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TO TEST IS TO KNOW

Get a packet from your Grocer and try it

- “SALADA”

|

CEYLON TEA is the Purest end Most Delicious
tea on the market.

Lead packets only.

40c, 80c and 60c per Ib.

At all grocers.

HIGHEST AWARD ST. LOUIS, 1904

\While these two were drinking great
draughts from the fountain of love
which had suddenly sprung up in the de-
sert of despair, as it were, Hal rode as
fast a8 his horse could bear him to
Forbach. The reason he did not meet
Vane amd Clarence was because - ‘the
straight road was too tedious for our
young dero, and he went as the crow
flies, regardless of the laws of trespass
and the high hedges, over which the
bay mare, who was well filled with corn,
and had drank a° pint of ale as a re-
fresher, hopped quite willingly.

- Riding straight into the castle yard,
Hal, much to his surprise, met with
quite a reception. For, instead of the
usual orderly quictude lights were flash-
ing about in all directions, stable helps
were running to and fro and the grooms
were hurriedly harnessing some of the
horses.

At sight of Hal, dusty hot and per-
spiring, and the more, hot and excited,
with her smooth skin flecked with
foam—there was a general hum of ex-
citement and a gathering around hin.

Hal, at once conciuding that his es-
capade had been discovered, got off the
mare coolly, and flung the bridle to a
groom, who took it with a stare of as-
tonishment.

“Well,” eaid Tal, turning around to
all ints of the group, “what’s the
matter? castle on fire?”

Before any of them could reply a tall
form came stridiing down the yard with
a lamtern in his hand.

1t was lord Nugent. He stared for
« minute at Hal, then beckoned him to
follow.

“So youw've come back, Mastel Tlal,
have you?” eyeing him up omd down.

and his face, yellower than ever, was
wrinkled in every direction.

“Gientlemen,” he said, with his polished
bow and a sharp glance around the
room, “a thousand pardons for present-
ing myself at this extraordinary hour.
I beg n thousand pardons.”

“Don’t mention it, count,” said Nu-
gent, in his straightforward way, as he
shook the count’s hot and feverish hand;
“anything the matter”

i hope, I sincerely hope nothing seri-
ous, my lord,” replied the count, again
serutinizing the apartment covertly;
“put we are very much alarmed, and ex-
tremely anxious—"

“By " Jove, youre in the same boat
with us, then!” said Nugent.

“Ah!” said the count—“indeed! I mo-
ticed signs of unusual excitement in the
yard. What has happened?” l

“Pell us your news first, count, and
let’s see if we can help you,” said Nu-
gent. “Anybody ill I hope not.”

“No, no one is ill—at least, I hope
not.” said the count, fixing his piercing
little eyes upen Nugent’s ingenuous face.
“The fact is. gentlemen, we are much
alarmed at the villa by the unaccount-
able disappearance of the Princess Ver-
ona!”

“What!” exelaimed Nugent, amazed;
then he exchanged glances with poor
Bell, and looked down.

Simple Bell, of course, at once looked
toward the curtains. Both men knew at
once what Hal had been engaged in, but
both were puzzled to compreliend his
return. \Where was the princess?”

“Yes,” said the count, upon whom nei-
ther Nugent's averted gaze, nor Beil’s
confusion were lost; “yes; the princess
had retired to her rcom, complaining of
a headache.”

said Nugent,
I helj ‘y‘g: 1 Candidly, 'l help you first
and fight you afterward; in my hum-
ble opinion, the princess has not accom-
panied either the marquis or any of the
other guests who are absent from the

search 1”

“] am always.at your servioce, Y
cheerfully; “and mow csn

Would you like to institute &

The count was about to reply, when
Bell, who had been in & cold terror at
the challenge which had been given and
accepted, stepped out of the position he
had maintained like a statue, and in
shifting allowed the light from the sin-
gle candle—his bedroom one — to fall
upon a bright object which peeped be-
neath the curtain.

It was the spur on Hal’s left boot. In

but he did not move a muscle, and even
turned his back as he bowed to N.ugent.

