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‘The Rose and Lily Dagger

The blind man put his hnnduto his

row. 3

“I heard a voice, a man’s voice,
Nairne. I thought—" he hesitated—
“I-thought he called out as—as a
man would call {f he were in dap-
ger.” {

“Is' that all?” asked the marquis
with deathlike calmness.

Re blind man was silent for a
moment,

“What is it, Nairne?” he asked.
“Why, do you question me?”

“Yes, I question you!” responded
the marquis sternly. “What else.did
you hear ?” X

Luigi hesitated.

“I—I think I heard Miss Delaine
pass——"

The marquis gripped his arm. |

“Come away!” he said.

CHAPTER XXII

The two men walked toward the
house in silence. Luigli knew by the
marquis’ voice and manner that
something had happened ; the sharp,
short cry of mortal agony which
had smitten his acute ears just be-
fore the marquis came up seemed
still to ring ominously in them. The
clouds had gatnered thickly during
the last few minutes, and it was
evident that a storm was approach-
ing, but now and again the moon
pierced through and fell aslant the
path.

At one of these moments the mar-
quis: saw some object  lying just in
front of them on the gravel He
stooped ‘and picked it up, still retain-
ing the blind man's arm. It was the
rose ana lily dagger. As his fingers
touched it he started ; the thing was
wet—and not wich dew, as he had
at first supposed.

“What Is that you have picked up,
Nairne 2" asked Luigi.

The marquis hesitated for a mo-
ment, then he replied in a low voice :

“Nothing !I”

The blind man turned his sightless
eyes to him with troubled guestion-
ing ; but he did not repeat the words.

'he marquis held the dagger in
his hand for a few moments, then he
slipped it into his pocket. His face
could, not have grown more white
or haggard, but there was a new
expression in it, and a strange one
for the Marquis of Nairae's face
to wear; it was one of dread and
fear.

They reached the door in the tow-
er, and the marquis unlocked it.
Something appeared to be wrong
with ,the lock or key, for he did
~'ﬁot open the door without some

ifficulty.

When they entered the small hall
he arrested Luigi's progress for a
moment by a pressure of his arm,
listened. The house was quite still.
Them he led the yway 'to the library,
and, guiding Luigi to a chair, went
to the window and looked out it the
night—dark now as pitch—with a va-
cant, troubled gaze,

Luigi Zanti was the first to speak;
amd his words came as if he found
silence intolerable.

“What — what has happened,
Nairne?” he said, lifting hLis pale
face in the direction of the marquis.
“I know that something is wrong.
I can hear it in the tone af your
voice, Teel it in your manner.”

“We must leave here to-morrow
morning, Luigi,” said the marquis,
in a husky woice.

“Leave — to-morrow ?” exclaimed
the Italian. “You cannot mean it!
And—and—your guests! What of
them, Nairne ?”

*] care nothing for them,” said
the marquis, almost  inaudibly.
“Lady Scott will be here for the
few hours they will remain——""

“l—1 don’t understand,’ execlaim-
ed Luigi, trembling. *If you can
tell me what has happened, for
God's sake, do, Nairne! This »sus-
pense—! Remember that 1 cannot
see, and that the sound of  your
voice—so strange and altered—ter-
rifies me with vague dread. Where
are we going?”

“l do not know,” responded the
marquis, wearily. *It does not
matter. Out of England; the far-
ther the better; though one eannot
escape the consequences of one’s
blatant folly though he go to the
eml of the world. I have been a
fool, an arrant fool!” Andhe laugh-
ed bitterly.

Luigi Zanti drew his trembling
hand across his brow.

“You must tell me, Nairne,” he
suid. “You have said’ too much to
deave me in ignorance. Why do
you say this? amnd why are you
leaving the Castle so suddenly ?
Are the major and Elaine going
with us?”

The marquis let the curtain fall,
and, leaning against the window,
looked at the anxious face.

