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| Violef's Lover |

So, with great amiability, Lady
Rolfe had accepted Sir Owen's lovi-
tation to act as hostess for three or
four days. Bhe had determined that
she would give him every opportun-
ity of being with Violet, on the prin-

. ciple that the more he gaw of her the
sooner he would tire of her. 8ir Owen
100k her down to dioner and eat by
hor side. Violet was dazed with won-
der. She saw the superb gold and
sllver plate, the magnificent epergues,
the rare flowers, the costly wines,
‘the richly cut glass. She feit half
afraid of the well-trained butler and
his noigeless assistants—it was all
a scene of splendor and magnificence
that dazed and bewildered her. ;

Bir Owen gave her little time to
‘think, and eery one took their cue
from him—visitors and servants.
Violet was queen of the evening. She
concealed her trepidation, and care-
fully watching Lody Rolfe, she im-
itated her exactly. Then, when the
‘ladies with drew, she was the center
:of observation—her exquisite beauty,
‘her dainty dress, the attention pald
‘to her by Sir Owen madle her the
most important person present.

Sir Owen <Qid not long delay enter-
ing tbe drawing room; and then he
eslected a luxurious chair and en-
throned her. He found her a foot-
stool ;: he waited upon her as though
sho had been a princess and he a
page;: he never left her, and she,
looking at the splendor which sur-
rounded her—looking at the wealth,
the magnificence—wondered that she
should play a part in such a scene.
It was a night of triumph to her;
but she did not forget Felix; all
would have been perfect had he bene
by her side.

The guests talked of the morrow’s
fete—they had music and cards. Sir
Owen gave Violet a lesson in besique;
and when the evening was over she
went to her mother.

“Mamma,” she said, “how delight-
Tul it has all been! I am so sorry
that it is over. I wish it would last
forever.” i o %

Mrs. Haye smiled.

“It is more pleasant, Violet, than
the struggle that falls to the lot
of people with limited means.”

[ L 1 L

It was pleasant. The dainty, Jux-|
ury-loving nature found it wonder- |
fully pleasant. Violet smiled to her-;
self as sho sat in her room that | her superb dress, her radiant face,

night. Aimee was brushing the long, | the .evident

#hining, golden hair. She was sur-

.rounded by ecvery luxury—hangings i the sole

great, and she enjoyed it eo thor-
oughly. It must all have ended when
Felix came. It was like a play now;
she was playing the part of mistress
ol a magnificéent mansion—of queen
of that brilliant fete. S8he must have
given up the ro'e if Felix had come.
lSﬂho must have spent the time with

m.

“I skall never in my life have such
a triumph again,” sh> sald to herrell
—‘“never agaln. I may as well cnjoy
tkis while it lasts.”

8Le lcoked sucecbly brautifu! in the

dregs that had been sent to her for,
the fete, and as «he walkad through |

tbhe grounds with Sir Owen by her
eide she was the observed of all ob-
servers. Ske felt her triumph k-enly
—Iit was no small one—yet she had
an uneacsy sensation, too ,that §: weo s,
after all, a false position. 8Lo waw

tk> promize: wile of another man—|

che had no right to b> queen there,
with 8ir Owen by her side.

It was a b.ililant fete ; ghe had scen
nothing like it 1o her life. Tone fete
at the vicarage, which had always
scemed to her the very acme of ar e-
tocratic gayaly, dwindled into ins'g-
nifizance. The ¢un had seldom sheng
on a mor: bri 'ant ¢cene ; flags and
banners wavel from the tall trees;
th're wers numerous evergie:n
archcs, marquees, and an infinity of
amusements. The music from the
bainds echo>d through the park.

“It 1s very beautiful,” eald Violet,
as she stood with Sir Owen watching
the various groups.

“Il you are pleasel I am well re-
rel’,” he ra d. “D) you no: k:.ow that
I would give all I have to plzase
you? I woul! do all this over and
ovcr'ngain to win one smile from

ou,’

Suddenly, standing there, rh2 re-
m mbere ! her proml e to Feliv, that
the would tell Sir Owen she was to
be his wife. How was she to do it?
She could not turn round to him
abruptly and say: “I am going to
marry %elix Lonedale.” She was
tempted to do so, but it would be
too brusque. “ I rhall find an oppor-
tunity during the evening,” she
thought ; “I can easily make one, but
not at present. I will enjoy myself
now.” t

Then Sir Owen conducted her
through the grounds. It was a verit-
able triumph. Her exquisite beauty,

admiration of this
wealthy baronet by her side, were
themes of conversation.

