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" will tell you a story.

.+ snatching an instant to hug Mary Sue.

", jagged hole in Peter's new golf stock-

=
el &

: 'I'l:lﬂ!? hﬂj‘n never wul& be E:’bught upl
+. - For six’

. up Paul and Peter and the two little

. Bhe wanted—F belleve I'm going to ery,
- .Mary Suel”

. again, Camilla Page, grouching!

.. Bunday.

- and press them.

- -wDign't-T1"~The- boys-were off-on-balk

t—oh, pretty patient—years
she had been trying to do just that thing,
besides, of course; bringing up the Page’

girl-children, too, “on the shkle,” as she |

put- it ¥You can teach lttle girls to hang
up their clothes, shut screen doors, and
not make 5o much noise. - Camilla had
been twelve when .she started to bring

sisters. When the beloved Pafe mother
ﬂamﬂ:l‘ do it no longer, there was no one
else- e:cept Camlilla. - The fathar's work,
tntuapal]hiqugmhnundatﬂIingne
volume, necessarily th-ul: him much frdm
home. '
__To-day Camilla literally lay down on
her job, the Paul-Peter bed, the most dis-
reputabls, rooted-up bed In America. 11
He here a minute,” she sighed., “"Have Lo
get my muscle up to make a bed like
thl.l!" Directly on the heels of her
algh, ‘ahe laughed! 1If that was not
exactly llkke Camillal It was a funny bed,
At that. Hhe 1'11 herself wondering
which wild j'n‘r.l.ng.' brother had beaten at
that pillow' fight last night.r Paul had,
probably, still you never could tell.” Little
old Peter had a sudden way of winning
in the last half of the last inning. “One.
mire thing—it was a. thurﬂugh fighti” she

sighed.

8he hmrd her EIII.H-II “traller” mmmg
"in the hall.: “Come on, Mary Sue,” she
ocalled, “ocome lie here beslde me, and I
Eill two birds with

one sione. - Mind, the story—no nt.her_

#o-dayl”

“Tell it Dout'n & nnu.ghtrmchilr, that
went sermash' an' mixed dolks up so's
they never founded out which was Whh‘.‘;l:l.
forever after more.” :

“Goodneas, you can tell your own
atoryl. I've no such lmagination as that!
No, runc Is golng to be about a person
whaose bair turned. gray at eighteen and
nobody cared. Yes, there was somebody-|-
too, the person cared! She wanted to be
young and do just lovely. young things.

. . That was enough of ﬂlmt No more
]ying'dnwnun beds that had to be made!
No more story-telling of that kind! It
might help to scold a little. *“Look at
those muddy shoes! ILook at that tooth-
paste all pozing out at the bottom! Look
at avﬁwthing! I declare, if the Page boys

aren't the two wun,g limitst" |

~ “T'wo young limicks." echoed tne trailer
stormly. *“Makes me mos' ashamed o'
beln’ a relation of 'em. Looker how they
don’t hang an'thing up! If you'll hol' me
up to the hooks, Milla, I'll hang things.”

“Too Iinefficient!"” laughed <Camllla,

The waoy hugging: 4ld help! She could
not hug Paul and Peter Page, which
was one of her troubles nowadays. They
had grown beyond all ocutward manifes-
—..tatlons of emotion.—Once-they -had kissed
her good-night, or anyway.let her. kiis
them. Maybe they had not lked i:,
but they had bome it. *They dont want
tb be loved any more, I think,” sighed
mother's representative, “I think they are
all through loving me. I'm useful as a
bed-maker and bread-baker for the fam!ily
and damner-at-large. There you go
Eitluer
you are tired or else you are losing your
disposition! Tnat gray hair you counted
this nforning may be at the root of it." ;

This was Saturday, and the boys and
Martha came pouring In from the play-’
ground across the road. Three small
Pages never rained; they poured. ~Is
lunch ready? 8ay lunch's ready! 1If
‘tisn‘t read—""

“IJs there going to be pﬂrli&men‘tarr
stew ‘Milla?"" demanded Paul.