“Thanks, my lord,” he said, yvxth a
smile that caused his eyes to dmt_;pgelr
under a perfect network of wrinkles.
«I would mnot for the world be guilty
of so impolite an intrusion; your word
is quite sufficient. Permit me to apolo-
gize for disturbing you, and to assure

ou of my eternal gratitude.” :

“You’re quite welcome, count,” said
Nugent. “I can only repeat that I
haven’t the remotest idea where the
princess is, and my profound convietion
that she is not with the marchioness.”

“A thousand thanks, my lord. Gen-
tlemen, 1 must take my feave. Good-
night, or, rather, good-morning, for I
see the dawn is at hand.”

And, with his most finished bow, he
walked out.

Almost before the hall door had closed
Hal burst out from behind the curtain,
al aflame with passion.

“QOh, Nugent, I'm on fire! To hear
the old scoundrel talk in that cold blood
way of hunting her down, and not be
able to knock the life out of his var-
nished old body !”

“Steady !’ exclaimed Nugent. “He'll
hear you, and be back to Eut a bullet
through your unvarnished ody ! And
so,that is your little game, Master
Hal I’

“Oh, Hal!” groaned Bell.

“And did you think I was going to
Jeave her to the mercy of that heart-
less old wretch ?” almost shouted Hal.
Do you know that he meant to carry
her ‘off to Russia to-day ?”

“And, instead, you have carried her—
where §” said Nugent.

Hal cooled down.

“Look here, Nugent, and you, Bell,”
he said, wiping the perspiration from his
face, “there’s mo_ time to tell you all
about it; the princess isn’t five-and-
twenty miles from here, and if he gets
scent of her whereabouts, we are lost.”

“What ! and you left her alore ” ex-
claimed Nugent.

“Ig it likely ¥’ rctorted Hal. “No,
Jeanne is with her.”

“And Vane, too ?” exclaimed Nugent,
sinking into a chair, laughing with re-
lief.

“No, not Vane said Hal. “I don’t
know where Le is!”

And Nugent started up again.
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The Life of
Centenarians

On the closer study of the life of cen-
tenarians, we perceive how an optimistio
belief in their strength has helped them
to bear the weight of their years. Baron
Waldeck, who died in Paris in 1875, at
the age of 109, never ceased to entertain
the “suggestion” that he had still long
to live, At the age of 102 he undertook
for the firm of Didot, so Pierre Giffard,
his biographer, affirms, a three volume
‘:ncyclopudn' , treating of archeology.

followed at a safe and discreet distance,
but quite near enough to keep his quarry
within sight and sound. ‘

CHAPTER XLIV.

“Vernoa! Verona!”

Roused by Jeanne’s voice, Verona
awakens to find the sun stealing through
the lattice window and falling on Jean-
ne’s face. s

“Where am I—oh, Jeanne! Yes—ye¢s,
I remember; and I have been asleep!

“Like a child, dear!” says Jeanne,
and she stoops to kiss her. Verona puts
her arm around Jeanne’s neek, and then
looks at her suddenly and questioning-
ly. Is it the sun on the face that looks
down on her lovingly, or what is it that
has made Jeanne’s beauty so strangely,
so freshly bright?

The face was pale, and wistful, and
sad, as Verona had often seen it, last
night; now it is alight with a strange,
vivid happiness, and blushes—actually
blushes—as she evades Verona’s ques-
tioning gaze.

“Are you—awake-—quite
says Jeanne.

“Yes, dear Jeanne! And you—jyou
have been asleep! How well you look
—and—and different somehow! ~Ah, you
have some good news!”

“Of Hal? No, not yet,” says Jeanne;
“hut—but Vane, my husband”—how she
lingers on that sweet title!—"“my hus-
band is here.”

“The marquis?” says Verona, rather
alarmed.

“Yes; don’t be frightened dear,” says
Jeanne, smiling; “he is, and always will
be, your friend. Come, be quick and
dress, and I will go and see to the break-
fast. There is no fear now, that Vane
is here.”

awake?”

