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CHAPTER XXIX.

Too indignant to reply to his ac
cusation, Miss Carriscourt turned 
haughtily away. She would not 
bandy words with him, and a little 
later he left the house in a perfect 
fury of rage.

As the colonel was widely known, 
all the leading journals of the me
tropolis paid glowing tributes to his 
memory.

"Surely, lone must see it, and re
turn at once,” thought Miss Carris
court.

Another day came and went. There 
was still no signs of lone. A month 
passed by, in which many changes 
had been wrought. Still lone came 
not. The house had been closed up 
shortly after the colonel’s death, the 
servants paid off and dismissed, and 
the place had passed into the hands 
of those named as executors in the 
colonel’s will.

The disappearance of the heiress 
the week before her marriage to Mr 
Frank Lyons was a nine days’ won
der among society people; then it 
died out.

But there were two people who 
never for a moment forgot her.

To Arthur Rochester lone’s sud
den flight had been a revelation. She 
could not bring herself to marry 
Frank Lyons. But why, then, had 
she not requested him to release her? 
he wondered. The course she had 
taken was certainly not in accord
ance with her nature. If he had ob
served Elaine more closely, he would 
have noticed that she was a changed 
person ever since the day- of the 
yacht ing party. The great change 
in her did not escape the sharp eyes 
of Patrice, her mai*. Where were all 
her gay spirits and mirthful laugh
ter? She seemed to have a horror, 
too, of being left alone.

"I have such strange nervous fan
cies, Patrice,” she would often say. ! 
in a hoarse whisper. ♦The wind ! 
moaning outside the window sounds ; 
like angry waves against a boat.” j

Then she Would cower back in her 
chair, and cover her white, terrified j 
face with her trembling hands.

No inducement could persuade her 
to go near the water. To Arthur 
Rochester—now that the idea that
lone still loved him had taken pos- j 
session of him—the thought of spend- : 
ing the future with Elaine became : 
almost intolerable. He tried to face j 
the inevitable, but his whole soul 
shrank from this marriage.

"it would be a cruel kindness.” he 
thought, "to wed Elaine under these 
circumstances. 1 will go to her and 
tell her all, and ask her. as an hon
orable gtyitleman should, lo release 
me. 1 will throw myself upon her 
mercy.”

But. though he arrived at. this con
clusion, to execute it was by no 
means an easy matter. lie had his 
doubts, too. whether, after all was 
said and done, she would release him 
or not. Vet, surely, her pride would 
come to her rescue. She would not 
wish to be an unloved wife.

Late that afternoon he sent a mes
sage up to Elaine’s room, asking if 
lie could see her in the drawing
room; he had something to sav to 

, her. Elaine was reading a magazine 
at the time. She threw it aside 
with nervous haste.

"Tell him I will be down directly. 
Patrice,” she said, her cheeks flush
ing with pleasure; “then hasten 
back, for I want you to make me as 
pretty as you can.”

"That will not be difficult. Miss 
Elaine,” replied the honest little

"He never appears to notice how I 
look,” sighed Elaine, when the door 
closed behind the girl. "I do not 
think it would matter a particle to 
him whether I was dressed like a 
princess or a peasant.”

It would have been amusing if it 
had not been so pitiful to see how 
she watched in the long pier glass 
while Patrice put the finding 
touches to her toilet, by twisting a 
scarlet laburnum in her dark braids, 
and 'j "cned a cluster of passion 
roses over the lace on her bosom.

It was a glowing picture that Ar
thur Rochester saw advancing to 
meet him, as he looked up when the 
door of the drawing-room opened a 
few minutes later. He was struck 
with the wistful love in the girl’s 
beautiful face as she held out both 
hands to greet him.

"It is not often that I am favored 
with such a pleasant surprise, Ar
thur dear, as your rending for me,” 
she said, with a bewildering, coquet
tish smile.

How could he speak the words he 
had sent for her to say? He felt 
awkward and extremely ill at ease 
for the first time in his life. How 
could he utter the words which would 
dispel at one blow the dream of 
love.

"You sent for me in haste to tell 
me something, Arthur,” she said, 
"but you seem in no hurry to speak ; 
indeed, you seem distrait and pre
occupied, as though your thoughts 
were hardly here,” she went on, with 
a pretty pout.