'*“.’fm say there's golng to be. pnr!nr—
ment'ty stew'i"
. “An’ birds' nests for dessert!”

“Walt!, Wait! Nobbdy's washed up.
\Martha's in the bat.n.mnm. You boys
waah In the kitchen.”

“I'm all clean a'ready,” cried Mary Sue,

- |of roses for a long time.

had' called himself one of her children,
too!
“I'm ¢rying,” sobbed Camilla,
crylng, -but I, gever, laughed so hargd In
my heart before!’ Why, they love me,
They're saying I-haven}t made such a
terrible’ business of _mothering  them

‘|after all. All of 't.h.em and Iathur they're

all loving :m:l" .

Beilng so loved almost broke her heart
with the beautifulness of it. She sat
‘with-her -arms -aroundboth her packages
Occaslonally

9 |ghe kissed a leaf or mlﬂed the_sweetness

mirth! In another' moment t.ha nnisr
happy, Page dinner table was in a gale.

of - the blossoms. “Thelr sSweetne:s
was the sweetness of love. “I must put
them on the dinner tnhle " shg thought,
“one.at each &nd."” 5L

“T'm 2

.ﬂﬁe Years,,

v t:‘ull:ul‘n from .an agricultural” standpoint

Fram the data collected h_'.l' the Divi- may be said to be a profitable undertak-
slon of Chemlstry, Cenbral Experimental ing. There are, however, many ‘other
Farm, Dtl’-ﬁ-'ﬂ-’u durlng the past twentjr-[fnctﬂrﬁ to be consldered before reaching
from twenty-four districts|a declsion as to the advisablitly of estab-
situnted In all of the nine provinces a !lishing the beet sugar industry in any
good idea of where-in Canadn sugar beets | district. A good wield of high quality
can be successfully grown has been ob- beets is only one of many that make for
tained. Climatic conditions .would ap-|success or fallire In.this enterprise.
pear to be the. most important factor ﬂwmg to the comparative newness of
and - dl.ah-tnl:.s “where~seasonal~conditions | the industry ﬂnlp about—41,000 acres-are
aAre muﬁt Iavorable, that is having 8 warm | sown yearly, with 30,000° in Ontarlo and
bpring' with suﬂlclenl‘. precipitation . to| 13,000 in "Alberta. These areas prudun:ﬂ
ensure good seed germination, a growing approximately 11.0 per cent. of the total
season ‘with plenty of raln and .o warm, | sugar consumed in Canada -:.murl:.r and
fairly dry mﬂd open autumn with con- | represents a return ,of about . three
siderable  sunshine when the beets ares |million dollars’ tn the grnwers

[All o them "tralling.™

_T'hf:‘re I feel better. ane 'ar::-l:her
bird's  nest, Paul? ' I had Blddle make
extra ones to-day.” “Hidle was the help
who came In daytimes.

“I know something!", ’ﬂuddr:nlr? an-
nounced  #:n-year-old Martha.

: “Gl'm:iuu.'-:- then tell it quick—no, no, I
mean, don’t! Martha Page, you talk
about the weather!!” Paul had seen in a
‘flash what It was Martha knew. “Was she’
golng -to let out the .whole secrdt when
they had kept it from Camills right up
to almost the last minute?

Camilla sat up particularly late that
night. Father was coming home on the
eleven-twenty-five, and she liked to be at
the front door on the honk of the little
automobile turning into the.drive. This
was father'’s Hello, Camiila," that he
colld not wait to say properly. Father
was lonely Fil;hnul'. mother, and to-mor-
oW hﬁ was golng to miss het more than
ever, for to-morrow was Mother's Day.
Camilla had not forgotten; all week long
she had been remembering, “Oh; I love
father!” she murmured over ber spong-
ing and pressing. “If Iicould only love
him enough, and ‘the children enough,
poor little motherlesses! I wish I never
was cross!
scolded at the dinner tablel™
She finished all her little Saturday nlghr.
tasks pnd sat for fully fifteen minut:s
with her hands idle, listening for the
honk. She had an appetizing little Tunch