(To be continued.)
—_———

AGONIZING NEURALGIA

=

Due to Paor Weak Blood. Dr.’
Williams’ Pink Pills Will
Iusure a Care.

market.

corp left by the steers.
stituting @& by-production

large proportion of them

of doing because they feel

fallen to a level with the

“Wiltshire” sides.

the Ontario Agricultural

duction, the lusty,

bacon hogs should be,
There Is much aif

Bacon Hog
Production

$000000000000000000000000¢  Lhiers s 2 drawing ‘master, was present
It the bacon trade of Canada 1n\to\¥:; away under MacMahon, almost

tinue to improve it Is necessary that
raisers adhere to the class of animals most
suited to the requirements of the British |

duct which is usually from ten to fifteen &
ghillings per hundred and twenty pounds W€ took tOgethgr lll.m'def v
lower than tho quotations for Canadian among other things in the heights of

It seems to be very genera;ly‘ a‘upposed
that pork is more cheaply and eas! ly pro- Ry
duced from hogs of the thick, short Amerl- intense curiosity M. W. set to work to
can breeds than from the three English study “the secret” of the master’s pro-

breeds which are favored for bacon produc- i o had heard tell
tion. Why suck a bellef. should be so gen- cedure. The pﬂmtu wh d_he

eral is difficult to understand, as repeated of ﬂ}“ venerable age of his visitor, said
fests conducted at varlous experiment sta- to him respectfully:

tions have shown that hogs olbthed York-
shire, Berkshire and Tamworth breeds pro- ' s »
duce pork 'as cheaply as those of Poland you, Admiral.
China, the Chestter White or the Duroc fory g
Jersey breeds. In the opinion of Prof. Day, cf smiling, 4] have plenty of time before

foremost among authorities on bacon pro-
growthy pig ‘ot tl‘:lo
bacon type is the most economical pork- Y
sker e have, especially when reared, as ing year M. W. renewed the lease of his

foods 8s TQOLS, solllnﬁ crops and (alyy offal.

'sroncé of opinion re-
garding the cost for which hogs fit for mar-
ket can_be produced; gud there is probably Rouge Huyshe ,at the age of 111, was by
o ';mlch at ;re’ﬁﬁé cb.tt"“ntgm :05' to on® po means cut off, up to the end of her
leeder and the cost to another ag (3 3 ’ Q! v
theso opinions. Under genexal conditions days, from the 01“31 ¢ “,oﬂd' She receiv
the production costs in the neighborhood of ed visitors and qmzﬂoncd them on the

d with his idea that the m
'tian civilization descended in a

D & s a aaasaaa s s line from the Mexican, he extracted from
4 ‘

his ardent work reasons for going on
living. Born under Louis XV. and having
travelled at the time of La Perouse, this
man breakfasted with and the
Abbe Welille, counted Camil
lins among' his friends, knew
as a sub orderly-officer in Egypt and

Desmou-

at a series of revolutions, and P
in the
plentitude of his intellectual forces.

M. Rigaud ,the senior mayor of France,

whom I met during the jtion * of

In the production of hogs of the lard type | 1000, told me that at the age of 92 he
Canzda cannot compete euccessfully With | wag 'in the habit of rising at four in the
the United States. A visit to Chicago Stock ' morning and :
Yards and to western cattle feeding centers g A Wi 1
atford ample evidence of this. A large pro- work, after rubbing himself co!
portion of cattle are fed on snapped or | water.
shelled corn. Herded with these are hogs
that thrive and fatten on the undigested

immediately

“How about your 92 years?” I asked,

h - | emiling. y
'g:’mc:m:g:“g?:‘ I pever look at them,” he eaid good-

are produced at a cost much lower than naturedly.
pork can be raised in Canada. All United
States hogs are not fed in this way but a

As a contractor for public works he
have at leastaa- | was still at that period personally sup-

vantage of cheap corn, then which, there 1s erintending his workmen.
no better feed- for producing fat hogs of the *
lard type. Let the Canadian farmer go hack
to the thick; fat type of hog, as some talk

One of my friends, a most distinguish-
ed Englishman, M. W., whom, in spite
they have a griev- of his 87 years, I am careful not to call

ance with the packer, and it will not be long an old man, leads as active a life as if he
before the price of Canadian becon willhave yere no more than 30. I shall never for-

United States pro- oot o walk of some hours’ duration which

to visit,

Montmartre, the studio of L. Dburmer,
one of our greatest pastel painters. With

“There are no longer any secrets to
“Don’t you rely on that,” said M. W.
College, Who 1S me, and I may yet come into competi-
tion with you.”

