Thn Valuablé
‘and Practical
BOOK on

Fertilization

will not be put in the
waste-paper basket.
Will be read and
re-read—and kept

for future reference.

It is intensely
interesting, practical,
free from technicalities.

Shows how to lessen the cost per
bushel of your wheat, oats, corn, etc.—
and at the same time improve the
‘‘quality of each bushel.

Explains why the old method of
spreading manure with a fork does
not give ‘‘best’ results—wastes

two-thirds of the manure.

Tells about the easiest, most
economical, most successful method
of distributing manure — the
‘“‘Success’’ way.
Send no money for this ex-
pensively gotten up book—just
give your name and address.

The Paris Plow Co., Limited
Paris, Canada

unlike anything else on the market.
rabbits, dogs, etc., and is strong enough to turn large animals.
bottom boards, and less than half the
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Fencing. Top and bottom wires are

The Peerless Junior Poultry and Garden Fence is in a class by itself, being ~

It is woven close enough to turn small chickens,

It requires no top or

osts required by the ordinary Poultry
0.9 hard steel.

As a general-purpose

fence there is nothing obtainable that will fill the bill so well, and its lasting
quality, because of its extra strength, makes it

The Most Durable Poultry

Ty

Fence You Gan Buy

Peerless Junior Fence has double the strength that would

p ever be required of it. It has a breaking strain of at least
oy 8000 Ibs. Don’t you think it is just the fence you want? For

prices and further particulars, drop us a card.

THE BANWELL-HOXIE WIRE FENCE CO., (1d.)
Dept. B, Hamilten, Ont.

Winnipeg, Manitoba

ment.

Call at my office if you can.
out this coupon, mail me your address and I'll send you
my beautifully illustrated 8o-page book that is full of

sound facts that you ought to know.

1 AM A MAN ONCE MORE

Dr. McLaughlin's Electric Belt, With Free Electrical Attachment for Weak
People, Has Restored His Lost Strength.

This is the way they feel, the men who had given u
there was no cure for them until they came upon Dr.
Now they are full of life, everflowing with joyous spirits, and “care to
Pains are gone; weakness is gone, and full vigor is in every ac-

Belt.
the winds.”
tion.

Do you want to feel like that ?
ance for two months at night.
and you will feel llke a two-year-old.
and drives away pain and renews youth.

man than I ever expected to be.
result, I am, yours faithfully,
Dr. McLaughlin :

day of July, 1905, cured me of Sciatica.
have not been treubled since.

GET MY BOOK: IT’S FREE.

If you cannot, cut

Yours truly,

If you haven’'t confidence .n eélectricity, let me treat you at my risk.
glve you the Belt on trial, without one cent of risk to yourself, ~
sonable security, and I will take your case. and you can

PAY WHEN CURED.

1f you have pains in your back, if you feel tired and listless, if you are nervous and weak
growing old too soon, if you have lost vigor and courage of
any evidence of breaking down, you are wasting time. Ge

hope, who thought
cLaughlin's Electric

Then wear this grand, life-giving appli-
It will charge every nerve with electric [fife,
It puts steam Into your run-down body

Dear Sir,—Regarding your Belt, I can say that I feel brighter and strong-
er in every way that I ever was before. and I consider myself to-day a better
Thanking you and your Belt for this happy

ANTHONY STECKLEY, Betliesda, Ont.

Dear Sir,—I am glad to say that the Belt I bought from you on the last

I wore it about four months, and
JAMES ANDERSON, o0 :
Lot 9, Con. 3, London, Ont
I will
Give me rea-

If you ara

outh, if you have Rheumatism, a Weak St A
Dr. McLaughlin's Belt, with free Elet'trlgmmh‘ el

Attach-

DR. M. S. McLAUGHLIN,
112 Yonge St., Teronto, Can.

Please send me your Book, free,

Office Hours—9a.m. to 6 p.ra. W
days and Saturdays nn il [KZ:iJ'p.m‘.,dne.-
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GOSSIP.

