‘s 4
®

nd

ke

with
s and
1 not
ation
every
120Us-

of the
rdman
Tee of
<. The
at this
.

to the
i, and
L mar-
eniered
at the
rith ut-
' them-
ling all
through
brought
Wwomen

1 to the

ere  Cuts
Stones—
Montreal’

man was
ree others
with dy-
2 east end
rilled four
hem, when
L for them
ieems that
ned sooner
It the men
ee of them
and Pierre
and there-
)juries, al-
ied  minor
fragments
red deaf in

out forty,
1y from the
y. He was
ns and var-
was at least

when picked

.EFERENCE.,
Sinclair, MLP,

ternative for
sted by Louis
d, He would,
ree, as cheap!
appreaching |
ys: “To our
e shonld sug-|
to provide in
tariff, a sum/|
nable us, sim-!
\in our postal
f bringing col-;
0 the British
2, British and
z used for the
slonial farmer
in our home
vith our home
sonditions and
ompetitor. The!
oney to defray

ges from inland
'AGEDY.
His Wife and

iven to despera-
his wife to live
e day they were
)y, a seaman on
wife’s home on
ght, talked with
minutes and then
;r.  Two of the
yne bullet hit the
, and another en-
3. Death followed
‘ithout waiting to
‘e’s wounds were
allet into his own

———————
s e B AR

5 FRIEND

neir Helmet

if we desire to pro«
spiness of Corea we
igainst her will. On
st ~cultivate the
nd so foster a wish
liance with our de-

be adviser to Coreay|
ost to assist her.” ;
Advice. ]
feild Marshal Yams-|
nted President of th®;
[}
w Preaidentfot the
navy, in his fare
cers ymd men of t_hﬂ
fleet, which was
rarned them to be
for emergencies.

| words: “Vietors, 8| _

» tighter.”

A Tea pot Test

is all that is required for

"SALADA”

CEYLON NATURA

to prove its superiority over all Japan Teas.
40 and 60c per Ib.

Lead packeis only.
HIGHEST AWARD AT

a yawn that threatens to dislocate his
jaw. exclaims. !
_“Three o’clock, and here I am forget-,
ugﬁhmy orders!” “

ere are two or three stable helpsl
about, among them the ubiquitous Ned. |
They look up inquiringly and laugh. It
is not often that he forgets his orders.

L GREEN TEA

By all grocers.
ST. LOUIS, 1904
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But there is not muh danger of that
for they are all chattering again, and all
carefully avoiding Vane’s eye as people
do when one of their number looks dis-
' composed.

An unobservant spectator would say
'that it was an extremely light-hearted
dinner party, but even Hal feels that
there is something wrong, and remembers
| Bell's wild words about a cloud hanging
over the house.

Then his own heart jumps into sudden
apprehension.

“Suppose they have discovered our lit-
Itle plot,” And as the idea crosses his
mind, he looks around at the count with
& sudden flash in his eyes. “If so,” he
thinks, “I'll call that old fox out and
put a bullet through him, as sure as my
name is Bertram.”

It is a lengthy meal—a sort of com-
plication of English and German menu.
Occasionally Vane’s deep, clear voice, is
heard addressing a remark here and

al

it

m

"there, as he has plenty of time for do-|love her! I admit it! Curse
ving, for he sends dish after dish away | him! I loved her before he
|untasted, and scarcely eats anything. |did. Can a man forget, change, throw

At last Jeanne glances around at the
!1adies, and arises, As usual, Clarence, be-
jing mearcst the door, arises to show
them out, but he has not got a word
with Jeanne this evening, for her whole
attention is fixed on Vane, who, stand-
ing with the rest of the men until the
ladies are gone, looks grimly  hand-
some and stern.