©f silk, and lace, Dresden china, Bo- | People bowed to her who had never

bemian glass ; the room was a mar-
vel in its way. She smiled as she
realized how dear luxury was to her
already—how she admired soft vel-
vet chairs and thiek solt carpets—
liked to eat from silver plate and
drink from richly  cut glass
—liked to be
well-trained servants— to live in
this atmosphere of sp'endor—to
wear rieh sl kz and costly lace, pre-
clous stoncs and go'd. It was an en-
trancing life, and ‘the other would
never seem «quite the same again.
After all, there wase nothing like
money.

8ha dismigsed heirr mald, and would
lave elept, but that a ray of moon-
Yght shone in through the window.
One part of the rose silk hangings
had been left nndrawn. She went to
arrange it to shut out the moonlight,
s that she could sleep, and when
she gtood near the window and saw
thawsiiver light on the trees and flow-
end, her thoughts went back to Felix
—went back to that lovely night
when she had stood with him by the
lllac bushes. How he loved her! Hig
face appeanrxd so plainly before her
~—the lovelit earnest eyes and win-
ning lips.

After all, love was Dest; wealth
was very pleagant, bet it was sweet-
er to be loved than Zo be rich. And
ehe fell asleep asleep with her lov-
er's name on her lipa.

CHAPTER XVI.

The next morning was bright ani
warm. There was a hurried break-
last—everyone scemel to have 10
much to «o; from eagly dawn men
had b-en at work in the park. Sir
Owen came ¢ownstairs radiant.

“Who will say one word against
English  weather after this?’ be
cries, then, when ne saw Violet, he
bowod low to her. “The queen of the
fete,” he whisperel, and she blushed
a8 she heard him.

The post-bag came &8 they sat at
breaklast, ans “~:e»s was a note for
her; she suw that«: was [iom Felix,
and put it aside until she should be
alone. Looking up cuddenly, he saw
Sir Owen w.telbing Ler intently, and
egain a hot flu h burned her face. e
<id pot leave her—everything was re-
f rre. to her; her wi hes, Lier tastes,
were ecoatinu.1lly con ultel,

“My ¢ ar Lavin a,’ :ad Lady Ro'fe,
witi uoriis oi hacd , ‘4t is some hing
lnciradinle—he treats her just as
thougi +h: were the mistress o this
housc. It is quite enough to turn any
girl’s brain !” 2 C

Though he spent his whole time
with, hor, Sir Owen did not forget
Ler parents. Francls Haye Ye-
clarcd that he was “in clover;® his
wif> kaa never been :0 ha, py; they
wera waited upoa and attenaed to be-
fore everyone else—they had every
luxury, every attention.

The gucsts arrived early. Every-
thing was a success, but the crown-
ing satigflaction of all was that the
woeather was so fine. Violet found
timme two read her lover’s note; it
saikl how disappointed he was that
he couixl not come to Garswood, but
to attend the foto even for one hour
was an impossibility for him. Hls
father had had a very eerious re-
lapse, and he could not leave the of-
fice. Sh»» was sorry. yet she could
not undenstand how it was she ex-
perienod a certain feeling of re-
UWelf—lier present triumph was

|

waited on by

teemed to be aware that she had
existed before ;: ladies pleaded for an
introguction who had passed her with
haughty insolence; men crowded
round her, and none seemed content
until he had won one smile from the

! sweet lips, one glance from the lovely

eyes.

They passed on, Sir Owen talking
eagerly to her ; but she hardly heard
what he was saying, she was so
engrossed in the brilliant scene. He
led her past the front of the Hall,
and through the superb gardens. It
scemed to her that they passed acre
after acre of g.ass houses, then they
came to a little hill. At its foot
was the river bank, and its summit
was crowned with a group of silver
larches. A seat had been placed uun-
der them, for from the summit of
that hill was to be seen one of the
loveliest pictures in England.