Alien r am ashamed of myself,” 
he answered. "That would be un
pardonable.” "The fact is,” he add
ed, hesitatingly, and flushing un
easily, "my mind is full of one sub
ject, and I am at a loss to find 
words to express myself.”

Elaine's heart gave a quick throb; 
her dark head drooped. No doubt 
came to her but that the subject he 
referred to was of their approaching 
■carriage. Of course it could be 

jothing else. She her white
pled hands closer about his arm;

lier very clinging touch was a. car
ess. The words he had uttered were 
unutterably sweet to her. Was he 
going to tell her that he had learn
ed to love her? Would his heart ever 
know one throb of the passionate 
love that was consuming hers?

How she hungered to hear the 
words. "I love you, Elaine,” fall 
from his lips.

Wicked as r he had proven herself 
tc her rival. there was something in
finitely pitiful in the blind adoration 
she lavished upon her handsome lov
er. He was the very light of her 
life.

For one brief moment there was 
silence between them. It grew hard
er and harder for Arthur to broach 
the subject in hand.

"Elaine,” he said* gravely, nerv
ing himself for the ordeal, "did it 
ever occur to you that some mar
riages are sad mistakes?”

Elaine looked up into his face; a 
sudden terror seized her, but she 
would attach no importance to his 
words; she felt that if she did, she 
would despair or die.

"There can be no unhappiness where 
there is love,” returned Elaine, 
quickly.

"I agree with you, there will be 
no unhappiness where there is love,” 
he returned, in a low voice; "but 
without it, ma ried life is almost a

She raised her dark, drooping head 
and looked at him. The words had 
gone through her heart like, a sword.

"Why should we think of the lives 
of others if ours is happy?” she ask
ed, with a nervous smile on her 
lips.

"That is just the point I would 
like to discuss with you, Elaine,” he 
answered, slowly. "1 almost hate 
myself for the words I am about to 
utter; but one thought gives me cour
age—the truth is better said before 
than after marriage.”

Still no gleam of the truth dawn
ed upon Elaine. There was no slrad- 
ow in the dark eyes regarding him 
so intently.

"Every heart should be mated with 
the one Heaven intends for it,” he 
said, slowly; and two hearts should 
never be joined together for life un
less true and perfect love does exist 
between them.”

"No,” said Elaine, knowing not 
what to say.

"And one of the most cruel posi
tions for a lad3r to be placed in is 
to find herself an unloved wife,” pur
sued Arthur, flushing.

There was no answer from Elaine 
Granger’s lips, and he went on.

"I would save you from this, 
Elaine,” he cried, huskily, "before it 
is too late. I will be frank and hon
orable with you. I appeal to 3'our 
generosity. I throw myself upon 
your mercy to save yourself and to 
save me. I will live up to my en
gagement if you hold me to it,” he 
said, slowly; "but I cannot deceive 
you. I must tell you the truth. My 
heart cries out for my old love. I 
have found that she was not as false 
as I believed her. Yes, 1 love her, 
Elaine, better than before, yet my 
word is pledged to 3'ou. You hold 
3'our fate and mine in your hands, 
Elaine. I leave it with you as to 
what the future will be.”

The words dic'd away on his lips as 
he saw the marble-white face raised 
to his.

"Are you ill, Elaine?” he cried. 
"Great Heaven ! what is wrong? 
What is the matter, nave my words 
hurt you as much as that?”

"Your words have slain me, that 
is all, Arthur,” she said, slowly. 
"Yes, it is a wrong — a terrible 
wrong which I lay at your door. \ ou 
have broken my heart.”

She looked so piteously at him 
that he was touched. He*would have 
resented .v.-preaches or passionate 
words, but when a lovely girl like 
Elaine tells a man that her heart is 
broken, and he knows that it is for 
love of him, what words can he find 
in which to answer her?

She had sinned so cruelly for this 
man’s love. She had seen her rival 
go down in the -dark wat* \s from 
which she never rose—without, one cry 
for help which could have saL-d her; 
but it seemed to her now, as site 
stood there, that in those moments 
of horrible torture, that she suffered 
ten-fold for what she had done; yet 
she told herself, she would never lose 
her lover without a desperate strug
gle.

CHAPTER XXX.

EHaj*a Gran5er decided then and 
tneie mat sne would never lose Ar
thur Rochester without a desperate 
struggle. If he left the decision with 
her, he should never go free. A love 
like hors must win its oojoct, if it 
lay within human power.