“The major and Miss Delaine are

THE DANGERS OF CHILDHOOD.
Summer is the most dexdly season
of the year for little ones. The little
life hangs by a mere thread; diar-
rhoea, infant cholera and other hot
weather ailments come quickly, and
sometimes, in a few hours, extin-
guish & bright little life. Every
mother should be in a position to
guard against, or cure these tronu-
bies, and there is no medicine known
to medical science will act so surely,
B0 speedily and so safely as Baby's
Own Tablets. A box of the Tablets
should be kept in every home
where there are Jittle ones, and

by giving an occasional Tablet hot
weather ailments will be prevented,
and your littie one will be kept well
.and happy. Don’t wait until the
trouble comes—that may be too late.
Remember that ‘these ailments can|
ibe prevented by keeping the stom- |
iach and bowels right. Mrs. A. Van-!
derveer, Port Colborne, Ont., says:
“ My baby was cross, restless and|
had diarrhoea. I gave her Baby's |
Own Tablets and they helped lwrl
almost at once. Ithink the Tablets |
a splendid medicine for children.” i

The Tablets are guaranteed to
cure all the minor ailments of little
‘ones; they contain no opiate or
'poison drug, and can be given
enfely to a new born babe.
8Sold by medicine dealers, or mailed
at 25 cents a box, by writing to
the Dr. Williams' Modiclne Co,,
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certainly not going with us!”

“Miss Delaine—why do you speak
of her in that way?”

“It {s the way in which a gentle-
man ' should speak of a lady with
whom——""He broke off with a groan.
“My Gog, I do not know what I am
saying ! I can'scarcely put the mean-
ing to your words or mine! I feel
ap il I were‘gqﬂmg mad !I” .

In passionate language he described
his first meeting with Elaine on the
bridge, when hé was a witness .ol
what he now believed, in the light
of present circuinstances, to have
been only a lovers’ quarrel.

“From that momemt, I am con-
vinced it was her intention to dis-
card her old lover, and strive to win
the marquisate,” Nairne declared. “I
had forgotten the fellow until to-
mnight ; and if anyone had told me
that she, Elaine—my sweet, innocent,
pure-souled Elaine, my girl angel—
would steal out to meet him in the
darkness of the night—-—"

The blind man sprang to his feet,
his white face quivering, his sightless
eyes staring.

“It is a lie! a cruel lie!” he panted.

The marquis regarded him with a
sell-contemptuous smile.

“My poor, deluded Luigi, it is the
truth! I mysell saw them!”

“You—you saw them ?” breathed
Luigi.

“Yes,” the marquis sald grimly. “I
saw them. When I left. you I walked
unthinkingly toward the bridge. They
did not hear me, I suppose. I saw
them quite plainly. 8he was standing,
leaning against the rail, her hands
clasped piteously. He was address-
ing some entreaty ‘to her; I cou!d
see his face. It Wwas the face of
a man halfl daft with despair; just
the face a man wears whose sweet-
heart has jilted him for another
man—s better match! I could not
hear their words; if I had heard,
I should have turned and left them.
But their faces, their attitudes
were significant enough. He was
urging her to give me up, to go
back to him; tnat was plain. Some-
thing else was plain, ‘and that was
that- he had some hold on her. I
guessed  that; but presently the
guess  became  comviction. The
young fellow produced a letter.”

Luigi covered his face with his
hands and listened breathlessly.

“it was a letter of hers, no doubt;
and no doubt a compromising one.
Perhaps he was holding it over her
as i threat. They came to terms
at last, I suppose. At any rate, he
gave her thé Jetter reluctantly,
and rshe seemed overwhelmed by
joy and relief, He wanted it back
—I1 imagine that he saw that by
relinquishing the letter he hadlost
all hold on her—but she refused. I
could stay no longer. It cost me
something not to break in upon
them and confront her. Yes, it
cost me something.” He leaned his