“Where are we going ?” asked Viol-
let, as they left the Hall and the
grounds. g

“I want to show you Larch Hill,”
he replied.

She did pot quite like being there
alone with him; Felix would not
iike it; yot how could she resist ?

“Every vne who comes to Garswood
sees Larch Hill,” ne continued. *It
is really the prettiest spot aboat
here.”

“But your guests will miss you,”
she said.

“I am with; the queen of the fete,”
he returned, with a low bow; and
she saw that he did not care in the
loast whether he wag missed or not. .

He led her to the summit of the
hill—to the rustic seat under the
larches. *

“I was thicking all last night,” he
said, “that I wpuld bring you here to-
day. I want you to.look well around
Yyou. See how the sun shines on Gars-
wood. Look at the Hall first.,”

It was a magnificent panorama

that -spread out before her. Not
the least important feature in it
was the grand old Hall, with Its
t?d\‘ve'ers and turrets. He stood by her
elde.
*“ From here, as far away as your
eye can reach,” he said, *is mine.
North, south, east and west—it Is all
mine. You peo the river like a broad
silver line in the distance—the boats
and the barques on it are mine. You
see the villages nestling among the
trees, the rich, well-cared-for farms,
the quiet, pretty homesteads—they
are mine—all mine.”

*“ It is 2 nbble property,” she said.

“Yes; there is not a larger or
better estate in England, and the
beauty of it is that it lies all to-
gether. You see the dark mass of
woods over there to the left; ‘the
trees in them are a magnificent for-
tune in themselves, and thay are all
mine. You seo that broad stretch
of meadow-land where the cattle
graze—it is all mine !”

She made no reply; his words and
his looks confused her. -

“I am lord of the eoil,” he said,
“for many milcs round. I know no
other place so fne as Garswood. Viio-
let Haye, all this is mine; and, if
you will speak only one word, it shall
all be yours.”

She turned to him with a startled
glanece.

“I do not understand you,” she de-

clared. ' “How could it be mipe?”
“It can all be yours i you will
marry me, Violet,” he whispered.

doath. O 1
“I can not ‘ma.rry yeu,” she re-

plicd, quickly. i 4
“Why not, Violet? Tell me why,”
“Because I am engaged to marry

Felix Lonedale.”

“Is that all? ' What on'earth does
that matter? He ought to. .be ash-
amwed of himself to presume to ask
suchi a girl as you to marry him;
he must be mad to think yon would.”

“He loves me,” she said, quietly.

“So do 1—-so do many others. You
must . not marry him, Violet; he
has no money, no influence, no po-
sition ; his father is under a clond
which must darken the son’s future,
You can not marry him; it would
be madness.”

"':d am engaged to him,” she re-

“As If that mattered! ‘Eng“age-
ments like yours are broken every
day; it is the commonest thing in
ti‘le‘ ‘wprld-no one . things anything
o o

She seemed to s2e her lover’s face
as he had looked into hers that
night by the dew-laden lilac bushes
{ —she almost heard his voice. = She
. looked up at 8ir Owen, her face
| deathly pale.

“Do vou know, Sir Owen,” she
said, “that if [ weve false to Felix
Lonsdale it would break his heart 2"

Sir Owen laughed aloud.

“My dear Miss Haye, lawyers have
no heart—what could they' Go with
such a commodity ? He might lose
lm- temper; but men never break
! their hearts. A good cigar will cure
the most desperate love affair.
You amuse me.” g

“I hope youa are speaking falsely,”
she said. “I hope men are better
than they pamnt them.”

“They are all very much alike,
my dear. Violet,” he returned. *“It
is most refreshing to hear that
yvou think any man capable of
breaking his heart.”

“Ah, but yoa do not know Felix

Lonedale. You do not know how
he loves me !’
; “I never wisls to know felix Lons-
dale,” he told her. “I have no par-
tiality for men under a cloud. I
know how much' I love you,and that
ie more to the point.”

She shrunk from him with a pale,
scared face. She did not like this
discussion of her lover.