She would rather have bj/pn Ar- 
thw Rochester’s wife, thouam he de
spised her — his wife, to hur
unreciprocated love up mJpfveSin the 
light of his presence — than to have 
wed a king on his throne who might 
worship her.

There would be little help for him 
if the decision rested in the hands of 
her who was deaf to all other prayr- 
ers save her deep, desperate love for 
him. She stood before him with 
clasped hands, and the pain on her 
face was pitiful to behold.

«•Ooula you never Team to care for 
me, Arthur?” she cried. "Am I not 
as fair as she whom you love? No 
other woman will ever love you as 
deeply and truly as I do. Oh, Ar
thur, pause and think what it is 
that you ask when you wish me to 
give you up.”

rre too* nvr cold little trembling 
hand in his. He could not help f-•cl
ing touched. So much love lavish
ed upon him in vain, lie felt inex
pressibly sorr3r for Elaine—for her 
distress ?nd her humiliation in tell
ing him this.

•1 You will never know how I 
struggled against this love with m3" 
heart and soul, for I «.now I stood 
pledged to you. But I find,” he con
tinued, sadly, "that a man cannot 
say- to his heart, ‘thou shalt love 
this one, not that one: for 
a power stronger than man’s 
controls the heart, and we are 
powerless to resist loving to the 
end of life the one whom Heaven in
tended for us.”

"That is what my heart pleads to 
you, oh, false one,” sobbed Elaine.

A distressed look broke over Ar
thur’s handsome, honest face.

"I have been more honorable than 
some men would have been in such a 
vase,” he answered. "Not one in a 
thousand would have come to you 
and stated the case, pleading with 
you for forbearance.”

"Ah, Arthur,” she cried, "forget 
this other love, and be true to your 
pledge to me. Put her away from 
your thoughts. Thrust her from 
your heart.”

"My dear Elaine,” ne answered, 
huskily, "if I could but persuade, you 
that it is impossible. I am so griev
ed at being obliged to tell you all 
this that. 1 capnot find words to ex
press my sorrow. Be reasonable,

"Love like mine knows no reason,” 
she answered, bitterly-. "I ask .you 
once more: Will you give her up?”

"I can never love another,” lie an
swered, sadly. "1 would care for you 
if I could, Èlaine, but, alas ! I can-

"Will you sever bjve me?” sho 
asked, in a low, breathless, intense 
tone that might have warned him of 
his coming danger.

"I will not deceive you, Elaine, or 
build your poor heart up on false 
hopes. I can never love you as I 
should the woman whom I would 
call my wife.”

"You h&ve changed my whole life, 
Arthur, she cried, shrilly-, "and there 
is such a thing as love turning to 
the bitterest hate in a 
sngle instant; and I hate 
you now even as passionate
ly as I have ever loved y-ou. I 
will torture your heart, pain for 
pain, as you have tortured mine.”

"Elaine! Elaine!” cried Arthur. 
"In Heaven’s name, calm yourself! 
You distress me greatly!”

He never forgot the look she turn
ed upon him while his life lasted. 
Here was a side of the girl’s nature 
he had never dreamed of, and he 
thought of the line—
"Hell hath no fury like a woman 

scorned.”
"I will have a glorious revenge 

upon yrou!” she cried. "It is sweet 
to me to know that I have parted 
you «from the one you love forever. 
I could have saved her for y-ou, but 
no, I would not.”

Arthur looked at her in astonish
ment. He quite thought the sorrow 
which she had taken so deeply to 
heart had turned her brain.

A terrible laugh fell from her lips 
that sent the blood through his veins 
in a cold chill.

"Yes, I could have saved her,” she 
muttered, "but I found out it was 
she whom you loved.”

He was convinced more than ever, 
by these incoherent words, that 
Elaine was losing her reason.

"You think I am going mad. but 
you will shortly see a method in my 
madness that will shock you,, I

"Elaine,” he said, "pray so no

His soothing tone exasperated her.
"Have you ever settled it in your 

mind what became of your love on 
the night of that yachting party?” 
she asked, shrilly. "You see, I am 
not so much of a dupe as you have 
imagined me to be. Hark—hear me 
through; do not interrupt me, and I 
will tell you and the world where to 
find your love.”