head upon his hands in silezce for-

a moment, then he went on in a
weary voice. “But I pitied her; yes,
I pitied her. I saw it all
s0  distinctly—the hideous com-
edy. Heaven knows what pressure
may have been put upon her; what
indutements she had to jilt him. You
cannot understand, you don’t know
the charming customs of the mar-
riage market in this our Christian
Lngland, Luigi! Why, il I were—
worse than I am, the vilest of the
vile, old, decrepit, deformed in mind
and body, there are fathers—yes, and
mothers—who would sell me their
giri Yor a wife! You cannot, bui I
can, understand the kind of persua-
sion her father would use. It is not
all her fault ; ghe is not wholly and
solely to blame. No! Let me cherish
some remnant of my great love and
reverence for her. No doubt she was
pure-minded enough until, in an evil
moment, I crossed her path and
tempted her, and those belonging to
her, to covet a coronet.- Let me hug
that consolation, even though it be
a false one! 1 cannot think her
whoily false and mercenary. My beau-
tiful——" His voice broke, and he
strode to the window and turned his
back to the silent listener, as il to
hide the emotion even from Luigi's
sightless eyes.

Luigi raised his head. He seemed to
have been completely overwhelme:d.

“I have listened to you, Nairne,”
he said, almost inaudibly ; “‘but stijl—
yes, still 1 cannot believe her guilty
of the treachery you charge her with.
"There must be some mistake, some
misapprehension. It is a terrible en-
igma.”

“It 18 all too plain, alas! Ihave
told you what I have seen; explain
it away if you can. God knows I
would be glad to have you clear her!
I would give all I possess to wipe
out the remembrance of the scene;
1 would give half the years re-
maining to jme to believe her inno-
cent, to put her back in ‘my heart
as she seemed to me an hour—only
an hour!—ago. Come, what is
your explanation, Luigi?”

Thy blind man shook his head.

“I do not know, I cannot think
of any, and yet—forgive me, Nairne
—my faith in her is greater than
yours.”

The marquis sighed.

“You have not seen her "and the
man, as I saw them. You have had
the scene second-hand. What ex-
planation is possible ? The fact, the
hideous fact, remains, that she stole
our of the house to meet the man
who was her lover, and that this
letter has passed from him to her.
My God, if she had only trusted me!
If she had only krown me better!
Why, Luigi, if she had come to me
and to!d me ali, I counld still have
loved and reverenced her, I would
not have hesitated a moment in
yielding her up. She should have had
this man for a husband, and me for
a friend as long as her life lasted.
But now——" = ;

“You * will be her friend still,
Nairne!” v

The marquis sighed.

“Yes, because I cannot help it!
You know that I love her still. I
have said I pity her. Poor girl,
poor child! Yes, I will be hér friend.
1 will help her to get her heart’s
desire.  This man is a cad-and a
coward, and altogether unworthy of
her, but as her heart is set on marry-
ing him., I will help them both. Dut
I cannot see her again. I eannot I*

TR . e
he repeated hoarsely, almost fiercely.
“PThe sight of her would numan me,
-driveo me mad! ©od help me! I love
her all the more now that I have,
lost her! And it 18 not only her I
have lost, bat ‘all-hope and care for
the fature. But'T 'won't ‘speak of
myscif. 1 am gick and weary of ex-
istence; and life seemed so bright,

ngo.!n 1 3

Lauigi fclt his way across the room
and touched his friend’s arm.

“May God help you, and give you
strength to bear this, Naoirne " he
said brokenly: “Perhaps—wio knows'?'
—all may bo explained, cleared up.
~ The marugis shook his head.

“Never,” he said. “It is all over!
There is no hope for me, I can feel
that. But wo must think of her.”

Tho blind man stood with bowed
head in silence for a moment, then
he said in a low voice;

“What—what was that cry Wwe
heard. Nairne 27

The marquis looked up in a_dull,
dazed f?'shlm.

“Cry? B d i

“Yl;{. Just before you returned to
me I heard —I told you— the cry
of a man who Has been hurt.”

The marquis drew his hand across
his brow.

“Yes, yes, 1 remember,” he s‘ald.
«J don*t know. An owl, perhaps.”

Luigi shook his head.

“You cannot tell. What else could
it have been? You heard nothing
else

Luigi hesitated a moment.

