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Simmers’ Seeds
' ; IF YOU have never planted them, try them this
" year. They never disappoint; they grow; they
yield. You are always sure of freshness, purity and

reliability. .For this reason thousands of farmers,
gardeners and planters in Canada plant Simmers’

Seeds exclusively.

Our 1907 Catalogue contains many suggestions
and directions, the result of over fifty years’ experience
in the seed business. Write for it to-day. It is Free.

J. A.

Seeds, Bulbs, Plants.
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results are obtained from the use of L

Alabastine.

“Homes, Healthful and

Beautiful,” our splendid new book, ex-
plains how Alabastine hardens and im-
proves with age, will not rub off, and is
pure and free from decomposing matter.

Send ten cents for a copy of ‘‘Homes, Healthful and Beautiful,” with
many dainty, new ideas for the decoration of your home.
Alabastine is soid by hardware and paint deaiers everywhere—
a B pound package for 60 cents.

Get Ready for Spring

THIS IS

SEASON

It pays immensely to use CARNEFAC for all Farm

CARNEFAC

Stock and Poultry.

The cost is but a trifle. It brings

the stock out in excellent shape, and prevents untold losses
at the critical time, when colts, calves, pigs and lambs

arrive.

Try it for this season, the results will convince you.

THE CARNEFAC STOCK FOOD CO.
Winnipeg, Canada.

If you
want porois st

grant, always pure and
sustaining,always just perfect,always
easily made, and yet always of uni
form quality—try

‘GANMP
COFFEE

the perfection in coffee. Grocers.sell
it. Order it to-day. R Paterson & Sons,
Coffee Specialists, Glasgow,

CAS

for your farm. home, business,
or other $Property, no matter
where itis8, or what it is worth.

IF YOU WANT A QUICK,

CASH SALE
send description and price of the
property you want to sell, then
we will write you, explaining

plan of selling costs nothing and

IF YOU WANT TO BUY

a property or a business of any
kind anywhere, write for our
free catalogue of bargains.

NORTHWESTERN BUSINESS AGENCY,

! Desk & Bank of Commerce Buildlug, - MINNEAPOLIS, MINX.

how and why we cansellit. Our |

may be of great value to you. |
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Agnes Norwood sat alone in her
room—where, indeed, she sat always,
now—her face buried in her hands.
She was not weeping. It had been
long—oh, so long—since she had shed
tears. She only strove to shut out
from her mind the vision of a happy
world that mocked her grief. What
was Easter to her, Easter with its
joys, its glad songs and beautiful
flowers? If those who called them-
selves her friends could understand
how they probed the unhealed wound
of her aching heart, would they be
so thoughtless as to urge her to sing?
How could she sing, she whose song
had been so suddenly and ruthlessly
hushed months ago? Can the wood-
land songster fluttering among the
dead leaves, its breast pierced by an

arrow, tune its little throat to mel-
ody? No more could she sing with a
heart that throbbed only to pain,

A ray of spring sunshine crept in
between the folds of the window cur-
tain. She arose and drew the shade.

Agnes Norwood had once been a
part of that world of brightness and
beauty to which she seemed to be-
long; but her Gethsemane had come

time when she was radiantly happy—
and_ its dark shadows had
themselves so closely about her. that
she had not since been able to pene-
trate their gloom. It was in May that
she had promised to be Arthur Cam-
eron’s wife. Before the June roses
were gone death had claimed him.
| There had been a short illness, a sud-
den alarm, and then the end. The
| brilliant young life had gone out.
When Agnes strove to recall what
had taken place in those awful days
| of darkness and hopelessness, she had

he sorrowful faces, and a kind voice
that had tried to point
“stars shining through
trees.” The only reality wwas the
great wave of desolation that

at the supreme hour of her life—at a |

wrapped | At last she impulsively donned her
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An Easter Message.

M. E. MERRILL.

settled down into her heart when
that which represented all that life
had held for her was carried out of
her sight.

Since then the days had come and
gone alike, as one long painful dream.
In vain had anxious parents and
sympathetic friends tried every ex-
pedient to waken within her the old
passion for music. In those other
days Agnes’ sweet voice had thrilled
large audiences. The congregation of
First Church had not forgotten the
Easter solo of last year. They were
eager to secure the same singer for
the coming Easter. . But Agnes re-
fused to see anyone, and in answer to
all entreating letters' on the subject
wrote a firm refusal—it was impos-
sible for her to sing.

When the church bells rang on
LEaster morning there was no music
inr the chimes to the heavy-hearted
girl. Their ‘notes jarred upon her
sorrow. Tfe perfume of the Easter
lilies in the sunny bay window of the
breakfast-room oppressed her. When
a.robin, one of the earliest of the sea-
son, alighted in a tree by the open
casement and poured forth his little
soul in a burst of melody, Agnes in-
voluntarily put her hands to her ears.

wraps and fled from the house.

The home of the Norwoods was
well out on the outskirts of the little
city. Only a mile away was the beau-
tiful Woodvale Cemetery. Spring had
come early. The snow was mnearly
gone and in places the ground was
already quite dry. This Baster
morning a south wind blew softly and

.hu warm sun lingered lovingly on

a .confused sense of the solemn hush, |

the low mounds in the sacred city of
the dead. It shone with particular
brightness on one marked by a slen-

| der granite shaft.

her to the |
the cypress |

had | head wearily

Agnes entered the cemetery and
walked rapidly down the avenue that
lay nearest this mound. Leaning her
against its monument,
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