“Let me tell you,” he continued,
“how miuch I fove you. I think you
the most beautiful woman I have
ever seen in my life. Your beauty
gladdens my Y“eart To wih it and
it and keep it a.ways near me I
would give all that I have in this
worid. I love vou well enough to
lay all my wealth at your feet, to
wonship you all my life. . I love you
so well thar neither your plighted
word, the opinion of the world, nor
any human power sha'l come b2twe>n
us. I woudd break every tie, every
bond, crush every love to win you
and make you -mine. 1 will throw
everything to the winds if you will
only say the word.”

The pale, beautiful girl shrunk
from him.

“I can not,” she sald—*"you know
that I can not. 1 must marry Felix

Lonsdale.”

“I could kill him!" muttered Sir
Owen, under his breath, with an
oath. Aloud he sald: “You shall
never marry him!"

She shrank still further from him
and cried aloud; and then he was
full of remorse. He tried his best
to comfort her.

“Listen to wme, Violet,” he said,
and once more she raised her beau-
tiful face to him. “Forgive me—I1
am more accustomed to shouting
at men than pleading with ladies.
Do not-think I am so cruel. Why
should I kill him? Do not tremble
80. I shall never forgive myself.”-

She tried to conquer the fear
that had mastered her; she stilled
the trembling of her hands, ghe
wild beating of her heart. He spoke
more gently to her.

“I am more than half a savage,”
he said “I am ashamed of myself.
How different I should be if I had
a gentle, beautiful girl like you
near me! 1 should grow ecivilized
!Now, Violet, listen to me. You
chall not give me your answer now
—not yet for many days; but I—do
pray you to. be my wife. Do not
look at me and say you can not;
you can if you will. Such promises
as yours are broken every day. I
will not let you give me an answer
until you have thought the matter
well over. Look around-you once
more, Violet—look at this stately
home, this broad domain; think of
i.\'o:msell a8 its mistress—migtress of

rood Hall and forty thousand
a, yéar. As Lady Chevenix—how well
the name sounds!—as Lady Cheven-
ix, I say, you would be a queen of
the whole county ;. you would be one
the most popular and wealthy women
in England. You would have the
world at your feet. [ will buy you
the most magnificent diamondg—in-
deed, everything that women like
best. You shail be surrounded by
every luxury that the world can give
it you only will say ‘yes.” .

“] can not,” ehe murmured; but
her voice was weaker and [fainter
this time, and ho noticed the change.

“I will not accept your answer
yet,” he returncd. *“But now look
at the other side of the picture. You
marry this man who is under a cloud ;
he takes you to some wretched little
home; he works day and night, yet
can hardly get money enough for his
expenses; you spend the prime of
Your life, and lose the glory of your
beauty, in a helpless struggle to
make hoth ends meet; and you die
before your time, your beauty
faded and gone, worn out —
even in the prime of life. I say that
it is 2 crying shame for such a mar-
ringe to take place. You see the
difference, Violet ?”

* Yes, Isee it Sir Owen; but—"’

“Then,” he interrupted, "we will
not talk about it to-day. You shail
think it well over; you will be of
my opinion soon. Now we will go
back again—and you will not forget
the view from Larch Hill ? The first
moment Isaw you Imeant to win
you, Violat. I swore to myself that
you rhould be mine. You have pro-
mised me the first dance to-nigit,
remember.” =

He - talked to her on indifferent
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lcF beautiful face grew pale as Ccall you

matters ws they descended the hill;
then he maid. AR

“ Violet—you see that I ecannot
i ‘Miss. Haye'—try to drive
that scared look from yvur fuce ; my

guests wili think Ibave been [right- !

ning you,” | {
qshe mwade a -great effort to bring
Ec'} ot? bn?:dn& mbr M' Y
her face, ‘ e
well; the world was nll.:hnniul' fh’r
her since she « had up 'Larek

Hill—-guite changed. 'Miere she. had
been u:,g, content, with o

shadow 'of longing for tho'lggrih-
|deur around,  yet -happpy 1in her
lover .. .and, her love. Now ~ she
hadl beep through a scathing temp-
tation—one that ha«l Jeft her ledrt
burning and her Waln whirllog;
there coukl tever be calm vontent
for; her a?ln. As her eyes wandered
over the various beauties of nature
and art surrounding her she thought
to herself :

“All this might ba mine ; [ might be
Lady Chevenlx, and give grand en-
tertainments here; I might be mi.-
tress of all!”

