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‘Good-by,” she Hed, caimly; but
hand L held g::vpv cold in his grasp.
next moment she was
She clinched her delicate hands as she

went hastily up to her sister’s room

“l hate myself!” she murmured. “I
jm a traitress—a false, living lie! Yet I
Jwore to win at any risk, and I will.”

Agatha still slept, although the morn-
;og sunbeams were pla; upon her
m Inez replaced the flower, and then

again over her sister. There was
ﬂmﬂnng like triumph in the beautiful,
k face as she watched the unconscious

dulper.

“l have done no harm,” she thought;
“she is not capable of loving, and he will
be happier with me.”

When Agatha woke he was startled to
find her sister bending over her.

“How late I am!” she said; “but I
was o0 tired; and I have had such pleas-
ant dreams.”

Then Inez knew by the rush of warmth
and light over the {air face that she re-
membered all. Her eyse fell upon the
flower—the flower that she was to re-
turn to-day. BShe did net understand
why Inez, who so rerely entered her
room, lingered near and weuld net leave
her—why she talked so wittily and

usingly of the tableaux and the

, that simple, sweet Agatha could
listemed all daywhy she delay-

her and kept her from dressing, or
from going dewnstairs, by saying that
was tired and sliould have some tea

ht to her.
The first t of her plan had suo
even beyond her most sangluine
. She lingered in her sister's roem
eeping watch and guard, lest there
should come some note or message,
which, unless she were quick e to
Intercept, would spoil all. Her %‘
pever relaxed until she heard the sound
of carriage-wheels and then she knew
that the danger was past, that ex-
on was im) ible, and that Lo

had left the Hall

Agatha wondered why all at once her
pster’s gay words ceased, why a stillness
ﬂl&e a mask upon her face; but she

to wonder yet more, for the first
pews she heard was *hat Lord Lynne
bad left the Hall.
CHAPTER {X.

Ageatha was sorery puzaled. She could
oot understand what Lord Lynne hed
meant. bad he lu.ken her into l:.Iua
sonservatory purposely to speak to her.
Why hndrgc ?m ger that flower.
What answer did he want, which wes
of so little importance to him that he
bad left without even & message for her.

She had uever been a wvain girl; it
was not in her to think much of her
own powers and gifts; she had not felt
uite sure that Lord Lynne loved her.

her sweet humility it did not seem
patural to her that he should prefer
ne like herself to her beautiful eister.

was alwayg kind and tender; but
then he had always been so; during her
father’s life-time he had petted and
loved her. What could he have meant.
Bhe wished Evelyn Leigh had wuaited
three minutes longer before she had
Interrupted them.

“You know what I have brought you
here to say,” he had said to her.

Nay, that ehe did not. Her heart had
warmed and thrilled when he uttered
the words a sweet, vague hope had come
to herbut she was net sure. Had he
brought her there to tell her that he
loved her. It seemed like it. At the time
she had felt sure. Yet it could not be so;
or why had he gone away that morn-

without waiting for her to give him
pither the flower or any answer at all.
It was simply incomprehensible. Only
one thing was plain he did not love her,
and he had not meant that.

All day Inez watched her sister’s face;
It was paler, and haq; lost something
of its bright, happy ion; there
seemed to be a wondering question al-
ways in her eyes.

"{:’hen is Lord Lynne coming back1”
she heard Agatha asking Mrs. Lynne.

“I hardly know,” replied his mother.
“He left rather suddenly; he did not
say much to me. He spoke of going to
Scotland for shooting in September.”

“Perhaps he will not come back un-
til after then,” said Agatha gently. She
would have given much to understand
his strange behavior.

“I hate lies,” said Inez Lynne to her-
self, “they blister and burn my lips—
they make me hate and scorn myself—
but I must imply, even if I do not tell,
ome more.”

