

warm or too cold.
’Third’—Don’t stand me in a draft. 
Fourth—Don’t overload me. 
Fifth—Don1* compel me to work 

when I?m eidk.

C ON SI I) I RATE ELEPHANTS.

Refuse to Injure Natives When 
They Attack Them.

In 1905, writes the veteran big 
game hunter, E. Tord ay, in the 
Wide World Magazine, I found my
self near the lnzia River, an im
portant affluent of the Kwilu, flow
ing through a fertile region which 
is infested by herds of elephants, a 
source of constant anxiety and fre
quent losses to the agricultural in
habitants.

In a country like this, where he 's 
not hunted by man in the ordinary 
way and the only mearns for his de
struction are cruel but easily avoid
ed pitfalls, the elephant- is decided
ly good natured.

We were told by the mission boys 
at Pana that in the rainless seasoD, 
when their usual haunts are dried 
up, the elephants frequently wan
der near the river and attack the 
plantations. The natives try to 
drive them away with sticks. "Bub 
it is no good hitting them or throw
ing stone-s at them,” I was told ; 
“they generally re-fuse to take any 
notice. Sometimes a. mother with a 
calf will turn on us and chase us 
for a hundred yards or so, but no 
real harm is meant, and the animat 
is not really angry, for all the sign * 
of fury—spread ears and raieed 
trunk - are absent. All the same 
we do run away, although we know 
there is no danger. One day a boy 
fell when thus pursued, but the ele
phant only threw sand on him.”

As I have myself seen a man just 
pushed out of the way by one of 
the-ee good natured monsters, when 
the animal had more than enough 
provocation to kill him. 1 was in
clined to accept this account as 
true.

Many a great man is never heard 
of twenty mules from home.

CORNS CUREDTT A ^ ,N 24 HOURS
You can painlessly remove any corn, either 

hard, »oit or bleeding, by applying Putnam'» 
Corn Extractor. It never burns, leaves no ecay 
contains no acids ; Is harmless because composed 
only of healing gums a nd balms. Fifty yearn in 
uaa. Cure guaranteed. Sold by all druggists. 
26c. bottles. Refuse substitutes.
PUTNAM’S PAINLESS 

CORN EXTRACTOR

1 OVER 05 YEARS' 
t EXPERIENCE

Patents
Trace MARKS

'tnMIW Design» 
r eVTWT ' Copyrights Ac.

aurons lending a sketch and description »gy 
nntckly ascertain our opinion free whether an 
1nveml1.il Is probably patentable. Cojnm’jolea- 
ttons strictly confident la:. HANDBOOK on Putanta sent free. Oldest »atpcy fat sévnrmg patenta.

ratents taken throned >ttmn * Vo. tacalYa 
epitlal notice, without ch»rgo, is

Scientific Jfinericatt.
handsomely llloatrated vr->»hly. JAigeet <
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