Things are not more cheerful when the P
\ lemen are left alone, for, though

lane with a visible effort arouses him-
self to talk, a constraint sits upon all.
Bell stares at the tablecloth, and fidgets

with his grass; Nugent looks grave and
preoccupied, and Clarence, as usual, sits
and drinks the rare claret in meditative
silence. And then, finding nobody to
talk to, the count actually draws his
ckair nearer to Hal, and engages him in
a conversation on English sport, talking |}
as easily, and smiling as amiably, as if
Hal were his dearest friend, while Hal| o
himself to answer civilly. At last, with p
a half-smothered sigh, Vane pushes his
‘glass from him and rises, and they stroll | j
out, either to the drawing-room or the
| billiard-room. As Hal goes out, he no-
| tices that Nugent looks after Vane with
{a regard as anxious and touching as|,
' Bell’s own.

“What on earth can be the matter?”
thinks Hal. “Has Vane heard any bad
news?”

He is about to go up and ask him,

when Lady Lucelle puts out her hand
'from a cozy nook of satin and lace in
 which she generaly ensconces berself,
and touches him.

“Where have you been all day, Mr.

Hal?” she asks, with her soft smile.
“Where have 1?—oh, hanging about,”
says Halstruggling with the color which
has mounted to his face at this sudden
and direct question.
“You do not give ‘us much of your
society,” says Lady Lucelle. “Come and
®it down by me—if you can siv still for
two minutes.”
Hal laughs.
“I'm not good at sitting still, I'll ad-

. mit, but the Wandering Jew wouldn't
mind sitting still near you, Lady Lu-

o,”

She looks at him under her half-closed

| lids, just as a cat might look at a
mouse, who, quite unconscious of the
! harm of her claws, gambels in her sight.
“Where have you been learning com-
pliments?” she says; “that was a very
pretty one, indeed, and quite worthy
the count. What a pity the princess is
too unwell to be with us, isn’t it?” she
asks, with an innocent look,
“Eh—er—oh, yes,” say* Hal, “a great
pity. Have you been out to-day? What

a beautiful flower that is in your dress.

T’ll go and get you a cup of tea.”

“Don’t trouble,” says Lucelle, smiling
behind her fan at his eagerness to es-
cape. “Lord Lane has gone—here he
comes.”

“Here’s a seat, Lane,” says Hal, jump-
ing up with alacrity, and before Clar-
ence ean accept or decline, Hal makes
his escape.

“Sit down,” says the countess, with a
He is afraid

little laugh. “Poor boy!
of me; fancy that!”

Clarence looks at her with an uneasy

e.
“Nothing very ridiculous in that,
he says.

“And you are, too, aren’t you?” says
Lady ILamcelle. ‘Oh, please sit down, or I

shall think I am plague-stricken and de
My tea?. Thanks,”

Then ,as he sits down, and pulls at
his mustache absently, she turns upen
him suddenly, and in the sweetest voice
eavys:

ys:
“Don’t you think it is almost time
|for you to make your bow and retire,

| my friend ?”
He looks up quickly, and flushes.
“What—what do you mean?”
Lady Lucelle shrugs her shoulders.

“I was merely suggesting that it was

sbout time for ‘you to take your leave,

| she repeats, “unless you wish to wait

'and see the storm burst.”
“The storm burat!” he echoes.
Then he follows her e

agitatedly.
| Iady Lucelle smiles.

rised and afraid of your
“You are
the man in the eastern story, who
of trouble in calling up the
then, when he had succeeded,

surp:
own work?”’ she murmurs.
weeks
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ing
“Which are you now,/for instance?”

marquis, is?”’ she asks.
bent moodily on the carpet.
you have been hanging about his wife's

gown, my friend? About time, I think.”

Clarence.

sion.

doulit, hope, despair, love!
moeck-—you know it as well as I do—I

away a part of himself at pleasure?
loved Jeanne when she was Jeanne Bert-
ram; am I to change because he made
her Marchioness of Ferndale?
in the low, constrained
save to her, and now his passion ren-
ders it inaudible even to her.
“you are right; it is time for me to go.”
tempt behind her bouquet.
pier when you have gone?”
sparl.

celle, “she will be any happier ?”

with subtle significance, shot an idea,

who is gradually gaining sight.

she look very happy now?