And as o matter of fact, in the follow-

largely* on sueh London house for 99 years.
Mrs. Margaret Neave, who died in 1004
in the Jsland of Gucrnsey, 4t her estate

b o
LW 2oad

wn -

2O~ O

: . Neuralgia i i A s

;  “And—and you bave left your sister, \'ou: \\'h%;l:(l‘ sl-sstgf i:u:\?::k i’ﬁg tz“:f five dollars per hundred pounds on an aver- affairs of the day. As long as Queen Vic-

—those two girls alone! — where, in 24 T Y RS m- ' age. In summer under favorable conditions toria was alive, she never failed to send
£ tteaven 1” strung. hose sharp, stabbing pains | the cost may be somewhat lessened but in :

the \“tazll,;sr%ache’?‘\a(i‘:ll ;I“] “They’re quite *F° caused by your jangled © herves. | winter pork can hardly be produced at the an ﬁ"’““ﬁ:ﬂ aﬂ“gr;r‘ of congra]t.\lﬁth:‘:

“f;_ccorm‘ o e n yre q But your nerves would not be jangled | fiEure Pntioned. As in all other lnes of on her birthday. The Queen replied wi

safe ge i 5

production the cost will vary according to affection and carcfully examined the

“\What on earth i3 the mutter?” “Ikey always do; thal's the excuse,”
“ 1 was just going to ask you that,” multo‘rcd Nugent. . :

aaid Hel. “Surcly o fellow can take *1 beg your pardon,” said the count,

an evening ride without creating all | bending forward. |

this confusion.” “Pray go on,” said Nugent.

“An evening Ttide!” echoed Nugent,
grimly. “Come, that won't do! What
have you been up fe? for T'll be sworn
vou hoM the key to all this mystery.”
" aWhat mystery?” asked Hal cautious-
lv: “let us go in while you tell me,
1 want 4o sce Vane.”

“yane!” exclaimed Nugent, stopping
ehort. “Iasn't he been with you then?”

“Not exactly!” said Hal, emphatical-
ly.

“Then, where the devil is he, and
Nugeatt. “Don’t you know? I'm pretty
where are the rest of theni?” demanded
well the only person left in the castle,
Lady Ferndale has gone, disappeared,
vamghed! Vane has disappeared; that
§ool Clarence has disappeared —could ac-
ocount for him if he hadn’tleft his port-
monteau behind; Lady Lucelle is sud-
denly summoned to England, by a
ahost, apparently, for there are mo
telegrams at this time of night; and, to
make the comedy complete, Ned, one of
the grooms, is found bourd hand and
foot and gageed, in a stable, from
which most of the saddle horses scem-
ed to have disappeared also!”

TIal, aghast at the major part of this
jnformation, could not suppress a grin
at the latter.

“Gagged, was he?” he said =aid cool-
iy. “Serves bim right.”

“Perkaps so, no doubt,” saidl Ngent,
i ;, “but perhaps you'll Kkin Iy
explain.
ilal sank onto a chair—they had
reached the smoking-room by this tine
—and motionel to Nugent to shut the
door.

“f,00k here, Nugent,” said le, “Jeanne
is all right, 1 know.”

“Thank H on!” eaid Nuzent, who,
for afl Xis lichtand earelss manner,
was inwardly troubled.

“Thanks Ilcaven!” echoes a voice be-
hind them, and Bell, pale and anxious,
came forward.