—_——

she had drawn up before the fire. She
had put on two plates and cups.to make
it- cosler. Ome of her remembrances
clearly defilned and-lovely, was of mother
walting for father to come home, and
it had two plates and two cups in it.
Honk! Tamilla flew to the front door.
Bhe did .not-know how shining ‘she look-
ed to ber father, In the bright hall lights
she had switched on. - -

.- At lengih- the -lttle -meal over-and- the
pent-up things sald’ that could not walt
until . to-morrow, they .went up-to bed,
both tired, father and daughter.
*Ooco-col Father!" issued In a whis-
pering ltHle Thiss from the Paul-and-
Peter room. Those boys were awakel
“The-Jmps!"” cried Camilla, “You'll
have to go In, no use.”

“I dan't need a ‘use,’" smiled father,
aching for his Imps.

This was no common summons, nut
this, A long whispering went on, andg
Camilla il.'fs not sure Mdrtha's excited
little hisses were not included.
wouldn't interrupt that for the world, not.
if" they'd wake up Mary Sue and got
her in there, too! They have father, and
father has them, even if they'd waked up
Mary Sue -and got her ‘in there, too!
The have father, and father has them,
even I they can't have mothey.”

“Sh! Sh! l'l-'Iurﬁ:L_a Page!" So she was
in’ there, too. *“Martha most let it. out

--"1-only-sald -I-Kncew sormeth—"

“It's all right; it's all In; nothing let
out, I'm certain. I think it Is a beautiful
zecret, and I am right there with youl”
Father, with all his pride in thelr think-
ing it up themselves, felt almost & twinge
of envy. Why had he not thought of it
himsel? He would so loved to have
been in it from the start.

- Camilln next day sat in the front win-
dow of the pleasant Page llving robm,
watching people go by to church. She
had a miserable headache and was Btay-
ing at home. Nobody had seemed to
care about golng without her. They had
seemed to want her not to go. It was
silly to mind. ’

JPmple and p-enple 5O mnnr of them

with' bright cammations in the button-

that so many were red and bright; but
it was the whie ones that sent a sob
Inte Camilla’s throat, caught at the taut
strings of her heart. Across the strest
ghe could see the white-haired mother
of the Atwaters slitting beside her win-

dow. Bhe was a8 nve}x mother

. consclously virtuous,
To-day was like all the nl:y;er days,
rusH, nolse, confusion, and getting out of

‘washing-up if possible. Camilla saw the

ing; she would have to mend .that after
he had gone to bed. 8he also noticed
that Martha's bob must be "tut before
Why Paul had on ‘his best’
trousers! Camilla suddenly - saw red.
“pPaul Pagel! Look at your trousers, the
beat ones you ‘have in the world, ' To-

morrow s Sunday, and I'll have to sponge
What have you done

to- them?"
“Done? . I just made a home min,

that's all, and got to the plate one blink
of a lamb's tail in timel Reckon I
wouldn't of in my old pants|---

‘“He uﬂ.vq{ the -game for the Blue Jays,”
crowed Peter. “You ought to -mwe heard
us cheer. He got home an gll’ Inuru
didn't you, Paul? Dir.'lnt you §u-s-t

make 1E?"

pﬁuﬂ oblivious 10 spongings and presa-
ing, oblivious to her. <Camilla &aught
her lips between her white teeth to blie
off scolding words. Bhe did not want to
scold. "What if she burst out laughing,
instead, took everybody by surprise, in;
oluding herself? It was funny aboyt that
hoine run the best pants made!
“Milia'q [aughing! Le's all
1" crowed Bue. 4 have ﬂg
Mills, doea." The ,lttles “trall

ul
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Hqt-heru m_?

“Her children are w:arin.g red flowers
for her.,” thought Camilla. - “The:r are
sending her red carnation thoughts to-
day. Oh, they are sending the live
flowers! There Is a florist's truck, and
he s taking out two packages, two!™
Sne was happily exeited, craning her
eck 10 see better. Bhe was so glad for
¢ Atwaler mother. How she would
love those flowers! She would Jove cut-

guessing what kind betice the papars
were half off.