She sought her sister’s room ain
that evening. All day she had watched
the pain and wonder in_that gentle
face. She saw that in gome 'measure her
simple, guileless sister must be satis-
fied. If she were allowed to go on won-
dering what Lord Lynne had meant, she
wuld probably ask him “he first time
l:he“y met.

o

must manage two things,” she

'HIS LORDSHIP’S
ROMANCE

tion, the dauntless spirit nev
She had good qualities; used for a

they might have made
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upon her shoulder, and said, It is oy-
lightful to have a sister; after all, Ines,
no one in the world can be quite like
one’s own sister.”

“But I am not your own siater,” said
Inez.

“Do not say so,” replied Agatha, with
a sound of reproach in her gentle voice.
“I never remember that we not one
mother.” ;

“I remember it,” said Inez, and her
face grew dark with the werds. They
geemed to nerve her and give back the
resolution that the sight of that fair
young head resting upon her sheuler
bad half shaken.®

“Agathaf’ she eaid suddenly, “ome
year of the time my father named has
expired.”

es,” replied the sister, and the
words seemed very much like a half-
drawn sigh.

Bhe felt her sister's brehth like a
het, seorching flame upen her chesk. She
loeked up and saw the besutiful face
all glowing.

“Agatha,” whispered the same clear
voice that had deceived Lerd ‘“af
ever our cousin tells you that Joves
me, what shall you sayt”

Bhe felt the quick tremor that shoek
the young girl—she saw the geatle face
grow pale.

“If ever he comes to you,” continued
Inez, “and tells you that he loves me,
but that I am too preud and reserved
he does not dare to ask me to be his
wife, but wishes you to intercede for
him, what shall you say?”

The fair head was raised from her
shoulder, and two pure, sweet eyes look-
ed searchingly into her face.

“Do you care for him, Inez?—do you
love him?” she asked. .

Inez was almost frightened at the ex-
pression that came into her sister’s face
and lingered there for some mements.

“Yes, I love him,” she replied, at
last; oot as you oold, qD.uM En(li;!;
love, but as we Spaniards, * ters
the Sun;’ who would thfnk n of
ﬂving a life for those we love. If ever

cemes to you, little sister, and asks
you to speak for him, what shall you
say?”
!15 he likely to do so?” asked Agatha,
her gentle face growing paler with each
wor

“I think so,”. was the false reply. “I
have been so proud, so haughty, so re-
served; but I canmot doubt t.Lat he
loves me.”

“If ever he comes to me with that re-
quest,” said Agatha, ‘I shall remember
what you have said to me to-night, and
I shall tell him to hope—to speak for

“Would you like me to be ILiady
Lynne?” asked Inez gently.

Agatha walted two or three minutes
before she spoke, then she laid her head
down upon her sister’s shoulder again,
and said, “Yee, if it would make you
and Philip both happy, I should like to
see you Lady Lynne.”

Then a strange quiet fell upon her.
The sound of her sister’s voice fell upon
her ear like a sound from a distance.
The gentle, faithful heart was wounded
night unto death, but she made no sign.
She felt relieved when her eister rose
at length and said it was growing late;
she wanted to be alone, and think how
much she had been mistaken, and what
that mistake would cost her.

The few artful words had their ef-
fect. Agatha believed she understood
now what had seemed so strange to her
before. Lord Lynne had spoken strange-
ly when he had taken her into the con-
servatory, but she saw what it was.
He had wanted her to plead with Inez
for him.

“Agatha,” he had said. “you know
what I have brought you here to tell
yow."

He had brought her there to tell her
that he loved her sister—to ask her to
use her influence for him.

“How vain and foolish I was,” cried
the poor girl,” to think he cared for
me!"”

Yet how fondly he had looked at hes,
how tender and musical his voice! She
felt almost/indignant with him that he
had misled her.