I e, which has
|®ettled on Vane,-and starts to his

,’ he says, with sullen eagerness, | in
“Which do you think my lord the
“Look at him.”
Clarence looks up. Vane is standing
most erect, with folded arms, and eeys

“Very much in earnest, is he not? And
is about time. How long is it since

i
“You—you think he is jealous?” asks

Lady Lucelle laughs behind her fan.
“Do I think? What would you think?”
“I” he retorts, with suppressed pas-

Lady Lucelle, if—if you

N

ost out of my mind with conflicting
Yes, do not

T

1>
He has been speaking

Then he stops.
voice inaudible

“Yes,” he says, abruptly, wiping the
erspiration from his white forehead,

Lady Lucelle hides a sneer of con-
“Do you think you will be any hap-
“I?” he says with something like a|j
“Do you think,” murmurs Lady Lu-

He starts as if her words had stung
im; as she had intended, they have,

baleful gleam of hope, right into his
assion-lost heart. h

“Do you think s0?” she repeats, “Does
Look at her!
nd when you are gone, the only man
in whom she really finds a companion
—ao you think she is likely to be hap-
pier? My iriend,” and she drops her
voice until it sounds like the hiss of a
serpent, “you have gone too far! It is
too late to turn back.

returning on the path you have trod;
you must go on. The reins have dropped
from your fingers, and fate drives you
now.
“For—her—sake!” he says, in a low,
hoarse voice.
“For hers,” she repeats. “Oh, how blind
a man can be when he is in your condi-
tion. Think, look back, and ask your-
self—did she ever love him? Do women 1
speak to the men they love as she speaks
to him?” 1
He wiped the perspiration from his
forehead.
. “We—" he says, with a jealous wince,
“we do not see threm alone.”
Lady Lucelle looks at him with a sin-
ister smile.
“They are never alone,” she murmurs.
Then, before he can speak again, she
says: “Look!”
He follows the direction of her eyes,
Vane is standing moodily abstracted,
lost in gloomy thoughts, so lost that he
does net know that Jeanne is near him
until she touches him gently, timidly,
on the arm. Then he starts—and it is
now that Lady Lucelle directs Clarence’s
attention—starts, and as he sees who it
is, frowns darkly at her.
“Are you ill?” asks Jeanne, with some-
thing of the old, loving tone in her voice,
something of the old, ineffable tender-
ness in her eyes; “are you iil?”
“Ili?” he answers, in a low, stern
voice, “No!” and without another word
he turns his back upon her, and leaves
her; leaves her standing there as if he
had struck her, pale and marvelling.
“You see!” says Lady Lucelle, “ton
far—too far,” and without a word Clar-
ence arises, but her hand puils him down.
“Stay,” she says, “one false step
ruins both you and her. Do not go near
*Lher to-night; do mnot go near her until
to-morrow.”
With compressed lips he sinks back,
and then suddenly he turns upon her.
: “Why do you interfere?” he says,
with sullen fierceness. “What is it to
you? What is your motive, and what
game are you playing

With a smile half-contemptuous, half-
pitying, Lady Lucelle arises without a
word, and, crossing the room, goes up
to Jeanne.

“Will you sing for us, dear?” she asks
with her sweetest smile.

“Sing ?” says Jeanne, confusedly. “No
—no—please sing to me.”

And then Lady Lucelle goes to the
” | piano and sings a wild barcarole, which
seems, at least to one man who listens,
like the songs which the sirens sing as
they entice their victims down the flow-
ery path which leads to destruction.
That is how Lady Lucelle’s song sounded
to Clarence’s ears.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

Slowly, sleepily—everything goes slow-
ly and sleepily at Forbach—the clock in
the little ehurch tower strikes three.

As it does,before the lingering cadence
of its lust stroke has departed, George

George

over the stable.
bays ?”

George.
will

“Heaven help me, 1 don’t kn :

what to think. Lad " if you | ticuly:
have any object in speaking to me like
this, for Heaven’s sake speak plainly, I
am in no mood for parables—] am al-

to hear.
ting those old crocks in, George?”

’em lame,

us.