“Yes, Jeanue's all right; Qoa’t alarm
yourself Bell. I left her—ahem—saie
and sound, and in good company. As
to the rest I know no more than you

”

“But the man in the stable?” queried
Nugont,

“Qh,” said Hal; “that’s all riekt too.
My man, George, will explain that. I've
mo doubt. The fact is. Nugent, Bell, 1
can't be as explicit as ¥ could wish;

ther people concerned, you know.”

“What other people?” demanded Bell,
but before Hal could answer, satisfac-
torily or olherwise, there was a knock
at the door.

“Oh, George,” groaned Nugent. “here’s
the Lambtons, no doubt, come to ask if
it's robbers or fire! We've kept the
eastle as quiet as possible, but there
has been such a row dn the stables,
horses coming and horses going, that I
don't wonder at everybedy being dis-
turbed. I'm off. Tl lease you to ex-
q‘.;ﬁm If Lady Ferndale is ail right.

"m satisfied; the rest can take care of
themselves.”

I was not either of the Lambions,
but Willis, who, disereet, as usnal,
though looking mightily curious, just
?ub iz head in at the door, and cough-

1 apologetically, said:

“Gount Mikoff, my lord, wishes to see
the marquis.”

“So do a great many of us,” said
Nugent, sarcastically.
“Tell the count——" but he stopped,
hearing footsteps in the hall, and Ifal,
whose cars were sharp also, darted be-
hir.d the curtains, as the court, politely
but firmly, pulling Willis aside, entered
the room.

Agitated and excited, the count, true
{0 his code. was still cautious and seli-
porscesed; he was even dressed with his

usual care, though covered with dast,

)

“Comiplaining of a slight headache, her
companion refrained from disturbing her
unti! the hour for dinner, when knock-
ing, and not recciving any answer, she
deemed it best to leave her mistress,
concluding she was asleep, undisturbed.
Imagine our astonishment and distress,
my lord, when, upon return, we discov-
ered her highness’ room empty, and no
sign of her to be discovered in any part
of the house or grounds!”

Nugent nodded. 1le couldn’t express
any astonislunent, for he had jumped at
the whole truth.

“Of course you gave the alarm?” said
Nugent, for the sake of saying some-
thing.

The count smiled.

“You have forgotten that her high-
ness’ reputation was at stake. We did
not even apprise her father or a servant
of her disappearance, but I, mysclf,
started in pursuit to Baden.”

“Why to Baden?” said Nugent.

“pecause—for a hundred reasons,”
said the count, waving his hand. *“As
you see, 1 failed to overtnke her, or to
discover any trace of her.”

“The telegraph,” said Nugent.

The count shrugged his shoulders.

“All of no avail. Using my influence
at the Government office, I telegraphed
to every .station on the various roads
fiem here to the seacoast and inland,
but we have utterly failed to find any
trace of her. As a last resource, my
lord, 1 veutuzed 19-¢ 5 your rest—"

Nugent )k his head.

“Yon haven't done that, count.”

“And to implore vour assistance. I
conjure you to relieve our anxicty, if it
be in your power to do s0.”

“On my honer,” said Nugent, “I have-
n't the least idea of the princess’ where-
abouts. Until yeu informed me, I did
not know that she was missing.”

“And your reverence?” said the count.

Toor Bell shook Lis head dolefully.

The count loo from cne to the oth-
er.

“Pardon me,” he said, with his court- |

liest Low, - 1 be excused from in-

iring the eatse of the extragrdinary
99

A 1 Nugent. “The faet}

i3, some of our friends have left for Eng- ¢

land to-night-—suddenly.” l

“AL!” said the count—“as I thought!” |
Aud his went to an extraordinary !
and even alarming vellow. .

“What do you mean?” demanded Nu-
gent, abruptiy.  “Do you think the
princess: has gone with them?”

fLe count shrugzged his sholders si{:-.
nificantly, then he smiled and smoothed |
his bat with a nd that trembled with |
suppressed passion.