“Nothing but——" 5

“Nothing but what ?”

Luigl’s face looked wan and trou-
bled. ‘

«I heard El--her pass me,” he said
almost inaudibly. .

“Jt was not she who cried out?
asked the marquis.

“No, it was a man’s voice. I-I am
sure of that. It was a terrible cry,
Nairne. I—I seem to hear it now.”

“It must have been an owl, or some
other bird,” said the marquis. “I
heard it, but indistinetly. I, was al-
most deaf and blind and stupid with
my misery. Come.” \

He looked round for a candle, and
put his hand in his pocket for his
match box.

A8 he did so his hand came in con-
tact with tho rose and ily dagger.

He started, and withdrew his hand
sharply,.

“When—when did you hear this
sound ?”" he asked glowly.

“Just before you came back to
me. I cannot tell how long I was
sitting here.”

“And you heard nothing else, no
ono else pags but——"

“No one but Elaine.’”

The marquis stood with his hand to
his forehead, his eyes fixed on the
ground. ‘Then he shook his head,
a8 if his wearied brain refused to
follow the train of thought any
longer.

He lit the candle and took the
blind man’s hand, and led him from
the room and upstairs.

CHAPTER XXIII

After he had left Luigi at his awn
apartments, the marquis went slow-
ly down the broad stalrcase. The
mental shoek which Elaine’s supposed
treachery had produced had, as he
had said to Luigi, deadened his facul-,
tics and half stupefied him. l!e
stood for a few minutes lost in
thought, or rdther struggling for the
power of thought, in the middle of
the hall, then he went slowly
toward the -library. He could
not sce her again. Should he write
to her ? Would it be better to see
her father, and explain the whole
matter to him? He could not de-
cide. Of one thing only was he cer-
taiu: that it wpuld be better for
him and for Elaine that they should
not meet again.

As he passed the drawing-room
door, he glanced in absently, and
was going on to the library, when
something moving in the room at-
tracted his attention. The room
was dark, save for the light that
reached it dimly from the candela-
bra in the hall, and he tooka small
lamp from a bracket and went into
the room.

As he did so he saw a woman
lying on a couch, her arms out-
stretched, her face resting on them,
The whole attitude was eloquent
iof exhaustion and sorrow, and as he
approached and the light .of the
upheld lamp fell upon the figure, he
saw that it was Elaine.

He stood for a second or iwo
motionless and silent. There she
lay, the woman he loved so dcarl,jr.
as King Arthur’s queen layv at his
feet at their last parting. Her hair
had broken loose from its coils,
and lay in a silken mass up®n her
white arms, her hands were clasp-
ed together. All his heart went
out to her with infinite pity, in-
finite love, and the longing to
stoop and take her in his arms,
to press her to his breast, and
hold her there against the whole
world, amcunted to torture. Why
was she lying there? Had she
fainted, or had she fallen asleep
from the exhaustion of exeitement ?

He halfl resolved to leave her, but
he could not. He would not leave
her there to be discovered by some
curious servant. .

Still holding the lamp, he bent
down and laid his hand gently, pity-
ingly. and ah: how lovingly! up-
on hec head.

“Elaine I he whispered.

She started at his touch, and
raised her head. For a moment she
did not appear to realize wnere she
was or to recognize him; then she
hali rose, shuddered, and shrank back.
Her eyes fell before his, and she turn-
ed away and covered them with her
hand.

Alas! too oiten Gullt wears the as-
pect of Innocence; but’ too often,
also, Inpocence in its intense horror
of Guilt looks like that which it ab-

so precious, an hour—only an hour! |

WEAK AND FAINTING

!fhg’ Sad Plight of Anaeimic
People.

They Have Headaches and Backaches
—Are Languid and Unable w Stand
kxertion.

(From the Sun, Orangeville, Ont.)