A month ago vou |}
could have done so, but now there is no|{ forv

you know where.

yawns

“Up on the hills after a raven Master
Hal wants to bag.’ ‘
The men laugh and go on with t.heir{
work, and George, getting out some har- ' help, ¥ he asks,
ness, l(:L<urer proceeds to uncover a
pair of greys, the slowest and oldest | “you go on, Master Hal, and I'll have
nags in the stud, and has scarcely got |’»m put to, and the crocks grubbing be-
their clothes off than Ned saunters in. | fore you're back, if you're only five min-
and, leaning ageinst the stall, eyes him | utes.”

with affected indifference.
“Going to take the grays, eh?” he | but sets off at a trot for the cedar, his
‘I thought Mr. Ber- | heart going as fast as his legs, for not

¥8, inquiringly.

tram didn’t like ‘em¢”

“More he don’t, my lad,”
curtly. “He's not the sort of a gentle- | N0t by any means so cool and nonchal-
man to waste his affections on such a
couple of crocks as these. ]
now, are more for his taste,”
“The bays, yes,” says Ned, looking | ¢ yet he has not got the princess to run

“Halloa! where are the | #Way with.

George yawns again,

g,” he says; then he

laugh: “Thep’re up at the blacksmith’s.”

“To get their shoes

you?

hipped. They both fell

“The phaeton for going
ed, staring.

dogeart ?”
“Because my orders are the phaeton,”
replies George, carelessl;
better than to run against ’em; so, if
you've no objection, we’ll have the phae-
ton, Mr. Ned.”
The man goes to the coach house and
gets out the phaeton, the grs
to in a twinkling, and George is adjust-
ing the last strap, when Hal comes into
ﬁlm yard, carrying his gun and game

ag.

“Halloa!” he says, loud
“What do you

George touches his hat
“Bay’s lame, sir,” le

tiously.
Hal grumbles and growls, after the
manner of an Engli
bag on to the ba

ling all the time.

Now, then!
sir,”

“Very sorry,

“Wouldn’t do to take the bays;
ir,” and with a touch of the |

81

at he jumps up

“Light my pipe?” asks

y, but doing as he is
»

“Let ’em think there’

on of any consequence.
For her sake, you must go on!” J‘I:: :C::;t",lzte 10w, eir, if it puts ‘em it
Hal smiles, leisurely fills and lights
his pipe, then takes the reins again, and
drives on.
A few hundred yards above the castle,
the hill road branches to the right and
ys amid the thick
pines; to the right lies the villa, to they

eft, turning both wa

eft Baden.

whip, and down spins

villa.

right?” says Hal, eag

iously.

dently.

sight of the house.”

“I eat ’em for breakfast this morn- |

ly,

ns
< seat, puts up his
gun, and climbs into the phaeton, grum-

y beliind,

advised.

That? ) *
'lha,t:s good for you, George,”. says l creatures, and they, who know the sound
one, grinning, “Where are you going?” | of his step and voice, look around and
again, and saunters, |

hand in pocket, to the stable door. {

says George, !

The bays,

adds, with a

altered,” says
“Here, just lend me a hand, |
Talking won’t harness a |
horse, though you seem to think it will, |
It’s lucky I noticed the bays; that last
fellow who shod ’em ought to be horse-

lame the day

before yesterday, and they won't be fit
for work for another week.”

“I didn’t notice it,” says Ned.

“That’s because you don’t notice any-
thing, you know,” says George, sarcas-
“Now, then, get out the mail
phaeton, will you?”

up hill?” says

“Why don’t you have the

“and I know

'S are put

enough for all
mean by put-

respectfully.
says, senten-

an, pitches his

“Might as well have put a couple of
gray rabbits to,” he says, irritably. “We !
shall have to get out and carry them up |
the hill. |

George.

says
have

and Hal, with

I]t)s f‘“.et ,f_'lui\s'\\l).mltln the ],_'p"' and | 5y impatient flick of the whip, drives
e turns it to her as might a blind man | ¢he grays out of the stable yard, .\'ml" I don't want ter be an angel yit. 'd
" 5 v

following them up to the very gates,
and leaning over them, to stare after
them.
“Don’t look around, sir,” says George, |
without leaning forward, “he’s watching
Keep straight up the hill road
wait a mniuve, sir, let "em go easy, while
you light your pipe!”