“That, my lord, is my conjecture:
but——" and he lowered his voice just!
when another man would have raised
it—“but if that be the right sulu"imx.!
ry anxiely is at an end. . Long
before this, friends of mine,
upon whom I ean rely. are
watching at the port, armed with the
prince’s authority to arrest the princess’
progress and communicate with me. My
lord, 1 have the pleasure to assure you
that your friends will not suceeed in
their plot to destroy the happiness of a
whole family.”

“Meaning yourself, count,” said Nu-
gent, with ominous calmness. . “My
friends, if you allude to the marquis and
marchioness, are, unfortunately, absent
from home, but as-the marquis has done
me the honor of leaving me in his place,
I shall only be too pleased to act on his
behalf, and he bowea.

The count grinned with rage. but bow-
ed with the extremest courtesy.

“T ghall not forget your kind offer,

my lord, and have to ask only that you
will allow me to postpone my aceptance
for an hour or two.”

“At an inn,” groaned Bell—“Jeanne
at an inn !”

“Yes,” said Nugent, grinning, “that’s
it. Your lover will sacrifice anything,
his sister, his grandmother—to get his
way ! By George! we must send Mrs.
Fleming at once. Why didn’t you tell
some one—Vane, any of us ¢”

“Didn’t I eome back for Vane ?” said
Hal, feeling himself injured. -~ “Where is
Vane 7’

“And Tane, and Lady Lucelle 2”7 de-,
manded Nugent.

Hal waved his hand.

“All able to take care of themeselves,”
he said, “but Jeanne and Verona aren’t,
and so I'm going back to them, and 1
wish I hadn”t left them.

“And afterward ?” asked Nugent.
“You heard what he said; the port’s
watched, detectives on the lookout; do
you think, my dear, simple young bue-
caneer, that you are going to carry off
his excellency’s bride as easily as if she
were a sack of potatoes t”

“I don’t kmow,” said Hal, quietly;
“but I'm quite certain of one thing—
that, if his excellency and I happen to

! meet, I shall put a bullet through him

or receive one from him. I may not be
able to marry Verona, but he never shall
I swear. And now I'm off.”

“Stop—stop him, Lord Nugent!” eried
Rell, in an agony apprehension. “He’ll
do something —and--and—he must
be hungry.”

o, bat I'm tuirsly,” =aid 114, ean-
didly. “Give me seme wine, and let me
get back.. I can’t rest a moment.”

“Is there a decent horse left in the
siable?” said Nugent, coolly.

Then Bell brought some wine and bis- i
suits, and 1Ial went to his room and
plunged his head into a basin of water;
and, when he eane back, the two frviends
had made out some sort of a plan.

It was rranged that Ial should ride
back to Durbach and aequaint Jeanne
with Vane's absence and the count’s
visit; she could then came back if she
chose.  Tor the rest, Nugent and Bell
were {o drive Mrs, Fleming over to Dur-
bach in the morning.

“As o Vane,” groared Nugent, “it
would be uscless to look for him as to
bhunt for a needle in a bottle of hay.
And as for Clarence and Lady Lucelle,
they may go to—to heaven, for what
I care.”

Hal drank hali a bottle of Johannes-
berg, and ate about half a pound of bis-
cuits, and then the three went into the
stable, and finding all quiet, smuggled
out a hunter of Lord Nugent’s, which,
fortunately for him, a groom had locked
\l:p in a stable of which Le had kept the

ey.

“ITere you are,” said Nugent, helping
Hal to saddle him. *“Dick Turpin’s ride
to York pales bLefore the amount of
equestrianism . which has been going on
here this evening. Don’t lame him if
you ean help it, Hal. Thank Heaven, |
you and 1 have never been in love —eh,
Bell %’

Bell sighed. N

“Pake care, TIal” he says. THal leaps
into the saddle. *“And—and don’t alanu
Jeanne about Vane.”

“All right,” says Hal, and the next
minute he is off and away.

“And now to go and have a bath, and
prepare for the volumes of interroga-
tories which Mesdames Maud and Geor-
gina will overwhelm us with,” said Nu- |
gent. “A nice task, to try and persuade
two sharp wouse ladies that all this
mystery means nothing. If I only know
where Vane was!”