“It is well that no one dreams that I
care for him,” she thought. “I am
thankful, too, that I have kept watch
and guard over my own heart, and have
not allowed myself to love him as I could
have dome.”
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For some days Agaths looked unlike
herself; she was gentle and patient, but
seemed from

face. those few days the young
ml t and won & hard battle. Ines

no ken truly when she said her
sister not feel. Bhe did not know
how completely that tle girl bhad

thought and f control. Bhe
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passionate nature could not
ed, there was not depth to which it could
not h.;:“;:'nk; but for Agatha there
were great ts mor t
e
as 5 use
she oould have loved Philip o’o dearly,
and her life would have been so t
and beautiful passed with him. But if it
was not to be—if Lord Lynne loved her
sister—she must be happy in another

there was no de? tragedy,
no broken heart, no silent despair, al-
though even to herself she would not
;nth:.ltmn, still t:dmu:dun
n to fought against end subdued.
“I should like to ,0 away for a time,”
she thougbt,’ “and forget all about #.”
In a strange manner this wish was
gratified. Evelyn Leigh bad a severe
and rous illness. For many days
en lio

go°. " o tly

eaid that sliie would be

. :y.; but t; ylelded to the

@ slok girl, and it was de-

cidod that Agatha o\oﬁ( spend the aut-
umn with the Leight at Hastings.

Imes watched her sister's departure
with the greatest relief.

“Now I have the field to myself,” ghe
said; “and it will be bard if I do not
succeed.”

When Philip beard from his mother

gone for a long visit
to the Leighs, he determined to return

thought, than if he kept away
ther.

Lord
inﬁ- the hmrshly, but he could not

elp fi that she had in some de-
ﬂ"u misled him. She must have seen

w mueh he cared for her, he thought,
and she might have eaved him the morti-
fioation. They had been confidential
friends at least, and she ht have told
him that she loved Allan Leigh.

Philip could not forget Agatha. He
smiled when he remembered that he had
once fancied he loved Florence Wyverne.
He knew more of what love was now.
He' had laid his whole heart at the feet
of that gentle, fair girl, and he could
not forget his love. No mercenary
thought had been mixed with it. He
wished to marry tha Lynne because

e never dreamed of
marrying Inez without love, simply be-
cause she had money. Just at time
he thought very little about hia uncle’s
will; he only remembered that he bad
loved in vain. He thought but little,
and cared as little, that the time was
eol:lz when he would have to lose the
splendid heritage that might have been

CHAPTER X.

The autumn months came and went,
and still Agatha remained at Hastinges.
Evelyn’s recovery seemed at times
doubtful. They had decided to remain
there for the winter, and to go abroad
in the spring. Lord Lynne had stayed
for three weeks at Lymmewolde before
he went to Sootland for his shooting.
During those three weeks he was thrown
constently into the society of Inez. He
would have had a heart harder than
marble to have resisted her beauty and
her grace; she dressed so well; her toilet
was recherche, and displayed such exqui-
site taste. ing the long autumn
evenings she s to him, until his
heart thrilled with the rich passionate
metody of her voice. All her wit, her
genius, her talent, were called into re-
quisition in order to amuse him. The
consequence was, that during the whole
time of his visit to Lynnewolde not
one moment appeared heavy or dull. She
had always something with which to
engross or amuse him.

“I had no idea, Inez,” he said to her
one day, “that you could be so amusing.
I used to think you proud and reserved.”

“No one ever cares for me,” she re-
plied, with a very frank smile. “ When
Agatha is near, small stars are eclipsed
by the sun.”

She looked so candid, and smiled so
frankly, that her words quite misled
Philip, and he inwardly reproached him-
self that he had been unjust to her—
that he, as well as everyone else, had
neglected her for Agatha.

“I have always felt myself half an
interloper,” she continued sadly, “al-
though I am Lord Lynne’s eldest child.
Was ever fate so strange or sad as
mine”

It was the first time she had spoken
of herself; and the sad, musical voice,
whth its half-musical accent, touched
all the fountains of tenderness and
chivalry in Lord Lynee’s heart.

“Have we seemed cold or unkind to
you, Inez?” he asked, gently.

“At times,’ ’'she replied, “I have felt
quite alone.”