You can always téli anaemic men
and women. They are pals, weak and
languid. Thoy have headaches and
backacnes. Taey can't eat—or they
can’t digost what little they do eat.
And it ail comes from poor blood and
unstrung nerves. Banish ananemia at
snce by enriching your blood and ton-
ing up your perves with Dr. Williams'
Pink Iills. Tuoousands of grataful
women have sald that these pills
have restored them after ali other
means tried had failed. Mrs. Josias
Mcliroy, of Orangeville, Ont.,, was a
groat sufferer for several years, and
&pent much money looking for a cure.
To a reporter of the Sun Mrs. Mcil-
roy said: ‘*‘Scveral years ago my
health gave out completely. I was €9
weak that I could not do my house-
work. If I went ppstairs my heart
would palpitate violently, and some-
time® I would faint away through
woeakness. My nerves were unstruung,
and 1 suffered muech from diziiness. 1
tricd many rem:die-, bat they did not
help me. Then I way advised to try
Dr. Willlams’ liak Pills and decided
to do so. T am glad | did, for the
pills svon built me up and made me
a well woman. sy ueslth remalued
good until last spring, wiica I was
again taken with weakness. 1 now
know by experience the value of Dr.
Willlams’ Pink Piils, and at once got
a supply. The result was as benefi-
cial as b-fore, and I can conscienti-
ously say the pills have done me un-
told good. I am grateful for this, and
hope my experience will beneflit some
‘othor sufferer.”

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills havo cured
more sickly, pal:faced girls and wom-
¢én than any other medicina ever
cdiscovered, for they supply new, rich,
red blood, and so strengthen every
part of the body. They are equally
suitable for men, women and chil-
dren, and cure not ouly anaemia, but
decline, consumption, indigestion,
rheumatism, St. Vitus’ €ance, and
tho gp:elal allmznts which all women
céread. These pills can be had
through any druggist, or will bo sent
post paid at 30c a box or six boxes
for $2.50 by writing dircet to the
Dr. ‘Williams’ Madicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont. Look for the full name on
every box, so that no worthless sub-
stitute may be palmed off 6n you.

“Do—not touch me!” she said, al-
most inaudibly, in a kind of dull
whisper. “I will go—="

He looked at her.

“Are you afraid of me ?” he paid,
hoarsely. i
*“Afraid ?’ The word dropped from
her lips mechanically. 5

“Yes.” he said. “vou 160k, - you
speak a€ if you were. You have no
cause to be, Elaine. I see that you
are aware that I know all.”

She raised her eyes, let them
rest upon his white and haggard
face for a moment, then they drop-
ped again, and she shuddered.

Heé was silent for a moment.

“You saw me-—you knew
near you, that I saw you with
him 2% 2

She put her hand to her brow,
but made ino response.

“Yes,” he said in a_low voice. “I
knew all. It isall wefl. It is better
s0. Il saves us both so much! What
do you expect me to say ? Do you
think that I was blaming you ? No!
the fault, the blame, is all mine! I
might have known that——" He was
going to say, *“that you could not
love me,” but he could not do so.
“The fault was mine. You shall re-
proach me If you like. You shall
say just what you will: I do not
deserve your pity,. I do not ask
for any.”

She looked at him with a dazed,
bewildered look in her eyes.

: "l’i’ty: You!” she faltered. “Itis

s I

“Yes, my poor child!” he said with
a deep sigh. “It is you who should
be pitied, and God know(3 I pity you!
But you know that. You know that
howewr selfishly I have acted, I
loved you. that I love you still.”

She slluddered aod turned from him,

What could he think but that she
shrank from the expression of his
love.

“Do not be afraid,” he said. “It
is the lasl time you will hear it
from my lips. To speak of my lov=
to you now would only be to la-
sult you.”

A sob shook her [rawe. s

“Do not cry,” he said with laboted
breath. “You have not been t0
blame. I could have wished ithat you
had trusted me.”

“Prasted ! she panted, eyeing him
hall fearfully, as il fascinated. “Have
I not—-"

He shook his head sadly.

My poor child! Why did you not
come te me and tell e all? No!”
for her ups had parted, “not now.
It is too late now, now that Ikoow
all. There is" nothing left to say,
Elaine, save that I beg your Ior-
givenesg——""

She covered her face with her bands
and sank on to the couch.