“What!" The florist’'s man was bring-
ing the packages across the street! It

tell him. “I am afrald you have made a
mistake,” she explained, standing in the
doorway. , The man came steadlly on,
and he was amiling, as though he loved
delivering flowers on Mother's Day.

livez here?
thess cards. Ir'll'ﬂll‘TE—"' i
“Oh, 1 n.n'l.! I aml
them in, pleasp! Ohl=—och, I mean, thank
mll A oo o E
Boon he was gone and she was left
with her flowers.
little white cards. . “For ocur little mother
from her children.” The children’s names

Paul-Peter writings, Martha's crooked-
Y ness, and Mary Sue's awkward amudge!

m even her hclnde blg “aister's

Il'll.'.her’- ‘nmame was at the bottom. He

Anyway, I laughed in.ste.n.d ur

ready for ‘her father on the'table that |

.l:Eut' I .

Lth hmum_&mcrl_ﬂhehﬂa_tdef“_. .

holes, were passing by. It was beautiful

Ior | _

ting the s*ricgs, unwraoplirg them, and

was A mistake, of course. 8he must =y

*Isn't there a Miss Camilla ‘Page who |-
That's what's on h-nth uf

8he read the two

were below in a careful list which they |.
had written themselves, Bhe khew the |

“When she went to do it,she saw the
rest] -Little packages at her placel
hands shook as she lifted bne after the
other. She recognized Martha's at once.
The dear’ little dunchy knots in . the
string, the wrapping all crooked, and
the gorgeous picturé on the cover. Martha
had chosen the candy box herself! The
Paul-Peter box was doubly big, -coming
from - them boths and here was Mary
Sue’s candy box, half big! A slender

an out-of-towm firm's name. “Mine,"”
cried. . Camilla softly. &She cruld scmcal:.r
belleve it, but here evcrpthmg wWas.

The P::.gm found her among her pack-
ages and flowers when they came home
Irom church. When they came running
to greet her, even slow father in a hursv,
Camilla never knew the words they sali
because it was a composite shout, a dear,
lovely, family shout. Her heart almost

Her 1

package from father was marked with'

Day, and hers!

maturing and sugar formation is taking
place, have shown that I}eet.a'bf excelleat | *
qualiby .can be grown. The most con-
sistent results have been obtanied from
the maritime provinces, where sedsonal
changes seem less varied I;hn.n in nl:her'
districts, : '
The average sugar’ t::::ntent. for Lne
Juice for the last five years has been
174 per cent., with 4 minimum of 13.3
to 2 maximum of 20.3 per cent. 1In
thoze aistricts, where conditions are“con-
sistently favorable and a sugar content plant to the eastern parts of North
of 17T to 20 per cent. can.-be malntained Amerlca,——
with & purity of 80 or more and yields nf G :
: : i _The:e have been casef of sheep scab
in Canada for four vears.

stood still when she saw what all of them ° i - —

were wearing, a white flower beslde o 'gay! Fur animals In captlvity, particularly

ted one. Side by. side were her ﬂn'i!er foxes and mink, H.IE subject to o disease

and mother’s. ‘It was mother's Mother's similar in many Tespects to ‘distemper
in & dog.

A.LF.H.LF:& THE WANDERER

- About 500 B..C. AMalfa was brought
from Persla to Greece, from whence it
spread first -fo Italy, then to Northern
-Africa. ‘The -Arabs carrled the plant to
Spain In the ‘seventh century A. D., and
later it was introduced to France, The
Spanlards brought it to Mexico, South
America, and western ‘United ‘States;
Britlsh and other colonists took the

- : L]
SUGAR BEET EULTUH-E IN ﬂﬂ}ﬂ'ﬂﬂ& 10 tuns per acre obtelned, sugar beat |.
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5 BY Rﬂﬂﬂ FARQUHAR
Fﬂd&f—wel my- rﬂpurt Card wa.saent
50 mutch to look at today when I brung
it home.

