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FACTS ABOUT TEA SERIES. No. 7

The Advent of Tea to England

e

Tea was not used to any extent in England
till about the middle of the seventeenth
century, although knowledg¢e of the won-
derful qualities of the beverage hiad reached

Furope as early as 1517.
, all tea was imported from

teenth century
China and cost from
pound.
England from India.

Puring the seven-

$£25.00 to $59.00 per

Not until 1836 did any tea reach
In that year the first

shipment was made from the now famous

tea growing district of Assam.

India to-

day supplies fully half the world’s tea re-
quirements and provides sonie of the finest

teas grown. The rich

body of “SALADA”

is due to the select India teas used in the

blend.

BY B. R. CROCKETT.

CHAPTER XXII.— (Cont’d.)

Kit could swim a little, Geordie El-
phinstone had taught him the breast
stroke, but it was pleasanter and more
interesting to wrestle near the shore
with Royal, because at swimming he
had no chance, whereas near the
beach he was on more equal terms.
The sun poured down upon his white
glistening body. He shouted aloud in
the young gladness of his heart. Duty,
gchoolmasters, lesson books hid under
broad stones, hours of exits and en-
trances, leathern taws and the moral
law, were all alike forgotten.

“Ouch—Ilet’s have anather!” barked
Royal, lumbering outwards like a
great pot-walloping elephant through
the shallows to become instantly per-
fectly graceful in the amber deeps,
“come and have another!” And Kit
went. The water was still chillish,
for it was early in the year. But the

of the young blood through his velns
kept Kit warm for the better part of
an hour, '

Then he began to think of putting
on his clothes. He waded ashore, feel-
ing as the water fell away from him
and the fanning wind blew, as if he
had left part of himself behind in the
water. He wished he nad kept his
sugar piece till now.

“Ouff—ouff!"” barked Royal behind|
him, “call yourself a swimmer and|
going out already—look at me!”

And the doubtful Newfoundland
pushed right across the loch for the
woods on the further side.

“Oh, no doubt,” said Kit in reply,

violence of the exercise and the racing|

turning to watch him, “it's very easy
for you, staying in the water with all
that hair on. Try it in your bare skin
and see how you like it."

Then he held up his foot to try how

it felt to have the water run between | keeping meanwhile onc eye on theter Mac Walter.”

his toes. This proved interesting with |
the right foot, so Kit repeated the op-
eration on the left. A little shiver of |
cold began to strike downward along
his spine. He would put on his clothes. |
Where were they? Oh, yes, he rem-|

scmewhere in the air about us but we|and me—I love him still.

seldom let it alight on s till it comes
in human guise. We rather shoo it
off like a troublesome 1y.

Kit Kennedy remembered for ihe
first time that he ought to have gone
to school.

“Kit,”" said Lilias Mac Walter, with
sad directness, “vou are playing tru-

(ant!”

“Yes,” said Kit, harcing hiz head,
and standing meanwhile like a spare
voung Apollo erect before his mother.
The moral law had ahshied now.

There was a basket by his mother's
side covered with a white napkin. She
had been on her way to meet Heather
Jock and his donkey as he passed
along the highway, that he might take
1t to the Crae Cottage. She had not
seen her father or her mother for

'many months,

Without saying a word Lilias took
the napkin_from the basket, and call-
ing Kit to her ske began, with strange
thrills and upleipings of her mother's
heart, to rub some warntth into the
boy’s chiiied limbs, She had not done
so much since he was a little lad of
three years old. This made har glad
that she had chanced upon him that
morning, though she meant to speak
serigusly to the boy all the same. For
the space of five long minutes both
were silent, the tears welling up in
the woman’s averted eves, and the

boy casting about for some non-com- |

mittal subject of conversation.

Then, garment by garment, she
helped him on with his clothesg, till he
stood completely arraved before her.

Royal had swum and barked, and
barked and swum between the deeps
and the shallows ever since Kit's de-
sertion. But now he came up the bank,
sheepishly wagging his lank wet tail,

; ¥
Ttu he a good man, a true man, I think

—

.ﬂ
you will-be a clever man—you have Fﬁl*
oo you,  Liasten, Kit.- Once I knew il
A4 veéry ciever man—not a bad man.