“And give you my promise that I
will never, if I can help it, cross your
path again. To-morrow. I shall leave
Bavefield ; but before I go I will do
what I can to lielp you to the happi-
pess which I came s0 near to de-
stroying. You—you must let me be
your friend still, Elaine, for the.sake
of—of those few happy days!”

She lay, her face upon her arms,
panting. Every word he said sounded
to her like a confession of gullt. She

hors. - It was she who shrank from
his dark, penetrating, and aceusing
eyes—she who felt that she should,
have risen and confronted him, with {
all the dignity of an injured Wom:m.':
His" heart sank at what he todk|
for signs of shame and remorse, and ¢
witl: omething like a groan he turn-:
ed his head away for a moment. It:
tortured him to see her, as he!
thought, so conscious-stricken, &9
abased. i

“Elaine,” he sald, “what are you
doing here? Why are you mot in
bed? Come! and he held out his,
hand.

She rose and drew away froin
him, her eyes stfll downeast. It
was shame—shame that the mnn

“he loved should be so vile as sho

*iought him—tilhat cowed andover-

whelmed her. | , . !

' : i

knew that she ought to hate, loathe
Lim ; that her part was to rise and
confront him, if not with reproaches,
with the dignity of outraged womun-
hood. And yet she could only hide her
face and weep, and let his voice rack
her heartstrings! .
(To be Contlnued.)

Delicious Ice Cream.

The simplest and most delicious
ice cream is made by first whipping
the required amount of cream, freez-
ing slightly, and then adding fruit

: juice, which has been sweetened. Re-

member that the sugar in the fruit
juice, must be sufficient to sweeten

the entire mixture. Finish the freez-
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* " Oitawa, July. 2; 1603,

Thejicvestigation  into the . condi-
tions of the sced trade conducted
by the Lomiuion Dépa.l}meut ol Ag-
riculture auring tho® past two
y-ars Las clearly shown that there
i¢ fast room for improvement. The
outcome has been the introduction
into Parliament bz.the Mimster of
Agricuiture of a bili to lwprove the
cotuiiions tiiat have been shown to
exist. - 'The bill 1 iutended to pro-
Libit the sale of any commercial
seeds which may comain seeds of
suel: wewds as wild mustard, peony-
; ox~ y2 dai y, perenniai SOW
tiigtie, rag weed, bindweed and sev-
eral otbers; and to provide for the
grading of all sceds sold as eitlier
“Grads No. L,” Grade No. IL”, “Grade
No. 1IL.”, or “ screenings.” The re-
quiremantis of each grade are sp:ci-
{ied, the bagis of grading being the
per cent. of : :

Puara Living Seed, i
and in the cace of the higher grades
tite freedom from speciiied weed
ceeds in addition to those above m~n-
tiored. Te grading is to be done
by the tecdmen themselves, but sam-
plee may be sent for analysis to
the Department of  Agriculture at
Ottawa. é

The bill has aroused great interest
among ths seedsmen, as should it be-
come law, much greater care will be
required in grading than is at pres-
cnt the case. A deputation of prom-
inent Canadian seedsmen walted
upon the Minister of Agriculture a
week or two ago to protest against
the paésing of the bill as drafted,
claiming that some of the clauses
were impracticable, and that if en-
forced it would cause undue restric-
tion and possibly suspension of trade.
They claim that .it is impossible to
obtain in sufficient quantity seed of
the higher grades, owing to the pre-
valence of weed seeds. Many of these
it is impracticable to clean out, on
cceount of their similarity in size
and weight to the clover seeds. Much
of the seed received (rom the produc-
ers is vile with' sveed seeds, and al-
though it may be greatly improved
by cleaning cannot by any means be
made perfect. i

improvement This Year.