He looked at the’ beautiful face, and
the large liguid eyes moist with tears.
Could weman, with her rare south-
ern beauty, have felt sad and lomely?
Had be, wrapped up in his vain love for
another, forgotten and neglected her?

Lynne bad  been ved, and
and annoyed. He dimt like to | &

HUSBAND AND WIFE

Both Restored to Health by Dr.
Williams® Pink Pils.

“Both myself and my wife
truthfully say that Dr. Williams’
Pink Pilis have been of great benefit
to us, and we are constantly recom-
mending them to our friends.” Thus
writes Mr. Ernest L. Archibald, Truro,

aches for over a year, and three boxes
of the Pills completely oured me of the
trouble. About & ago my wife be-
gan to seemed to be com-

run down; waa ::z pale and
weak; she oould not up stairs
without .to“iﬂ on the way to get
breath, and timately she grew so
weak she could not sweep & floor with-
out resting. She tried several tonics,
but received no benefit. Then I persuad-
ed her to try Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
and got her a half dozen boxes. After
she had used a couple of boxes her appe-
tite to improve and the color to
return to her face. She continued using
the Pills until she had taken the six
boxes, and to-day she is perfectly well,
feels stronger and looks better than she
has done for some ycars. While she
was taking the Pills she gained twelve
pounds in veight."

Dr. Williams’ Pills cure troubles
like these because they are rooted in
the blood. Bad blood is the cause of
all di like mia
rheumatism, indigestion, neuralgia,
Bt. Vitus dance, general weakness,
and those ailments that only women
folks know, with their attendant
headaches and backaches and irregulari-
ties.\Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are a sure
cure when given a fair trial, because
they enrich the blood and thus reach
the root of disease. Sold by all medicine
dealers or by mail at 50 cents a box or
six boxes for $2.50 from The Dr. Wil-
liams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

SOME NOVEL COMPETITIONS.

Hunting Gold Nugget in Sand at 8id-
ney—Prawning Contests.

Notwithstanding their natural charms
and attractions seaside and other holl-
day resorts would not afford the enjoy-
ment they do if it were not for the ex-
tremely interesting, ingenious and popu-
lar competitions which are occasionally
arranged. .

A novel prawning competition took
place the other day at Birling Gap, near
Beachy Head. It was believed to be the
first ever arranged, and it afforded three
and a half hours of enjoyment for the
contestants. The Tirst honors went to a
team hailing from Kastbourne with an
average catch to a of nine ounces.

The prize for the highest individual
catch was awarded J. Bernard, who out-
distanced all competitors with seventeen
ounces. The competition was voted a
great success and will doubtless be re-

d.

Last season at Sydney, N. 8. W, an
execedingly popular competition was or-

nized by the proprietors of a “Won-
erful City.” A gold nugget valued at
£20 was buried the sand and at a
given signal iiterally thousands of men,
women and children were admitted to
the treasure grounds.

They at once started digging franti-
cally with spades and shovels with which
they had come provided. As they dug
and dug the excitement became intense,
and as might be supposed, the onlookers
numbered thousands. But, alas! nobody
had the good fortune to unearth the

HEAT THE SOIL FROM BENEATH.

German Has a Plan to Incredse Crops of
Early Spring Vegetables.

Dr. Mehner, & is responsible
for the latest agricult: idea, which is

now the subject of ex t in Ger-
dl{-m—mw-mwd ly

heating the sofl for th
ng the sofil for the
ing the growth of v umz is said
s Pl

uick )
and thj development il; size
riance.

The method consists in at a
depth of 20 to 40 inches under the field
to be treated conduits of earthenware,
through which steam pipes about an
inch in diameter are Steam at »
femperature of about 300 degrees is
forced through the pipes; it warms the
air in the conduit and the heat slowly
radiates through the clay conduit, warm-
Ing the earth. 8

of heat is very slow. g
ment is said to show trs’t when thcpl.rr-
face of the ground is about f

nt the soil at & depth of 12 to
ches has a tomrmtm of 42 degrees.
that the artificial hea!
were begun early in March, when
condition existed, a very small expendi-
ture ‘of heat would be needed to cause

vegetables
and luxu-

nugget, so its value was pr ted to
charities.