"Elaine, you must be mad—quite 
mad!” he answered, sadly. "You 
have strange hallucinations.”

"You will not persist in saying 
that much longer,” she cried. And 
there was such profound emotion, 
such a look on her face, that even 
against his own will, her words were 
carrying a strange thought to his 
shocked heart. There was such an 
irresistible ring of truth in her voice 
that i>e one could doubt that she 
knew what she was saying. He felt 
compelled to listen. "You remem
ber that night of the yachting 
party,” she continued, "while I shall 
wver torget It. It was In the 
grounds of 1 lie villa where we stop
ped for luncheon that I first found 
out my lover’s perfidy.”

"Hush!” she cried again, as he 
was about to speak. "Hear me 
through.”

"From the hour in which you told 
me you had loved before—but refused 
to mention whom—I set my woman’s 
wits together to discover who my 
rival was—for I felt still that she 
was my rival. It matters not how 
I discovered her to be lone Law
rence. We will pass over that.

"I was an e.yo witness to your in
terview- with her by the fountain. I 
admit frankly that I did such nn 
unpardonable act of folly as to lis
ten—myself unseen. When the hap
piness of a life is at stake one docs 
not stand upon ceremony. When I 
heard you cry out to her: *In Hea
ven’s name, tell me if you love me 
still, lone!’ I thought I should go 
mad. Do you know what the pangs 
of jealousy are like—how it tears the 
heart in twain with a rain mere 
cruel than death? Well, that is what 
I suffered as I stood there in the 
shadow of the flowering vines, lis
tening to y du, who were mv be
troth- d lover, pleading for an
other ’s^love.”

Again she held up ner white jewel
ed hand, and again that terrible 
laugh fell from her wh»;e Bps, which 
was more horrible to hear than the 
bitterest cry could have been.

"You must not interrupt me if you 
would learn lone Lawrence4» fate!” 
she cried. "Let me try to tell you 
how desperately I hated the girl

I
wTiom y ou roved as r turned away.- 
but, ah, words pail me. I broou.r* 
over what I had se«n and heard long 
after we had all ’ returned v- the 
ya ht. She passed me by when 1 
stood quite alone, and I railed her. 
She came up to where i stovd, and 
her eyes seemed to fairly gleam 
with triumph as they met mine. How 
L hated the girl’s fair beauty.

" ‘But for you,’ I cried in my 
heart, ‘his love would be mine. 
Though he were my wedded husband 
a thousand times over, his heart 
would still be yours,’ I thought, bit
terly.

"The drifting môonlight fell upon 
her proud face^-on the ripples of nut- 
brown curls; the white dress and the 
fleecy wrap she wore; and as I 
watched h?r, I could understand the 
fascination she possessed. Yes, she 
was fatally fair.

" ‘You wished 1 o speak with me, 
Miss Granger,’ she said, coldly-. ‘May 
I ask that you will be as brief as 
possible.’

"I clutched her white arm with 
my hands, fairly beside myself with 
rage.

" ‘You shall stayr her until you 
have heard all that I have to say to 
you,’ I cried; and I threatened her 
with myr vengeance if she attempted 
to take you from me.

" ‘I will listen to no more,’ she 
cried, struggling to free herself. I 
cannot tell you how it happened. She 
lost her balance, and fell backward, 
down—down into the seething waves.

"Awful terror seized me. I was 
about, to cry out, when a tempta
tion, strong as my very life, came 
to me. Why should I save the wo
man you loved? I stood quite still, 
gating down into the dark waters. I 
did not see her rise again, and the 
yacht sailed on. Now my story i? 
told. You know, no A-, what my 
love for you has done. Take what re
venge you will—it will not lessen 
what I have done—it will not re
store your love to you. If I cannot 
have your love, I know this—that 
lone Lawrence, my rival, never 
can.”

Arthur Rochester stretched out his 
hands with a terrible cry. «

"My God! My God, Elaine! I can
not believe this! You could r.ot be so 
inhuman as to see that poor girl 
drown before your eyes and not call 
for help,” he groaned in his an
guish.

"I would do the same thing over 
again!” cried Elaine. "I glory in the 
thought, that if your love is not for 
me, my rival is beyond the reach of 
it. Always remember that, Arthur 
Rochester I-* ___

(To be Continued.)