The demand this year has been
much greater than in any previ-
ous -year for ‘the best recleaned
seed, due largely to the preaching
of the Gospel of good seed by the
Agricultural Department. In [fact,
it was stated by one of the leading
seedsmen that as far as demand
‘for good seed was concerned there
had been more improvement in the
last two years than in the pre-
vious twenty. Uniortunately, the
quality of the seed received from
the producers has not improved.
Should the proposed bill' come into
force, as is almost sure to be the
casc sooner or later, they are de-
termined to differentiate greatly
in price in favor of clean samples
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when making their purchases from
the growers. To a certain extent

_this is done &t present, but a’ spe-

cial promium is to be put on high
grades.

Mhis is ‘a8 It should be, bocause: '

there is no excuse for the produc-
tion. of clover sced foul with weed:
speds. The weeds most conunon inj
red clover fields are: Canada this-
tle, curled dock, ragweed and white
cockle; while wild mustard, oxeye’
daisy, sow thistle and soveral oth-
ers are found less frequently. In:
alsike fields, false flax, white cockle,
sheep sorrel, curled dock, mayweed
and lambs’ quarters are frequently
found. All of these weeds may be
readily seen nvhile growing, and
Before the Seed Ripens

is the proper time to remove them.
They may be either ' spudded or
pulled, and removed from the field.
This system is practised by some
of our successful growers of  clov-
er seed, and when once given a trial
is foynd to be not only practicable,
but also thorough, fairly- rapid,
and very -proiitable. 1%

It may be claimed that to d e
where weeds are pientiful is out of,
the question; that it would take a
great deal of time, and the trampling !
would injure the crop. A field in:
which the weeds are too plentiful
to be handled in this way, should.
not, under any consideration, be de-:
voted to the production of clover for'
seed. It is absolutely folly to grow
sged, which is tem or fifteen per
cent. weed seeds, as there is no surer!
way of widely disseminating weeds
than to have the seeds mixed with
otherwise good grades of small com-
mercial seeds, such as those of the
grasses and clover. To

Sell Sseds Adulterated

with ten  per cent. of sand would
be regarded by, many people as crim-
inal, but-how much more criminal
should it be regarded to sell seed
containing ten per cent. of noxioue
weed seeds ? In the former case, the
only injury is an increase ‘in price;
in the latter, the enhanced price of
the good seed is a small matter com-
pared with the injury done by the in-
troduction of new weed pests.

It is impossible to effectively en-
force legislation to prevent the
growth of impure seed. We must
teach the producers to see the folly
of growing anything but the best.
Seedsmen find it mecessary to make
differences in price in order to pro-
tect themselves, and there is no doubt
that the increased price for good
seed will more than repay the extra
trouble involved in its production. It
is therefore to every farmer’'s inter-
est to grow pnly the highest qual-
ity, not only because it is a gross
‘njustice to neighbor K farmers to
continue the Production of weed
seeds, but also because he is sure
to be amply rewarded for any in-
creased trouble. —. A. Clemons, Pub-
lication Clerk. i

GADDING GIRLS.

An Kditor Gets After Them With a
Sharp Pen.

(Emporia, Kan., Gazette,)

The mothers of this town have had
a lesson—but it doesn’'t see to
have done them any good. here
are just as many girls gadding
arcund town after school now get-
ting their mail in private boxes in
the postoffice as there were ten
days ago. Two years ago the Ga-
zeite went after the mothers of
Emporia for neglecting their daugh-
ters, and the result was that hall a
dozen private mail boxes were dis-
continued and a lot of little girls
that were in the habit of gadding
tco much were kept in for p time.

These¢ girls are now developing
into fine young women, but another
crop of gadding girls has come on,
and the Gazette hopes no one’s
modesty will be shocked by saying
these little hussies ought to be
spanked good and red. They are be-
tween 14 and 17 years old, and are
just so everlastingly boy struck that
they can’t sit still, If their mothers
knew the type of boys and men—
young human pupe—these girls are
running they would throw fits.

But the mothers, it is presumed,
know nothing of the situation. They
ihink their little girls are so sweet
and pure that nothing can harm
them. ‘The truth is that these
children are made of the same kind
of mud that we are all made of and

times less experienced. And their
mothers let them gad the streets

of men, ané then their mothers won-
der how the devil got them and think

they are just as liable to tempta-:
tion as older people and a thousand

after school and flirt with all kinds |

the girls musc -cake after” thelr
father.