Sir Owen saikid no more to her, but
he recoubled his attentions, and
people beganu to mnke pretty free
comments pbout the matter.

“Felix Lonsdale will lose kLis fi-
anco if he doed not mind,” remarked
rCuptln.lu Hill, “and I shall be gorry
or it.” 1

“I believe, Lavinia,” sald Lady
iRolf?, witn an air of dismay, * Sir
Owen 12 to infatunted that he will
marry the girl after all—he will. ia-
deed I” .

Francis Haye and his "vife looked
on in seemangly calm unconcern.

Violet found herself the con-
ter of attraction 1o all the
wen ; one wanted her as
partner at croquet, another wanied
her for lawn tennie, a third craved
pl:;mlsslon to row her across her

e.
* I should like that best,” she sald,
with a smile so sudden and so beau-
tiful that the happy recipient of it
lost his presence of mind at once.
‘(To be Continued.)

T00 LITTLE BLOOD

Is the Cause of Most of the Misery
in Everyday Life—Improve the
Blood and Disease Will Not
Exist.

testify to the value of Dr. Willlams’
Pink -Pills as a blcod and nerve tonic
is Miss Mary Jackson, Normandale,
Ont., who says:—"I . have used Dr.
Williams Pluk Fills and have derived
such great benefit from them that
I consider it my duty to let others
know their worth. For upwards of
three yeans I sulfered from anaemia,
an! grew s0 geak that I could
secarcely walk about the house. I had
no color in my face, my lips and
guma were bloodless, I lost all ambi-
tion, suffered from hé¢adaches and diz-
ziveps, and fell away in weight until
I weighed only nienty-four pounds.
I doctored ' a great deal, but it did
not seem to do me any good. I was
then advised to try Dr. Williams Pink
Pills and before I had taken them
ten dayp I felt better and my peo-
plo could see a change in me. I con-
tinued using the pills for some weeks
and am now in the very best health.
Every depreseing symptom has pass-
ed away and I have gained fourteen
pounds in weight. I think there is
no medicine can equal Dr. Willlams’
Pink Pilis and I strongly recomménd
them to all weak and alling girls.”
Miss Jackson's experience should
bring hope to all the weak, alling
girls anu women. What those pills
have done for her they will do for
others. Every dose adds tone and
vigor to the blood and nerves, brings
a glow of health to sallow ckeeks,.
a wparkle tc the fyes and a ruby red-
ness to pallid lips. No other medi-
cin¢ has done so much to bring com-
fort and health to weak girls and
Womnien.If you are ailing give the plllsa
fair trial and new health and strength
will be yours. Do not accept any pink
colored substitute; the genuine pills
always have the full pame “Dr. ‘Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills for Pale People”
printed on the wrapper around every
box. 8cld by medicine dealers every-
where, or by mail at 50 cents a box
or six bottles for $2.50 by writing
The Dr. Will.ams', Medicine Co , Brock-
ville, Ont. t . i

CANADIAN BUTTER.

The Good Butter Can’t be Beat
—The Bad Butter.

Speaking on the above subject be-
fore a recent meeting on Ontario
dairymen, Mr. J. A. Kuddick, Chief
of tho Dairy Division, Ottawa, gave
some advice, that will, if followed,
have an excellent effect upon the
quality of the butter exported from
Canada. Ho #aid in part: *“Very
Froper questions for butter manu-
facturers to ask would be: How does
our butter suit the DBritish trade ?
What are its defects, if any, and
how: may they be remedied ? In ans-
wer to the rirst question I would
say that our very finest butter
gives excellent satisfaction, and it
is doubtful if there is any better
butter on the market. The trouble
is that the quality ie irregujan, lacks
uniformity, or in other words it is
unrelinble. A dealer may get one lot
in oxcellent condition, and of choice
qu....ty, but the next one he buys is
not up to his expectations, so that
when he is offered Canadian butter
again bo is inclined to give a
price equal only to the value of the
poor lot. In this way much of our
butter does not receive the stand-
ing which it deserves. 'The butter
that is of known quality and that
can always be depended on to come
up to a certain standard will bs
more in demand than one which may
average as good, but which is fre-
quentiy of inferior grade as well as
of choicest quality. Our butter is
also said to deteriorate very quickly
after it is landed on the other side,
and that being ©o dealers are not en-
couraged to trade in it. I want to
cmphasize the importance of pleas-
ing the DBritish merchant as well as
the consumer. The merchant is in-
clined to handle and push that par-
ticalar butter out of which he stands
the best chance of making a pro-
fit.