IMPROVING AN OLD ORCHARD

1 RANDOM SHOTS | 
I AT THE MEN. I

(By Ed th Sessions Tuppcr. )

Miss Cl cm mo Ellis, a well-known 
club woman, gives it as her opinion 
that marriage will bo a. success 
when parents educate their boys 
to do dishwashing. Then when tiio 
boy s grow up ami marry they will 
be fitted to do general housework 
and make home happy.

It would seem that Miss Ellis 
has actually discovered the long- 
sought secret, ‘‘How to be happy 
though married.” Make a good 
dishwasher of your son and you 
make a good husband. That seems 
reasonable.

But what about cooking ?
Mould it not be an admirable 

thing to establish cooking schools 
for boys ? Teach your boy to be 
a good cook and y ou make a good 
husband. Train up your son to 
raise yeast Instead of okl Ned, to 
roast a fowl instead of his wife, 
to break eggs instead of the com
mandments—and you will have gone 
a long way tow-ard securing for him 
a happy and harmonious domestic 
life

There are many men to-day who 
fondly fancy they can cook. You 
all know the fellow who is always 
brandishing his Welsh rabbits and 
bragging of his broiled oysters, 
xou all know the chap who speaks 
loftily of “tossing up” an omelet 
and bragtf of his method of prepar- 
ing a lobster a la Newburg. You 
do not, however, know the one who 
boasts of his pork and beans or 
baked squash. Oh, no. Man does 
not fritter away his talents on 
plebeian . dishes. It is only some 
aristocratic or bohemian tidbit that 
he condescends to bother about.

“I have a husband who cooks,” 1 
heard a bright woman say not long 
since; “that is, lie thinks he does, 
lie comes home early on a Satur
day afternoon and rushes in with 
a breezy and confident air. ‘Now, 
ray dear,.’ he says, ‘I’m going to 
make a pie and a hatch of cook-

“Well, I know what that means. 
It means that for the rest of the 
afternoon the kitchen will be the in- . 
fernai regions and repeat. It S 
means that every basin, every pan, 1 
every pot, every cup, every jar, 1

Department of Agriculture, 
Ottawa.

Many an old orchard which is now 
an eyesore to everybody can, at lit
tle cost beyond slight labor, be con
verted into an up-to-date, tidy, pro
lific and profitable branch of the 
farm. It will only occupy three years 
to evolve a plentiful harvest as well 
as a symmetrical, well-kept orchard 
out of liehon and moss-covered trunks 
if the advice given in this article be 
followed with fair faithfulness.

The first thing to bo done is to 
scrape off the rough, loose bark from 
the trunks and branches, and to 

Prune the Trees.
While it is true that this rough 
bark may appear to do but little 
harm, it nfiords comfortable free 
board and lodgings for noxious in
sects which thoroughly appreciate 
and avail themselves of this hospita
ble shelter.

Pruning may bo as simple as a, 
b, c. At first only dead branchas 
and crowding suckers need be re
moved uniess the trees be old and 
decrepit, with dying branches and 
waning strength, and in that case 
the pruning snould be vigorous. Cut 
out old brandies, leave young suck
ers to take their place, then a new 
top will quickly form and good fruit 
will follow. Always take care to 
thin out useless brandies, because 
sunshine and air are inseparable from 
the steady, healthy growth of or
chards as of individuals.

An apple tree must be fed if it 
is to produce fruit, and no diet is 
more suitable or inexpensive than a 
leguminous cover crop. Trees require 
moisture and food ; therefore grass 
and ween ■= must he removed. To suc
ceed the farmer must plough his or
chard and .till the ground, tillage 
being continued frequently during 
early summer. By midsummer ,wood 
growth generally ceases and then 
.tillage should stop. A cover crop 
sown then will not only protect the 
soil from washing, but will add humus 
to it, while a clover crop will gather 
all the nitrogen necessary for the 
next year’s growth.

A good alternative to ploughing the 
orchard Is to
Pasture it With Hogs ami Sheep,

stocked with sheep or hogs the ap
ples are éaten before the insect Is 
likely to escape.