Hal, inquiring-
“What

s nothing your
Don’t mind los-

“Down the Baden road, sir!” says
George.
Hal, without a word, but with marked
impatience, turns the horses as direct-
ed, and for five minutes goes away from
the spot to which his longing
points, then George Jeans forward.

“Now, Master Hal” he says, with a
chuckle, “turn ’em «round and make for
He's a lazy hound,
that Ned, and, seeing up go this way,
he’ll be satisfied, and be off to sleep by
this time.”
Around go the bewildered grays, ren-
dered more bewildered by a cut of the
phaeton
across the high road and toward the

the

“Have you got everything—is it all
rly, turning anx-

“Everything, sir,” says George, confi-
“Don’t be afraid, sir, nothing
could be straighter, if—if her highness
is able to keep her time, sir, I'd lay all
two years’ gaving that we give ’em the
slip and six hours to spare,
shed, sir; go around it, and keep out o’

h [ I suppose—bah ! time enough to suppose
“What for?” asks Ned, vainly ¢rying | this and suppose that when it hapens.
to hide his suspicion.

heart

There’s the

Hal steers the grays off the road
through a gate and around to the back
of a cowshed. Goorge drops from his
perch, and runming to the door, discov-
ers the bays quietly picking up the last
oats of a thorough good feed.

Hal—short as the time is—cannot help
going in to say a word to the two noble

bite at him playfully.

“There they are, sir,” says George, ex-
ultingly, “as fresh as larks, and as hard
as iron.”

“Right,” says Hal; “do you want any

“No—no, sir,” replies George, quickly,
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is that we hav

materials will permit.
distinct individuality tha

e brought
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Blue Ribbon Tea has a
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t lifts it above the line
TRY IT.

Hal does not wait for another word,

having had any very extensive practice
In running away with princesses, he is

ant as heroes, in a similar situation are
usnally represented to be. He is, indeed,
rather nervous than over confident, for

“If she should be unable to come,” he
keeps thinking, and at the thought the
perspiration breaks out on his brow.
“Suppose the count has got scent of this.

My darling will come; she will come.”

But, nevertheless, his hearts sinks as
he comes up to tle great cedar, and finds
no sweet face and graceful figure wait-
ing under its heavy boughs; his heart
| sinks, and his temper begins to arise.

“If she does not come,” he mutters be-
tween his teeth, “I'll go up to the villa
and settle with the count,” and instinet-
ively his hand wanders to his side pocket
in which reposes his revolver,

But the count is respited for the pres-
ent, for suddenly a slim figure, dressed
in plain, dark clothes, comes from am-
ong the trees, and, panting, Verona
stands before him for « moment—and—
the next is within his outstretched arms.

you would come.’

“Did you ?” sche breathes, with parted
lips, with the color coming and going
softly in her lovely face. “Yes—I should
come—unless——"

“Unless what ?” he asks.

“Unless I was dead—or they had kept
me by force,” she says, in a low voice,
and with her eyes fixed upon his with
rapt trustfulness.

He stoops and touches her forehead
with his lips.
l “Come, then,” he says, eagerly. “Where
is your bundle 7’

With a faint little smile, she draws
aside her cloak, and shows him a dress-
ing bag, and at the same time roveals
that she wears a plain traveling dress.

“Is it too large ?” she says.

“No, my darling! We could earry an
immense trunk, if you could have got it
down to the cedar without attracting
attention. No. But it does not mat-
er. We can buy anything—everything.
Nothing matters when you are once out
of their reach. Come,” and putting his
{arm around her, he hurries her across the

{ (To be centinned.)
o —

UNCLE EFH’'S MUSINGS.