There are just two things that will
keep girls straight at *“that age”—
one ‘is plain clothes and the other
is home duties. The girls who make
fools of themselves in Emporia are
invariably overdréssed. They wear
duds that women of 30 should hesi-
tae about wearing.

A little girl with too many and too
costly clothes on her back gets self-
conscious and vain and loves admira-
tion—and you grown-up women kuow
the next step. A simple, pure-hearted
girl who has a placo in the home,,
home work and home duties, has her
heart there, and no boy can steal it,
Only when matuvity comes and a real
man comes and a real affair of the
heart comes will such a. girl leave
home, and then only after heartaches
and heart-rending. But a girl whose
place in the home is at the table and
in bod won’t love that home.

Work makes things eacred. The
child whoso fiome memories are not
hkallowed by work, who is not needed
and does not feel the need, will not
love home. And if she doesn’t love the
home of her girlhood she will love no
other. She will go anywhere for any-
thing. ‘Home will mean nothing to
such a woman, and if ghe is respect-
able she will only lack the opportun-
ity to he a bad woman, and is go
only through circumstances or by th
nicessity of an ugly face. She will
curse any man she marries.

The mothers of this town, who are
rosponsible for the girls who o4 the
strcets, shiould stop and think what
thi~y are coing. These girls are no
longer children. They are at the im-
prossionable age. Where will you
have their impressions come from-—
from the riff-raff of the street or
from home ? It is for the mothers of

this town to settle the question.”

Dreadful Case
of Itching Piles

Doctor Wanted to Burn the Skin With a Re
Patient Was Cured by DR. CHASE’S OINTMENT.

Hot lron—

Mr. Alex. McLean, Talbot Vale, N.
8., writes: “For two yean3 I worked
2% gectionman on the Dominion Coal
Company’s railroad botween Sydney
and Glace Bay, N. 8., and during that
time Wwas exposed to all sorts of wea-
ther. Gradually my health failed, and
I b-came a victim of protruding piles.
At fiest I ¢id not know what my ail-
ment was, but censulted a Soctor,
and though he treated me for piles,
thiey only grew worse.

“] was forced to give up work q.nd
return to my home. My suffering
could scarcely be described. I could
not walk or lie down, but whilethe
rest of the family was sleepiog 1
would be groaning and aching from
tho exeruciating pains.

“Again I decided to consult a doc-
tor. This one stripped me, and said
the piles would have to be burned
with a red-hot iron. I ghivered at the
thought of burning the flesh, aud

told him I ¢ould not think of under-
going such an operation, 80 he gave

ing after nouring in ithe jaice. A lit- i mo some salve, for which he charged

tle fresh fruit may be added towards
thie lagt.—Eve. Poat. . , | |

(] »

me two dollare, but it did not do me
any good, « . e A g ey

'
A s -

“I was In a ¢ sperate condition, and
hagd about given up hope of ever be-
ing freed from this dreadful sulfer-
ing when a Iriend told me about Dr.
Chase’s Ointment. He said he had
scen #0 many cases that it had
curcd that he would pay for it hlm-
self if it failed to cure.

“My experience with Dr. Chase's
Ointmrnt s that the fi '
tion ¢l me more good ti
two doctors, and it has mo
wcll and as free from piles as any,
man. Since b2ing cured I worked dur-
ing the winter in the lnmber woods
and experienced no return of my old
trouble. I am not putting it too
strong when I say that Dr. Chase’s,
Ointment was worth $100 a box to:
me. You are free to use my testimon-
ial for the beneflit of others, as I Teel
it my ¢uty to make known this great
ointment.”

Dr. Chase’s Ointment,
box, at all dealers, or Ldmansg
Bates & Co., Toronto.

To protect youénguinst imitpd
tho portralt and signature o
W, -Chuse, the mo ey
author, are on eve,
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