There are come instances In which 
the*orchard may be In such a con
dition from long neglect that the 
land cannot bo properly tilled, and 
th-o trees cannot be adequately fed. 
One of the best methods oG feeding 
the tree Is to keep it well pruned, 
because then the food which would 
otherwise be diffused ltL numbers of 
worthless limbs is concentrated In a 
small number. It is only the well 
pruned trees thiat are capable of suc
cessful treatment with sprays. Apple 
and pear trees should be pruned to 
keep toe heads open. Plum trees 
should bo pruned to keep out the 
black-knot, and some Japanese var
ieties require frequent cutting back. 
All pruning can best bo done vpry 
early in spring, after the worst of 
the winter is over, but before the 
sap starts.

There are so many apple trees of 
little value growing in Canada* 
which coold be

Successfully Top-grafted 
with better varieties, that it would 
well repay anyone possessing an or
chard to go carefully over Ills trees 
and top-graft those which do not pro
duce paying crops. The chief points 
to take into consideration in top- 
grafting may bo sufhmarlsed as fol
lows :

Old trees, if healthy, may be graft
ed with success. ®

The top should not all be cut away 
the first year, but should be re
moved gradually, the time required 
to change the top of a large tree 
successfully being from three to five 
years.

Early spring, before growth be
gins, is the best time to graft.

The branches to be grafted should 
not be more titan from two to three 
inches in diameter where the grafts 
arc to be inserted. After the branch 
is carefully sawn in two, the stub 
is split with a mallet, hold open 
with a wedge, and the scions in
serted ; two being used, one on each 
side, if the branch is more than an 
inch in diameter. The scion is made 
from a twig of the previous year’s 
growth, about four or five inches 
long, and having three or four buds. 
It is prepared by making a wedga 
of the lower end, beginning near 
the base of a bud The scion \*i In
serted in the stock as far as the up
per edge of the wedge.

preferably the former, and always 
to keep more animals there than the 
grass .will support, .because this will 
insure supplementing the grass diet 
by grain, which naturally will bring 
fertility to the orchard and insure 
that the grass will not grow tall.
Where animals are not grazed in an 
orchard the grass should .be mown 
early ancl left on the ground to add 
humus to the soil ; hut this is not 
nearly so ,beneficial as grazing the

Insects and fungi have to be con- I 
eidered with, and it will .be neces- I 
ear y to spray with Bordeaux mixture j cut surface Is covered over with 
and Paris gre^n at least twice after grafting wax to exclude the air, and 
the blossoms have fallen. The former ; strips of cotton may be wrapped over 
will clean the limbs of hanging lichens j tills.

A good grafting wax for outdoor

In Inserting the Scion 
great care should be taken that the 
inner bark of both scion and stock 
should come in contact witli each 
other. This is very important, as the 
healing begins from this point, and 
if the scion be inserted carelessly, 
there is almost certain to be a fail
ure.

After the scion has been set, the

or moss, and the latter will settle 
most of the noxious insects, though it
Cannot lleacii the Apple Maggot
which calls for special treatment, be
cause It is the larva of a small fly 
which punctures the skin of the ap
ple and lays its eggs underneath1. 
No matter how thorough the spray
ing may be, it cannot reach this 
post : but if the windfalls can bo de
stroyed as soon as they drop, and all 
refuse from places where winter fruit 
has been stored be burned, the next 
oca son’s numbers will be appreei 
ably reduced. It is in this respect 
that pasturing the orchard has a 
marked advantage, because, if well

use is made by melting together resin 
and beeswax in the proportion of five 
parts resin and two parts beeswax ; 
to this is added one and one-half to 
two parte linseed oil.

In top-grafting trees always have 
in view the production of a symmet
rical top after the old one has been 
removed.

With this cultivation codling moth 
will disappear, and In three seasons 
an old, ugly, and comparatively 
worthless orchard can be converted 
into a pretty uniform one, with abun
dant crops of marketable and profit
able varieties. An orchard is never 
too old to mend” or beyond renewal.

every tin or earthen uL- 
enyll imaginable will be removed 
from its proper place and left in 
heaps online wash tubs. It will mean 
flour all over tdue floor, on the 
heaps on the wash tubs. It will mean 
the dear old fuss and featliers him
self, with a cli/ecked gingham apron 
tied around his neck, and an air of 
managing the solar system. It will 
mean a nasty, sticky mess of wot 
dough and burned sugar dumped in 
the garbage pail and a pan of 
cookies, any one of which would eas
ily knock a man’s head off. It means 
Lie cook solacing himself with a ci
gar after Jus labors, and his wife 
washing dishes till midnight. It 
means my husband’s boasting to ills 
men friends for the next month. ‘By 
George, you ought to taste some of 
my pastry. It’s the finest ever. Why, 
I made a batch of cookies the other 
day that .were simply out of sight.’ 
So they .were —the day after they 
Were made.”