CAUSE OF DETERIORATION.—N~w
let us see if we ¢an determine the
oause Of these defects whch compel
us'te accept from one to two ce.its a
pound less in price than some of our

Amoag the many thousands who'

ccuve e E—

an_p*auu rove:ve. I bel eve 1L can
) 'stated 10 a very few. wuads. 1. s
because the butter s not kept cold

_euuug.a At the cream.r es, is esposed
10 iLeatl uncecessar ly .n shipp.ng to

Montreal. ald’ is no. always irozen

i perly w.ea it arr.ves ihere aud

? re vewg j-laced ia tae cold sior-
age chambers of the steamers.

I AMr. ¥. A. Koowlton, travellng in-
Spectur, w..0 made tumeious tests
during .tie past season of the. tem-
perature of butter.at the creameries
,and as del.vered to the re.r.gerator
‘cars, repcrts that the lowest Lein-

i perature he found was 35 degrees oi
twi occasons, o.e lot being frow the
| West snefford creamery and the
<ot er from tle.Comp.oa Model Farm

1 eleawery. The aghest temperatuie
way 64 degrees, aud the average cf
LIty 1as was pearly 49 degrees. Is
it any wonder that our butter lacks
ualformuty ? Me. M. B, Louigeway,
wiho 18 reir.gerator car inspector at

- Montreal, exanrned 400 cars and eon-

i tents, as they were ope.ed in rallway

! yards. He reports the temperature o'

putter as varying from 40 up 1o I8

and in 3 few: cawves as high as 60.0n

the wh. 12 the refr gerator cars pre-
vented tue temperature 1rom risiug
to any extent. In fact, in testing

Some boxes 1t was found that the but-
1 I:r was tcollger u.:. tho‘ or“t:lde than

was at the centre of the package,
showing that the temperature was
ovea be.ng Iowered. The refrigerator
'oar sarvice is capable of being im-
proved, but it is betier now; than
what the creameries provide for
themselves. M prove that it is pos-
sible for creameries to maintain a
lower temperaturs, I reed only quote
the record made at the Sherbrooke
creamery. from July 20 to 23, when
athermograph placed in the refriger-
ator elowed a temperature varying
from 32 to 26 rees. \

Now I think.I have said emough to
chow why our butter Is irregular in
qQuality, and why some of it deteri-
orates rupidly after reaching the
other side. After butter is packed in
hoxes, the length of time it will
keer <dcpends almost wholly on the
temrerature at which it is held. The
age of butter is mot groperly calcn-
luted accovding to the temperatate
at ~vilich it has been stored, than
from the date on which it was made.
Baiier, wbich would turn out well
after several months’ storage at 19
degrees or under, m'ght become quite
stale apd rancid in a few weeks, at
40 to B50. Butter mav be held nt
the cream:rv at these high temger-
atares for a weck or so withoul
chowing much deterioration, never-
| theless, the fermentations whieh grog
{ daco bad flavors, rancidity, ete.,

have been doing their work and
+#hortening the life of the butter.
| These ferminentations may be checked
]wﬂ-.ex: the batter is glaced in cold
{rlorage at Montreal or on ‘the
i steamer, only to start up again with

renewed vigor when the butter is
| exposed to high temperatures on
i tho other sldc.

. Jet every croame y owner give ihis

matier bis carnest attention during

the coming season. If he finds that

{ witly groper management the tem-
i pevature of bis refrigerator cannot
bo kept down Lo 36, 38 degrees, or
| lower. the insulation should be im-
groved until it can be.”

STAINING GLASS.

The Modern Method Much Superior
to the Old Frocess.