Last August sack and other races were
held on the sands at Filey, a select
Yorkshire watering place. Among the
competitiors were the sons of some of
the ruling chiefs of native states of In-
dia. In a sack race for boys under the
age of 12 years the competitors included
the heir to the Sultanate of Johore,
Prince Abu Bakir and Prince Ahmed,
The latter was successful in carrying off

Tit-Bits.

the d prise.—Lond

the ired stimulation, and the radia-
tion into the air would be exdeedingly
fl‘ldllll. In warmer weather the sur-
ace heating from the sun would actually
counteract the radiation of the artificial

heat.
zud o.

’
Of course the plan does mot
plate heating the soil in the
winter, when atmospheric cold would
kill any plants that ht be artifisially
caused to germinate. The idea is simiply
to aid nature when the spring sets in.

Asparagus, letvace, y oniems, eu-
cumbers, radishes uldwngthlr

Never had Lord Lynne felt so much in-
clined to love his cousin; never before
had she so nearly touched his heart. She
saw the impression his words produced.
She was too wise to weaken them by
repetition.

“] am tiring you,” she said. “I forget
my little troubles interest no human
being besides myself. You said yes-
terday, Lord Lynne, you would like to
hear that Venetian barcarole. Shall I

it to you?t”

Before Philip had time to reply, Ines
was seated at the piano, her rich voice
fill the room with the melody of
the old Venetian song. When that was
finished she began another—a love song
this time—with every note a sigh, low,
soft, and taking with it the fire of her
genuius, and the love of her heart. She
sang on until Phi',» rose from his seat
and began to pacc the room. He could
not withstand the charm of this syren;
she seemed to sing his heart away from
him; his whole being thrilled with the
swegt famecies that came to him with the
m

f won,” she murmured to
h e watched the changes that
pas: over his face in the evening
leaming; “a little more patience, a little
more skill, and he will be mine.”

This skill she displayed still more
adreitly by seeming to avoid him during
the last two days of his stay. He had
professed himself charmed with her so-
clety; she knew that she amused and
fascinated him. Now he should learn
what it was to be without her. During
those two days she only saw him at rare
intervals; and when he was leaving
Lynnewolde he bade her adieu with real
regret, for she had been a most delight-
ful companion.

“Send me a message, sometimes,” he
said, “when my mother writes—remem-
,ber, I shall be a lonely bachelor on the
Bcottish moors—send me a little news.”

During the first week she sent merely
a little piquant message through Mrs.
Lynne; then she inclosed a sketch of
his favorite hunter. Lord Lynne wrote
to her, and in less than two weeks he
began to look for her letters more eager-
ly even than for his day’s sport. Not
that he loved her. Love and Inez Lynne
never entered his mind together; but
those letters were infinitely charming.
charming. A woman’s genius shows it-
self (in her letters, and those of Inez’s

ling agd amusing; yet a veil of melan-
hung over them. Sweet simple
tha could never have written such
Tetters; she would not perhaps have un-
derstood them even—the graceful im-
agery, the daring wit, the poetical fancy
that revealed themselves in every line,
were all unknown to her.

8o for nearly three months they cor-
responded, while Agatha regained her
lost roses, and strove hard to find
peace and tranquility. Then Christmas
came round, and Lord Lynne resolved
to spend it at Lynnewolde. They wrote
and asked Agatha to come home—Allan
Leigh was at the Chase, and 2r. Bohun
was again at the Court, but she declined
to leave Evelyn, who clung to her so-
ciety, and seemed to love her better than
anyone else on earth. .

(To be continued.)
AR Y

The Chief Mourner.