I know an awfully nice fellow who 
thinks lie dan cook. So he can—cer
tain things. Ho can broil a beef
steak to ,ihi3 queen’s taste o.* make 
a pot of delicious coffee. But lie is 
too ambitious. O110 day—a holiday— 
iiis wife left him at home alone for 
an hour or so while she went to 
calif on a sick friend. She stayed lon
ger than slue had Intended, and 
when slue returned she found her 
husband and two or three boon com
panions themselves around the din
ing room" table. There was the open
ed box of cigars and there was the 
opened black bottle. There were,

moreover, a print of butter and

plate of objects resembling small 
flat yellow stones. ‘W'liat in the 
world are those things V she asked 
in dismay “Those, my dear,” re
plied hier nusband, pluming himself 
like a peacock, “those are baking 
powder biscuits I made while you 
were* gone. Try one.” \

The poor woman tried one. They 
were probably tihie toughest things 
ever baked in this or any other coun
try. But being a tactful and wise 
woman she choked one down and said 
It tasted just as mother’s used to, 
and to this day that husband speaks 
of ‘‘my baking powder biscuit,” with 
all the vain-gloriouis airs of a coun
try cook.

Does College Education Pay ?

Does a college education pay ? 
Docs it pay to feed in pork trim
mings at five cents a pound at the 
hopper, and draw out nice, cunning 
little “country” sausages at twenty 
cents a pound at the other end ? 
Does it pay to take a steer that’s 
been running loose on the range 
and living on cactus and petrified 
wood tbll he’s Just a bunch of barb 
w ire and sole leather, and feed him 
corn till he’s Just a solid hunk of 
porterhouse steak and oleo oil ?

You foot ift pays. Anything that 
trains a boy to think and to think 
quick pays ; anything that teaches 
a boy to get the answer before the 
other fellow gets through biting 
the pencil pays.

College doesn’t make fools ; it de
velops them. It doesn’t make men 
bright ; it develops them.—Letters 

aof a self-made man.

Bright’s Disease of the Kidneys
Symptoms That Warn You of the Approach of This Malady so Dreadfully Painful 

and Fatal In Its Results. Dr. Chase’s Kldney-L Iver Pills.

fliv m.B&üg itiji
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Bright's disease is in reality a 
chronic inflammation of the kidneys, 
and is the natural consequence of ne
glecting. ordinary kidney derange
ments.

At first you may notice a slight 
swelling of the feet after the day’s 
work is over, slow but unmistakable 
failure of health, pallor of face, and 
loss of flesh, shortness of breath 
when ;olng upstairs rapidly, end 
dimness of eight.

Soon the digestive system becomes 
deranged, the appetite impaired, and 
In many there Is a tendency to diar
rhoea and formation of gae In the 
Intestines. There are frequently re- 
'•urrlng headaches, attacks of dit ti

neas, and severe pains in the back 
and. limbs.

The accumulation of watery fluid- 
dropsy—continue» in the cavity of 
the chest, and may at any time cause 
death from heart failure or dropsy 
of the lungs. Sometimes uraemia, stu
por, convulsions and death occur 
suddenly, before the other symptoms 
have become prominent and while 
the dropsy is still slight in quantity.

As Bright’» disease causes a wast
ing away of the cells and tissues of 
the kidneys themselves, as well as 
of the whole body, It can only be 
perfectly cured if treatment is be
gun In its early stages, when the 
first symptoms become noticeable. 
Because of their remarkably prompt

and direct action on the kidneys, Dr. 
Chase’» Kidney ,-Liver I'l;is Have time 
and again proven their superiority 
as a preventive and cure for Bright’s 
disease. , .

While toning and invigorating the 
kidneys, and making them active in 
removing uric acid from the blood. 
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills also 
regulate the action of the liver and 
bowels, and encourage the digestive 
organs to properly perform their du
ties. Their use will quickly stop the 
dreadful wasting process, which ac
companies Bright’s disease, and - re
store the deranged organs to health 
and activity. One pill a dost* 26 
cent* a box, at all dealers, or Ed- 
mtapson, Bfrteg * Co., Toronto* . 1 ,