‘“Was the picture you just sold a genu-
ine work of art?’ ‘“No,”" answered the

dealer, ‘‘but the story I told about it
was.’’
“Look here,’”’ said Mr. Jones to the

house agent, ‘‘my wife will be calling
to-day, and I want you to tell her that
that house we have been looking at is
taken!’’ ‘‘But, my good sir,”’ protested
the agent, ‘‘it isn’t taken.” “It will
be then,’”’ answered Mr. Jones, ‘‘I am
taking it now. Mrs. Jones can’t make
up her mind, but she’ll want it directly
she thinks she can’t get it!”’

Too Precipitate.—A park policeman
seeing a youngster standing on the brink
of a pond, accosted the boy. ‘““What's
the matter, Tommy?’’ he queried. The
youngster pointed to a hat which was
bobbing up and down in the middle of
the pond. ““My bruvver—'' he sobbed.
In a flash the courageous constable di-
vested himself of his coat and plunged
into the water. He reached the hat and
dived for the lost lad. He came up, but
with the hat only. ‘“‘Can’t find him!'’ he
gasped. ‘““Where was he standing when
he fell in?’’ The boy gasped. ‘“He ain’t
fell in,’”” he said. ‘‘He’'s over there. I
was going to tell you he throwed my
hat into the pond, but you wouldn't
lemme finish!"’

The way political parties and individaal
politicians are dodging certain vital issues
reminds one of the story about the
darkey who was born with a talent for
evasiveness. His master humored him,
deriving much enjoyment from his serv-
ant’'s adeptness, and occasionally match-
ing his wits against the colored man’'s—
and it must be acknowledged that upon
the occasion referred to, he was some-
what nettled. Coming around the cor-
ner of the barn after a fruitless search
for the hoe, he met Sambo. ‘“Where’s
that hoe, Sambo?'’ ‘“It's wid de rake,
massa.’’ ““Oh, it is. Well, then,
where's the rake?’”’ ‘““Las’ time I see'd
it, massa, it was wid de hoe.”
‘““Smart, ain’t you. But I got you now,
Sambo. Where are they both?’’ ‘‘Bo:th
t’gether, massa; seems ter me yod's
mighty partic’lar this mawnin’!"’

Up in a Pennsylvania lumber camp,
one not very friendly son of St. Pat-
rick, happened to be carrying a log upon
the edge of a steep incline, when he lost
his footing, and, with the log, started to
fall down hill. Over and over he rolled,
the log held fast in his embrace, and his
friends above fearing that he would be
crushed, called out:

“Drop it, Dennis. Let go the log.”’
however, Dennis did not, and
companions reached the foot

they found him lying upon
it, exhausted, but smiling.

““Confound it, Dennis,’”’ they inquired,
““why didn’t you let go the log?”’

“Phy didn’t I?”’ responded Deanis.
“An’ phy should I, now ? It was a
fair fight, an’ wasn’'t 1 on top half the
toime."’

Drop it,
when his
of the hill

A doctor, now eminent, was at one
time serving as interne in one of the
Philadelphia hospitals, as well as hold-
ing his own with a coterie of rather gay
friends. On a certain morning the
physician awoke to find that he had
sadly overslept. Sleepily putting on his
clothes, he hastened to the hospital, and
soon a stalwart young Irishman claimed
his attention. ‘““Well, my man, what
seems to be your trouble this morning?’’
inquired the doctor, concealing a yawn,
and taking the patient by the hand to
examine his pulse. “Faith, sor, it's all
in me breathin’, doctor. I can't git me
breath at all, at all.”’

““The pulse is normal, Pat, but let me
examine the lung action a moment,’”’ re-
plied the doctor, kneeling beside the cot
and laying his head on the Irishman’s
chest ““Now, let me hear you talk,”’
he continued, closing his eyes and listen-
ing attentively for sounds of pulmonary

congestion. A moment of silence.
““What will I be sayin’, doctor?’’ finally
asked the patient. ‘““‘Oh, say anything;
count one, two, three and up, that
way,” murmured the physician, drowsily.

““Wan, two, three, fure, five, six,”’ be-
gan the sick man. When the young doc-
tor, with a start, opened his eyes. Pat
was continuing weakly, ‘‘tin hundred and
sixty-nine, tin hundred and sivinty, tin

kundred an’' sivinty-wan.’”
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