Hal went very quietly and cautiously,
but he might just as well have dashed
off at a gallop, for no sooner had he left
the avenue than the count, who had been
watching and waiting for his appearance
quictly mounted Verona’s own horse, and
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DO YOU NEED A PUSH?

his Little Boy Not Only Needed It, But
Got 1t.

«when I was a little fellow I was in-
clined to wait to be coaxed,” relates 3
learned and successful man in an ex- !
change. “I remember sitting beside the
brook one day while the other children
were building a dam. They were wad-
ing, carrying stones splashing the mud
and shouting orders, but none of them
paying any attention to me. I began to
feel abused and loncly, and was blub-
bering over my neglected condition when
Aunt Sally came down the road.

«“\Vhat’s the matter, sonny? Why
ain’t you playin’ with the rest?

“«They don’t want me, 1 eaid, dig-
aing my fists into my eyes. “They never
ask me to come.

“] expected sympathy, but she gave
me an impatient shake and push.

“+[g that all, you little ninny? Nobody
wants folks that’ll sit round on a bank
and wait to be asked!” she cried. ‘Run
along with the rest and make yourself
wanted.’

“That shake and push did the work,
Before I had time to recover from my
indignant surprise I was in the middle of
the stream ,and soon was as busy as the
others. But for that shake and push I
might be neglected and waiting to this
day. It’s the people who'll help push
instend of waiting to be pushed that
succeed.

the character of the animals fed and the
amount of intelligence exercised by the

——te———

WHO CANNOT BE AN M. P,

Peers, Baankrupts,
Judges and Insane Debarred, |

The British House ot Commons is lim-
ited by a statute of 1885 to 670 mem- ways distinguished themselves by their
bers, of whom 377 represent counties, untiring activity and their faith in “their
281 ropresent cities and boroughs, and 9 youth.” When we think over their cases

portrait of old Mrs. Neave, just as some
women who are soon expecting to be mo-
another the Can- thers anxiously watchthe faces of beau-

adian farmer on good land who understands tiful children.
crop growing and hog raising, can undoubt-
edly raise hogs as cheaply as the figures 3 A il
quoted, and probably for less. He will keep Tourgeneff, in spite of her advanced age
only such sows as produce large lusty lit- of 84, continues to give singing lessons.
ters of the right type. He will grow such To her active life and to the absence of
pasture m;}d solling crops as clover, alfalfa,
rape, vetches, mangels, sugar beet and such 2003 e ?
coarso grains as yields the greatest number youthfulness of spirit which makes h?r
of pounds of hog fesd per acre. In other ono of the most agreeable talkers inm
words he will manage his operations In  Paris, I shall never forget the vivid por-
such a way that will return him the great-
est returns in hogs per acre of land, and in
co doing will lenrn to reduce the cost of the celebrated personages she had met op
raising hogs of the best type to a minlmum. her long jowrney. And is not “creation”
Live Stock Brauch, Department of Agri- the true gift of 3’0‘.‘.1“?

Mme. Viardot, the great friend of

all depressing suggestions she owes her

traits she sketched for me of some of

Such also was the case with the beai-
tiful Mme. Scrivancek, the glorious rival
of Dejazet, whom I saw, towards the

| year 1900, giving lessons, and private
Sheriffs, tutoring, at the age of about 80.

We ought to take a flying view in
. memory of the ccleélrated men who, as
nonagenarians and centenasfans, bave al-

we realize that it was the suggestion of

Every male na- for0p the innate conviction that resis-

tive or fully naturalized subject of the tance is possible, together with the ab-
British Empire is eligible for election, sence of depressing ideas, which chiefly
provided he is 21 years old. ?