Modern stained glass differs wide-
ly from the old glass, not in pro-
‘cess of construction, although in
figure pieces much larger pieces of
glass are, empioyed at present, or
materially, in methods of painting
and firing, but im d¢he variety of
glass new, used. In old windows the
glass is of uniform thickness, per-
fectly smooth, and show; 'the sim-
plest of flat tones of blue, red,
purple,  etc. A good denl of 'this
glass is still made, especially In
EKngland, In this country a new) art
of picture-making in glass has been
evolved, a process .of 'building upa
painting with thousands of pieces
of many-hued glass, with all the
tones and shadings of the palette
and brush. It is nothing more than
an application of the ancient art
of mosaic. So varied and so beau-
‘tiful are the results in the hands of
skilled craftsmen that the mosaic
glass is now utilized not only in
windows, but for lamp shades, elec-
iroliers, and other transparencies.

most altogether to churches and
cathedrals, is nowm made to beau-
tify homes, and is bzing applied to
almost numberjess purposes of de-

corative art. 53 2
‘I The branch of art to wuicly wo-!

men seem especially adapted, and
in which 27 are employed in the
Tiffany studies, is the . designing
and making of windows, lamp
shades, etc., in intricate composi-
tions of rich and varied coloring.
They do not, on ‘the other hand,
4achieve as good results as the men
in making the same windows and

shades, where the design Is formal .
or symmetrical, or where the mot-

ive is a repeated one. In cther

words, the women lack mechanical

Staiued glass, formerly confined al-!

gethor a verv lange dissected
of the world. X o
The. of which the windows
are bullt, Is made in a factory on
Long Island, aod comes to the studio
in great sheets, several times thioks
cr. thag window glass, and in every
variely of surface and colocing.
Heve is one sheet in half-a-dogen

of hos been poured into the molten
&lass, stirred swiftly, and
"-Oﬁilvd- Another noar at hand is rale
vellow marbled with-rose color. Ev-

and tone possible to the painter, is
orpeated in the glass. Each artist-ar-
tisan bas a tablo heared with brokes
elass and a few stmgple cutting tools.
Working with the artist’s cartoon
on the wall beside her, she removes
a ecotion of the gummed paper, and
Ficking up a plece of glass she passes
in quickly before tite clear glass, let-
ting tlie light shine through. Soon
&be finds the cxact color she ls
looking for, the color indicated in
tho cartocn, and the bit of "paper
is attached to the spot. The cot-
ting tool is :ﬁplbd and the  sec-
tion s flled with the glass lnstead
of thio raper patiern. Section by sec-
tion ihe paper is bullt up In this
nanner, the artisan copving In
f,’::' the painting made by the av-

The work is done under the super-
vision of a woman trained in art,
anc a successful designer in glass.
Nearly a'l the artisans have received
o better rart of their edacation

under her, and some of them were

ckose. by her from other depart-
monts. after having evipced a
strong feeling for color. The {inished
{ window is expected and criticized like
a rainting, and little faults are cor-
reclea. Comyleted it goes ' to the
glazing department where theleads
are rut in, making a eolid structuve.
Lamy' shiades are built up in the
Fame wav. They agppear first as fiat,
i fan-ehayed drawings, sometimes In
colors, sometimes black and white.
Thle most exgert colorists among the
artisans are able to compose a col-
or ecteme from a simple Jrawing. A’
greal manv of the most gorgeously
. colored ghiades are thus comyosed,the
artisane receiviug onlv general In-
structions with the working draw-
ing. A great ehiade for which - red
, tnlipg furnished the motive keeps
several busv at one winlow. — New
! York Evening Post. $

THE BLOOM OF HEALTH.

Little children always need care-

ful attention—but they do not need
| strong drugs, When any allment
{ comes they should not be drugged
t into inseggibjlity with the so-called
i “soothing), medicines, nor should
i they be given strong,nauseous, grip-
| ing purgatives. The very best med-

icine im the world for such troubjles
as colic, sour stomach, indigestion,
constipation; diarrko2a, worms co.ds,
simple fevers and teetning troubles
is Baby’s Owa Tablets. If your lit-
tle ones suffer from any of these
troublee give them the Tablets and
see how quickly they will bring back
the bloom of health. Give the little
ones an occasional dose of the Tab-
lets and you. will keep them wells
Mrs. Rod Hanna, Eigin, Ont.,, has
proved the truth of these state-
ments and says; “I find Baby’s Own
Tablets the best remedy for indi-
gestion and teething troubles.” The
Tablets costs twenty-five cents a
box, and may be had from druggists
or by mail from the Dr. Williams'
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

DI VORCE AND WAR.