The minister had just been giving the
class a lesson on the Prodigal Son. At
the finish, to test what attention had
been paid to his teaching, he asked,
“Who was sorry that the Prodigal had
returned ?” The most forward youngster
in the class breathlessly answered, “The
fatted calf!”—Home Herald.

Billicus—How does a fellow know
when he is in love? Cynicus—The girl
tells him.

ECZEMA __SlliFFEREHS

You Can Stop That Itch at Once

An eminent Chicago, IlL, skin specialist
has discovered a simple pure, mild
compound that is a positive cure for
eczema and all forms of skin disease.
This wonderful remedy is an Oil of
Wintergreen compound called D. D. D.
prescription, and is a elean, &l:nb‘
liquid that is applied direct te iteh-
ing skin. The result is almost miraculous
—the sufferer gets instant relief and
often a few applications areenough o
take away the eruption, clear the skin
and effect a complete cure.

The discoverer of D. D. D. has proven
to medical autherities how very useless
it 1s to dose the stomach to cure skin
disease. The disease is in the skin, and
must be treated there.

“Doctor the itch where the itch is.”
This wonderful remedy is now being
used in all parts of the United States
by physicians and in hospitals. Thou-
sands have been cured by it.

TRIAL BOTTLE FREE

If you have never tried D. D. D. Pre-
scription, write us to-day, enclosing only
10c. to help pay postage and packing,
and we will send you free a trial bottle
of this wonderful remedy. Let us prove
its merits to you—SEND RIGHT NOW
FOR THE FREE TRIAL BOTTLE.

D.D.D. COMPANY,
23 Jordan Stret, Dept. D2, Toronto, Ont.

Makes Him Confident.

Dr. A. F. W. Ingram, the Bishop of
London, said at a dinner in Washing-
ton, according to the Sun:

“They say I overdo athletics, but I
den’t, really. Exercise keeps me fit, I
don’t overdo it any more than the Par-
liamentary candidate, Juggins, ovendid
bis cordiality.

“Juggins was running for a slum dis-
trict in Birmingham, and his cordiality
among the slum voters excited a good
deal of surprise. Two canvassers fell
into talk about it.

“‘It’s a grand idea of Candidate Jug-
gins,’ said the first, ‘Instead of just

.shaking hands with a voter in the ordin-

ary way he rushes up and grabs the
man’s two hands, shaking them long
and warmly.

“‘But isn’t that rather overdoing it?’
said the other canvasser.

“‘Overdoing it? No, indeed. It may
lcok overdoing it, but Juggins knows his
way about. As long as he holds both
the fellow’s hands he knows his purse is
safe.’”

KEEP BABY WELL

No matter whether baby is sick or
well Baby’s Own Tablets should always
be kept in the house, They not only
cure -the mjnor disorders of childhood,
but prevent them and should be given
whenever the little ones show the slight-
est eigns of illness. Children take the
Tablets as readily as candy, and they
are absolutely saie. Mrs. Geo. Howell,
Sandy Beach, Que., says: “My baby was
greatly troubled with colic and cried
night and day, but after giving him
Baby's Own Tablets the trouble disap-
peared. I advise all mothers to use this
medicine.” Sold by all medicine dealers
or by mail at 26 cents a box from the
Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., Brockville,

Ont.
——

How Irving Wanted to Die.

“What have I got out of it?” said
Henry, stroking his chin and smiling
slightly. “Let me see. Well, a good
cigar, a good glass of wine—good friends
——” Here hé kissed my hand with
courtesy. Always he was so courteous—
always his actions, like this little one of
kissing my hand, were so beautifully
timed. They came just before the spoken
words and gave them peculiar value.

“That’s not a bad summing up of it
all,” I said. “And the end. How would
you like that to come?”