er heap ruther have er good appytite
| den er pair uv wings.
De happy, cheerful heart is too busy
singin’ ter be all de time tellin’ er tale uv
woe.
Dar’s er whole lot uv dudes dat parts
; dey hair in de middle ter keep fum walk-
in’ lopsided.
De man wid de mos money ain’t al-
ways de happies’. Er centerpede’s got re
hunderd feet, but he cain’t fly lak er
bird wid jes two wings.
I ain’t no pessymis’, but ef yer ’spect
er man ter do somethin’ he oughtn’t,
yer’ll not miss it nigh so of'en ez yer
would ef yer wuz bettin’ dat he’d do
somethin’ good.
Never could understand why it wuz
dat it ain’t jes’ ez easy fer er man ter
be good ez it is fer ’im ter be bad, but
somehow ’nuther it ain’t.
I guess erbout de only reason some
niggers laks po’try is ’caze it soun’s so
much lak poultry.
I knowed er nigger wunst dat thought
er porkypine wuz er haug ’caze his name
bergins wid “pork.”
It’s er heap sight easier ter run up er
bill den it is ter run up er hill,
Dere’s er whole lot uv men dat teases
de women ‘bout stan’in’ befo’ er lookin’
glass an’ paintin’ dere faces. But dere’s
some men dat stan’s befo’ other glasses
an’ den paints de town.
Dis is erbout de time uv year
We's glad we am er-livin'—
Got er turkey fer Chrismus day,
An’ er'possum for Thanksgiving.’
—————— -
Had Shown Poor Judgment.

of your daughter.
Magnate—You can’t have her.

too careless

Cleveland Leader.

RAW MATERIAL

Pulp From Rags or From Wood—Spruce

writing paper comes from one of two
widely different places
dreary forest or the back streets of a
crowded city.
raw material is either rags or wood.
The city rag picker, pays one rate for
all the rags he buys, but, after he gets

ed into numerous bins or boxes, The cot-

other kinds to
kinds of clothing
they are baled by machinery.

“My darling, my own Verona ! I knew |S

Suitor—Now that I've invested my
fortune in your insurance company, I
wish to epeak to you on the subject

You're
about money matters.—

MAKING PAPER.

COMES FROM
BACK WOODS OR GUTTER.

and Poplar the Woods Most Used,
But Both Are Beccming Scarce in
the States—Ingenous Machinery.

The raw material for our modern

~the depths of a

In other words, the

them to his headquarters, they are sort-

ton ones go to the makers of paper and
the makers of certain
After being sorted

The wood which goes into pulp for
paper is chiefly spruce and poplar. This
is becoming scarce both in the United
States and in Kurope, and the paper
mills in this country bring large quan-
tities from Canada where in the dis-
tricts of Algoma it is plentiful.
Arriving at the paper factory, the
wood in the form of logs, is piled up
over a wide area. 1t is'not unusual to
find 75 to 100 acres of pulp wood and
factory buildings in connection with one
paper mill. In the United States there
are nearly 800 paper and pulp mills, and
the value of the products which they
produce is more than $127,000,000. The
use of wood pulp dates back only about
a half century, but it has now come to
take the place of rags to a very great
extent, The high price of rags about
the time of the civil war assisted great-
ly in the introduction of wood as a sub-
stitute. It has since been found that
wood fibre contains all the esseutial ele-
ments of nearly all kinds of paper.