: contributed to the preservation of their
exceptions: An health and their prolonged life. So that

| English Church clergyman, a minister we see how important it is to shut the

of the Church of Scotland, or a Roman door of one’s heart, or rather of one’s

Catholic pricst cannot be elected an M.

brain to all injurious ideas as to stingy

P. Neither can a sheriff or returning limits of life. Nature, who created pai-

officer for the district for which he acts.
Also debarred are some who have com-

of | mitted felonies. or have been declared to almost all mortals than the mere
bankrupts paupers or insane.

sons, has also created their antidotes.
What, for instance, can be more painful

thought of inevitable old age?! Nearly

Judges of the superior courts or of as many tears have been shed over this

the county courts are ineligible.

Any member, who

through being a partner in an unlim-
Ited firm, holds a Government contract,
is liable to very heavy penalties if he
! sits or votes.
As for peers of the realm, they are
most of them eligibie for seats in the

House of Commons.
land is ineligible.

cight of their number

the House of Lords for life.
mainder, if not also British peers, are I’Academiw”)
cligible to represent an English or a
constituency in the House of
That is how & peer is some-

Scotch
Commons.
times also an M. P,

. @ o

BABY’S OWN TABLETS.

Meets the mothers needs in caring for |
the health of her little ones as no other
medicine in the world can. Tablets cure
constipation, indigestion,
ers, diarrohea, teething troubles and expel
worms. They break up colds and prevent
croup. They make children sleep natur-
ally and healthily because they remove
the cause of sleeplessness.
are the only medicine that gives the
mother a golemn guarantee that it con-
tains no opiate or poisenous soothing
stuff. They are” good for children from
birth onward; they always do good—
they cannot possibly: do harm.  Mrs.
Geo. Turner, Barry’s Bay, Ont., says: ‘I

have used Baby’s Own

troubles that come to little ones with
perfect satisfaction. I think there is rib

medicine can equal the

mother ought to keep a box of these

Tablets in the house as
her little ones. Sold by

sent by mail at 25 cents a box by writ-

ing The Dr. Williams’
Brockville, Ont.

A peer of Scotland
gets into the House of Lords if he is
one of the sixteen elected by the Scotch
peerage each Parliament, but he cannot
get into the 1louse of Commons.

Irish peers, however,

nocessity as over that of death. - For
personally or those, alas, who tremble at the dark, aie
quick to perceive its terrors. And yet
this old age, so ill-spoken and so feared,
contains within it unsuspccted delights.
Everything depends on the angle at which
we -take up our position for observing
and studying it. The author of the Epis-
tles to Lucillus (XII.) gocs into ccatacies
over its charms. “Apples are not good,”
he tells us. “until they are beginning to
go. The beauty of children appears to-
wards the end. Those who love wine take
the greatest pheasure in the last draught
they drink. All that is most exquisite in
man’s pleasures is reserved for the end.”
Renan also (“Discourse de reception &
discovered an attractive
canvas on which to paint old age, o
abhorred of all: “Charming age,” lie says,
“that of the Ecclesiast ,the most appro-
priate to serene gaiety, when one begins
to see, after a laborious day’s work, that
all is vanity, but also that a number of
! vain things are worth tasting at leisure.”
What a fragrant bouquet of delicious
and fortifying herbs might be culled
from the delicate thinkers who have med-
itated tong on old age. to train your-
n‘olf in it, and you will taste, little by
th_l(‘, under their inflience, the charm of
quiet, in the place of the worries of
fear. Yet, bad suggestions eome to us
from all sides. We think too much of the
diseases of our organs, of the using up
of our tissue and of fatal decrepitude.
We distrust our physical and intellee-
t}ml forces, our memory, our conversa-
, tional gifts and powers of work. Tor
enemics to our happiness lie in wait for
us everywhere. The necessityfor keep-
ing them out by good suggestions, and
above al by deliberate auto-suggestion,
thus bocomes most obvious.—Contempor-
ary Review.
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Literal Application,

(Philadelphia ..o.zer.)

*Pime I8 money, ycung man.'’
That so? Weil, I've a buach of time o®
band I'd like you to break into small billa"®

A peer of Eng-

elect twenty-
as members of
The re-

]
4

colic, simple fev-

And they

Tablets for the

Tablets.” Every

a safeguard for
all druggists or

“Medicine Co.,