“How would I like that to come?” he
repeated my question lightly, yet medi-
uunmo‘ Then he was silent for
some thirty seconds before he snapped
his fingers—the action again before the
words:

“Like that!”—Ellen Terry, in Mec-

Clure’s Magaxzine.
e
When it comes to doiﬁ.bunineu even

the desler in phonogra may try‘to
break the record.

plants are the ones on which it is ex-
pected to use the system with most
effect. Later in combination with fore-
ing frames it may be used on strawber-
vies, and experiments may be tried on
various fruit trees. The methed is
likely to be applied to floriculture and
tllm growth of plants for seed purposes
also.
ul:hh ulc{uh:::h that the of in-
L tion for space of £,600 square
‘;:;l- {: Gh‘mny or Franoe is about
plus the steam genera appara-
tus, which may be large or acoord-
ing te the trast to be heated, and which
m{ be used for other The
cost of the heating is f
month.

The annual increase in profit for the
same h of ground sown with early
vegetables is figured at $500 on a three
months’ heating of the soil.

]
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MELON PROSPERITY.

What a Few Seeds Did for Ong Town
—Everybody Happy.

In 1885 Wilham 8. Ross, familiarly
known as “Uncle Billy,” having lived for
some time in Texas, returned to Alma,
with some melon seeds in his pocket—a
bare handful. In the spring following
he planted them in a piecs of rich bot-
tom land, and in August he peddled the
fruit about Salem and Kinmundy and
among his neighbors. Later, growing
more fruit than the local market would
consume, he shipped a barrel of the mel-
ons to Chicago. ‘Ihe commission mer-
chant on Water street tore off the can-
vas, gave a startled glance at the little
netted globes inside, and said: “What in
h—— will they send us next from
Egypt?"bl H::ever, he took one of the
unnamable things to a fancy groce
between them they split it opce’n, droppri;
on a little salt at hazard, and tasted it,
not sure whether they would be poison-
ed or not. The fancy grocer smacked
his lips and said: “I'll take all of those
things you can furnish. But what do
you cali them?”

The commission merchant wrote Mr.
Ross to know what he called them, and
Mr. Ross answered, “The Alma gem
melon.” Thus the trade in melons be-
gan. One farmer after another bought
sead, followed his neighbors e )y
and planted. Alma and the nelgm
country has developed wonderfully as a
result. Seventy thousand dollars a year
has been poured into that neighborhood
for twenty years, a total of $1,400,000.

Men who were once 80 poor that they
had no windows in their house, no linen
on their tables or beds, are now prosper-
ous. Pianos, books, %;).od clothes, fine
horses and carriages have tome. The
whole plane of living has been raised.
Land which was once worth $10 per acre
can now scarcely be bought for $10v.
Where once there was only pinching ad-
versity, and little hope for the future,
prosperity now smiles. In one instance,
when the melons were yielding a little
better price than at present, an acre of
land yielded $350. From $100 to $200 an
acre in return is not uncommon at all.

Through the whole month of August
and into the first or second week of
September the industry continues. FEach
morning there is a jam of wagons in the
little town. The good wives come wifh
their husbands, and with the assurance
of a neat cheque for their wagonloads
the wives shop irdustriously. The little
restaurant close to the railroad s
thronged with farmers by noon. The
railroad agent has a busy time of .it.
Everybody is happy. And why not?
With a few acres in melons—seldom
schooling is assured. Their books and
more than four—the children’s winter
clothing come easy.—8t. Louis Globe-
Democrat.

——ee———

Seven 8isters in Wedding Party.

Mrs. John Sweeney, 1579 Kenmore
avenue, and seven of her eight daughters
helped to make up a unique weddi
party Wednesday night when two o
the daughters—Miss therine and Misg
Alice—were married in St. Mary’s of
the Lake Church to Thomas J. Hyland
and Gerald Dunne respectively. Becauss
of the close family resemblance be-
tween the young women much facetious
apprehension was expressed by specta-
tors lest the young brides to be experi-
ence embarrassment at the altar. )

The brides were attended by the twin
sister of Miss Katherine, Mrs, Walter
Birmingham, while four other sisters fell
in line as bridesmaids i
ill. The bridesmaids were all similarly
ettired—From the Chicago News.
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