Returned Sputh African Warriors in
g Diverce Court.

Divorce statistics are not the
most amusing or agreeable study in
which ome can indulge, but, like
most statisties, there is generally
more ‘in them than meets the eye.
But is there nothing beyond plain
sober figures to be read in the num-

ber of gdivorces which have arisew
from the recent war in South Africa¥®
Surely: there are wolumes upon vol-
umes upon volumes of stories here-
in contained and imorals emough to
make the most lurid of these his-
tories of conjugal infidelity into
tracts for the times. The “pretty
soldier” ls irreeistible, apparently,
when he 1is just ornamental, but
but when he seriously fights for his
country and i® in danger of -com-
ing home with a leg or an arm short,
or of not coming home at all, then,
seemingly, Madame Soldier finds the
civighy' lover in the hand at home
) wortR/of the martlal husband on
’the veldt. Thig, at least, is how
| one reads between tLhe list of fig-
ures that enumerate the divorce pro-
ceedings in which the recent ware
has been prominentlyl mentioned.
There i® just another little point
about 1hese statlstics, which com-
pells attention. It is one whichk
' needs mot be enlarged upon, for it is

genius, but have a. marked decor-. this, that in all cases which attract-

ative instinct and a peculiar color
sense.

The process by which a window
is built in the women’s studio is
interesting. The cartoon is drawn
by the artist, fuli size, in colors,
with black lines to indicate the
leads. Two large sheets of heavy
paper are placed under this, with
carbon paper between, and a young
woman goes over every line of it
with a stylus, tranggerring the pic-
ture in black an white to the
sheets of yellowish paper beneath,
Every little section enclosed in the
black lines is numbered, the num-
bers running up into the thousands,
as every section is small, some be-
ing no larger than the thumbl nail,

One of those working drawings is
handed to a seécond voung woman,
| who cuts it up in its numbered bYits
]with o rpair of scissors with three
{ blades, the orper one fitting into the
groove made by the other two.
rats away {he broad black line and
fjeaveo a space for the leads. The
eecond sheet, with its traced de-
sign is not cut, but s pastel iight-
ly to the back of a large sheet ot
riate glass which stanils on a glass
easel in a window. The light streams
through the ‘glass, showing the lines
on the raper, which are then traced
on the glass with black paint, af-
fer wikich the raper is removed. The
last gpart of the purclv mechanical
work is attaching with wax the
cut and numbercd sect'ons of the de-
sign to their corresponding places on
tho glass. This is like putting to-

tion the husbands were the petition-
e

ns.
. THE BENEFICIAL YAWN,
‘Nutnre’l Way crl)amundlng Rest
for Musrcles.

i _ Yawning' is not at all times an in-
dication of a feeling of laziness, says
the Chicago Chronicle. More frequent-
ly il is an evidence that certain
muscles have been overstrained aznd
rejquire rest. Medical men aver that

{ o yawn is nature’s demand for rest.
Some people think they only yawn

|becnuse they are sleepy. But this is
rot 0. You yawn because you ara
tired.. You may be sleepy also, but
that is pot the real cause of your
vawning. You are sleepy because yon

*are tired, and you yawn because yor
are tired. Whenever you feel iike
vawning, just yawn. Don’t try to
suppress it because you think it is

| impolite to yawn. Put your hand
over your mouth if you want to, but
let the yawn come. And if you are
where you can stretch at the snme
time that yvou yawa just stretch and
yawn. This is nature’s way of
stretchinog and relaxing the muscles.

Better than potato parirgs for
cleaning glass carales is a pstato eu*
in small dice Half (il tle carafe. pyy
in a little water, and siak= in a cir-
cular motion very briskly. If the cap-
afe is etained with something beside
water, it may be nécessary to use
an acid, but we never advise the unse
of dangerous or po'sonous agents, -

loges of the richest purple. The ©ol-

ery combination of color, every hue,
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