In making paper from rags, the rags
are first sorted and the dust is elimin-
ated from them. Girls do this work by
the aid of wire screens, through which
the dust sifts. They also sort the rags
into different colors and cut off the but-
tons on garments. After the rags are
cut up into pieces two inches long, they
go into a washing tub, where they are
stirrea by means of revolving machinery,
care being taken that no dirt shall be
ground into the fibre. The pulp in this
form may then be bleached by a bleach-
ing powder which, irrespective of its
former color, brings to a creamy
white. Next the pulp goes into the
beating machine where it is thoroughly
cut up and mixed by mechanical knives.
Here the coloring and sizing are put in
hefore it is ready for the wonderful pa-
per-making machines.
Where the pulp is made from wond,
the logs are brought from the acres
of log piles about the factory and sawed
into short lengths and, by an ingenious
device, the bark is stripped from each
one. Next the lengths of wood are
ground into mere chips, after which
they go to the digesters—huge tanks—
where they are dissolved by cooking
with sulphorous acid. One of the di-
gesters will thus handle 10 or 12 tons
in a day. Next, as in the case of the
rags, the pulp is bleached and washad
and carried into the midst of the
revolving knives of the beaters
and the coloring and sizing added. The
tints and colors of the finished product
depend upon its treatment here. The
sizing which is put into it at this peint
keeps the finished product from absorb-
ing the ink which we apply in writing
letters or, if book paper, in printing
upon it. Jrom the beaters the pulp is
placed in what are known at “stuff
chests” and is kept agilated until it
comes time to pump it into the paper
machine.
From this point the early making of
the paper proper by hand, is easily un-
derstood and the meodern automatic
method is even more interesting. Be-
fore the introduction of the automotic
method, the fibre, as it came from the
beating machine, was laid out into a
sheet upon a wire sieve which acted as
a mold at the same time allowing the
water to drain off. The pulp, thus in
the form of 2 wet sheet, was turned out
upon a felt and pressed out into the de-
sired thicknesses. It is said that the pa-
er whieh Benjamin FrankMn used for
printing purposes was made in this man-
ner.

lying asleep, or appar-

bench in the stable yard,
stretches

O

FARROWING TIME

Is as critical a time as any in hog raising.

The litter eating of many sows is largely due to bad feeding, causing
a constipated and irritable condition.

The sows digestive organs should be kept free and open to prevent
this fevered and litter eating condition by feeding

Clydesdale Stock Food

Besides making a better flow of milk owingto the better blood circulation.

This means more and better pigs, as a healthy apple tree gives more
and better fruit than a diseased tree. 3

For young pigs it makes more bone and muscle on which to put flesh,
and nothing better for starting and keeping Runts growing.

Its ingredients are absolutely harmless and
satisfied wizh results your money cheerfully refunded by the dealer.
CARBOLINE ANTISEPTIC MAKES THE PICS AND PENS CLEAN.
TRY HERCULES POULTAI rOOD.

CLYDESDALS STOCK FooD Couraxy, IIMITED, Tcronto, Ont.

pure, and if you are not

The calenders are equipped with pe-
culiarly adapted metal rolls arranged,
one above another, m several tires,
through these the paper passes under
pressure. The paper comes from the
machines in webs sometimes as great as
160 inches in width and often at a speed
of 300 ‘eet per minute. The wide rolls
are aext split into narrow ones and re-
wound. Th fine grades of paper, of
course, require a very nigh finish, and
this extra smoothness is given by means
of supercalenders, one of which is shown
in an accompanying photograph. 1In the
supercalender $e rollers are alternate-
ly of iron and compressed paper.
“The machines which cut the rolls of
paper into sheets ean be set for the very
many different sizes desired. The sheels
as cut are delivered by a system of
tapes onto tables which stand about
two and a half feet high. A girl at
each one o fthese tables scrutinizes each
sheet and her trained eye quickly dis-
covers a defect or spot mo matter how
rapidly the machines are running. Each
defective sheet is thrown into a large
box to the left of the giri.

The paper which is to be ruled now
goes in the various sizes to an auto-
matie machine equipped with fingere
which are little short of being human

in their activities. The sheets are placed
in a pile at one end of the machine
within reach of the m

eat rapidity and send it on its way te/!
fine edges, of which ae |
as pens in marking the lines. As the;
gheets, one by ome, come in contact
with these wheels, they are ruled om
both sides, another set of circular peas
from benecath workiig in unison with
those on top.

Where the writing paper is to be
folded into the small double sheets, .it
goes to still another machine, which
makes the creases and folds with great
accuracy, ~Then in the shipping rooms
the scenes are varied. Part of the papen
is put up in boxes. Part is placed im |
packages and sealed, the packer stand- |
ing at a table beside a small gas fire im |
which, at intervals, he holds a stick of |
sealing wax before applying it to the!
cover of the package. The larger packs |
ages are book paper which requires !
gloss and finish much the same as writ~
g paper.