Hoped ‘mebby  pa

woodent see It but |-

I gess I am nach-
erally onlucky it
-seama ke, Po glve
it & glgnte and
then he turned to
ma and sed. Well
I all ways beleaved
in Hereddity - but
since I ben looking

I changed
mind; ,
: SBaterday — Ant
- Emmy gls  wirred
about ‘her - neace
witch rTote a let-
ter and =ed they
was o golng to
Operate on her
little nbny becuz he had a wren on his
head, and becuz they had to -have it
cut 'off, -Ant Emmy sed she WS "R going
to' tell Unkel Hen not to muke the - kld
no more bird houses,

‘Sunday—well I don't Imu how old
Jack Fry is but he must be about a hund-

my

Ted becuz today when him and pa was

pPlaying checkers old Jake had to stop
for a wile. he sed It got his wind becuz
Pa plays a little fast for him T guess.

Munday—well pa made a nuther mis-

I kinda |’

at these hete Cards.

take on the h or "today. Mr. Hart
witch is the bﬂ;:ker w&nt to a bankweg
up to the city last-Saterday and pa put
ta Head L!Im"ﬂ‘r.rer the peace witch told -
all bout the men who hunts deers up I
Msain' evry Yall. & when the Paper cum °
out it read. “Mr. ‘M. L. Hart Attends
Bankwet of Beer Hunters™ .
Tuesday—Ant Edmy had a letter frum”
my coumen witch lives™ in Bosten and
ahe is wlrnr-nd nhuu.t. him.

nite . wu.:.chmnnuraumthinghemmhﬂ
told her. he had ju.ul'. hnughten a8 ':n.ttﬁ
Club, :
- Wensday—>Pa la all ways balung' things
up.
to Unkle ‘Clarence today -and he rote a
card to the foreman witch’' wirks- dowm _
on the noose papér becuz he was to have
a dperashun todsy. Cum to find out he
sent one to the foreman & it red like
thls, Menny happy Retimns of the day.
I bet he urﬂntapmktu'pn.whnnhﬂ
gets well, if he does. .

Thirsday—Lem Hix djddne get nuthing
frum the well Falr comitty today becux
they wassent no gas imr his otto and it
was to hot to walk clear in to town he
sed:

Muscular Rheumatismi Subdoed., —
When one is a sufferer from muscular
rheumatism he cannof do better than to
have the reglon rubbed with Dr. Thomas®
Eclectric Ofil. Let the ruhblng" ba brlak
and continue until ease is secured.  There
Is more virtue In a bottle of it than CRI
be fully estimated.

opportunity.

EE ynur local Hydro Commission for ﬁnrth:r
. information about the Hydro Plan of Free
Electric Hot Water Heater Installation.

Perhaps you. havc long desired the mnvemence
of continuous, automatic, hot water heating in
your home. If so, the Ontario Hydro Com-
mission offer of free installation of flat rate
electric water. ‘heaters in Hydro h homes is your

Rcmcmhcr, mstaliannn uf thesr. heaters does
not cost'a cent: And all heaters are automatically
controlled.. A turn 'of the tap gives you hot
water instantly—hot as’ ynu nced and 257 much ,
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HYDRO-ELECTRIC SYSTEM of.

ALLouranoMman. B

NO INSTALLATION COST
© - NEW LOW RATES

“NO "H'M'I'E
#

Never has Hot Water Heating

ETLELT 31 TS

ngt SO Lictle .

as you need—a whole tankful at a time. . All
waste is prevented. Tanks are insulated to
retain heat. Automatic control shuts off current
when water is at desired temperature. At any
.. hour, -hot water is avaﬂable without truuble,

‘worry or attention.

Mail the coupon below now. Secure early
installation. Electric water heating, under the
Hydro pliii of free installation—and at the new

low rates now in force—will cost you less and

give you more than any other system of water
heating. Mail the coupon now to your local ~

H}rdru officials- ur—mumc:pah_%];,

" Write the name o Jrur ;x&fn}afiq bere

'l"I'IIS COUPON
'I'DDAY

Address of your local H [ydro Systems
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‘she says she' . .~

He wanted tosénd a birthday card. .~