The mongram which often appears om
writing paper, or perhaps a coat of arms,
are produced by means of dies or plates.
The making and care of the dies and the
placing of them upon fine stationery re-
presents an industry in itself.
—_—— e ——

gr
little wheels, the

Monicipal Elections

in France

The municipal elections in France are
everywhere conducted on precisely the

same plan. Paris dees not differ from

the smallest provincial commune in this/
particular. The system is simplicity ite|
self. A month before the elections are

to take place the event is publicly ame|
nounced by means of white posters, and

a list of electors is opened at the local

mairie (mansion house). Every persom|
who fulfils the voting qualifications i®:
free to go to the Mairie, and, having|
produced evidence of his idemtity, he is|
duly inscribed on the voting lists and af«:
ter the lapse of a few days he either

fetches his elector’s card or it is brought

to him at his residence by one of the

Mayor’s employees. :
In the case of Paris the card is coffes:
colored, about four inches long and three:
broad, and is barred by a blue and red
stripe, the colors of the city of Paria. I8!
bears on ene side, in addition to the num=
ber of the voter’s inscription on the vet~,
ing sheet, the number of the electoral
section of the municipal censtituency te
which he belongs, the place where the
voting will be held, the signature of the
voter, his Christian and surnames, the
date of his birth, his profession and ade
dress, and the signature of the Mn.yog!

the date and the stamp of the Maitre.;
On the reverse site are the words: “Res|
publique Francaise, Liberte, Egalite, o
Fraternite, Carte ‘Electeur.” The date
and hour at which the election is to take
place are given, and the voter is inform-
ed that his veting paper must be prepar«
ed at home, must be of white hue, and
must contain no exterier marks, beyond
the name written or printed of the can-,
didate for whom he wishes to vote. Any;.
addition in writing nullifies the vote.
Along the left edge of the elector's
card is a counterfoil, divided diagenally
by a red line, the triangular sections
being marked “A” and “B.” As soon as
the lists in each section are closed they
a recommunicated to the Prefecture of|
the Seine, and a careful comparison is
made between them, which prevents any |
citizen from casting a double vete. Cop~|
ies are then sent to the various sectiona.,
The polling takes place from 8 o’clock |
in the morning until six o’clock in i
evening. Outside the polling stations,
which are, as a rule, the local mairie, or!
the schoclroom, electionecring agents are
stationed, who distribute voting bulletina,
printed with the names of the candidates
whom they represent. Inside is a table:
covered with green baize on which is am
oblong box, also covered with green cloth,
and with a slit in the centre of the lid.!
This is officially called the “urn.” The
sole function of the .police in a French
election is to preserve order in the pell |
ing station. The [Lst electors to  ar=

official interference with the procewds
ings is avoided. Three volunteers take
possession of the “urn” and of the list
of voters in the particular section, and
they compare his card with the list
and cut off from the edge of it one of the
triangular divisions. The division marked
“B” is retaived in view of a possible see-!
ond ballot. The veting paper, or buw‘
as it i3 called, is taken by the “ass
in the right hand, and then transfegmed|
to his left hand to be dropped into 'h‘
urn. It is thus visible to all present thad'
only one vote at a time is regist red.

At 6 o'clock velunteers are called for
form among the electors preseat to couns’,
the votes. This operation talirs place im

All posibility of cheaiing is thus avoid~

in the exubrant “Midi” of Tartarin, urne
with false bottoms have sometimes beems
used for the purpose of falsifying re-
sults, but this is hardly credible. The
French law punishes electoral fraud with
great aeverity, the penalty varying be-

prisonment. As gon as the count has beea
ed to the local Prefecture, where a com-

necessary to rectif

always takes place on Sunday and
is only on the following Friday that
official results are declared. Ari
the figures cannot be challenged
by an appeal to the Council of
body which is equivalent
the Court iz the United

_mechanical
which pick up ome sheet at & time with

rive constitute the “bureau.” Thus all

publie, and is performed by the publie. |

ed. It is said that in the South of Franoce, '

tween three months and two years’ im-
made the urn is sealed up and dispateh-

mission sits to verify the count, and if .
it. The correctiom

M
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