'111:!. one ".R"'E'I.C". ke YOu, did not T.E"I:H:I‘;..
did not mean, did not care, so long :15:#
he was not found out. Kit, your
mother would have been the happies
woman in the world if that man had|
thought, had meant, had remembered.
But—he broke my heart and made
my life a living death, - Now my heart F
grows alive again to lock at vou. 1
would rather see vou lie dead before

me than that you shounld break any <
woman's heart as that man broke T R Ay
imine!" AL R s 1A
I “Was he my. faither?” usked Kit, MEEtﬁ io

tin a low awed tone, not looking at his |

|

| Erown nisty and far awsav.

| them fwain, so long that Royal drop-
' ped his head and pretended to go to

mother, but down at the loch, which
somehow seemed suddenly to have|
“He was your father,” said the wo-
man Lilias, very softly.
There was a long silence between

sleep.
“Is he dead, mither?” said Kit at
last, the realities of life humming in

day’s needs A
veally modern Laundry Soap

Rinso is the only soap
you need on washday |

his ears and making his heart like | g e .
chill water withi ' i
1\ vater within him. = : . |“you are cruel.
No, he is not dead,” said Lilias|

Mac Walter, her face looking ashen |

, My lad—my lad—but |
you do not mean to be. I will tell
: Fatiils . 1you—yes, you shall know. I married

rrey and drawn asolert o - 15 $ o
f_ peat: a .I'._H] ilﬂm 1“11_9“_1_1‘.. optim II“IHIiF]. Mac Walter because I lh;.ught-l
1Ism of the morning sunzhine. 'my heart was dead—becauze of the!
Kit thought a while, and then said, ian, our 1.;!‘”1““ I T}.:Iﬂ:.lﬂ:llt }1‘} did |
with an indignant ring in his vaice,| 7 ¢ S ; el O
“How vou must hate hj'n eichar]” ' not love me, 1'_:"].11- Tr_‘:.*:* had deceived me, |
There was a little rstling lv:.-‘j,‘-:m{]’;.h 'n}ntg_liei;}“:ﬂlﬁi_ ‘lu'i:;:'a Ljh?tl"ﬁr!ql{;nr
the dyke in the broom into which JKit|J o, o 160 8 SaK€.:  1AE Cebu crusties

had thrown the stick. A thrush which ||Ium to the ground. He is a good man.

had flowniin as if to visit its nest ﬂra-wl:iﬂ;ﬁﬂwf‘g;t L']*'”:ﬁ,l niifii%T-filt]-;‘ilf'lgw] Hd::f

out again,! “cherking"” crossly., ! ! e e SR A A
I‘HFLIHI]HHI' di::i”ﬂjit' armw‘p};- 50 I{it:dn ot hate me, Kit.. T will Eli—e If you |
repeated his words "Hr.;:w }'r‘-ul muqtihaw. me. . 1 kave gotten so little out
7 ““lof life—1 who expected so much. ]

hate that man, mither!" |
; man, m - ‘ . cannot bear that you should hate me
1]-‘1!?. :Ith. F’:'r L e pllli‘il]lﬂ‘ n_.rld Tl'l'l:-‘:'ﬁ.}', lh.kf’ I{it-i ﬁl ]ant‘ I} ha.l"-!: n {,1.. '!:T'E"FE' |'1|.'E[il I!
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intentions of Lilias's hand and ﬂIlE;

on her uncovered basket.
“Kit,” said his mother, gravely, “sit
down. I want to speak to vou.”
Much subdued, Kit cat down. He
wished that he had Leen suffering

{
|

I had to endure

t{:ﬂ Fi{_‘;ﬂl_}\-‘{_"!‘ the Northern sea where thar.”
the ice floats, Lilias replied. She did| " S o : :
not sigh—sighing is for hopeful pen*|h-:rhe. hm” EELTchﬁi i‘ﬁ,‘.]r: !“EI”,“}J oy
ple who are only temporarily unhappy. | NS OWn £yes. L 8 Lab erstand.

: ‘ ' ould not. Yet Lilias was wi

HufE this woman was hopeless, EJ{pEf-LE‘f_ ?ﬁ; iﬁﬂ?‘t to underﬂtaan:l‘ﬁ;ag;ﬂf.
;utmnlﬁ::s:._', convicted on n life sentence | ;. ner impression on Kit's mind t‘;“ﬂ
r T.I 1' ; : A : 2 . e - : 4 -y |
}IE‘?:‘.]] vhich she did nol mean to ap {lf he had understood all. The mys.

. > o 'tery of suffering sobered him. He
I._,I,”:Iﬂ}?;t},lsln\:ah;idi :Ev?;f }Ellf tﬁ};?ﬁizrew older and wiser each moment.
distinctly, “Rather, God forgive 1.hhﬁ By: asunguetilwamnins hadreadhen
d Yo = FEI‘ a wWo the truth that to make children trust
: \ . TR - (vou, vou must appeal to their under-
v ‘:ﬁrﬂ}ﬁﬁwﬁf‘?ié-;u%i‘inhiﬁi~a?if£-':‘“‘”ﬂ“ﬁs ss well as to their hearts
i L e - . ] o] i - #
: - Kit Kennedy reached his hand

no escape, no hope. I do not know. : ==
about Hfa:- next. -’ft any rate she im'r.-.ﬂ across to his mother and laid it on hers.

to the end. You do nct understand.|She tiﬂ?'!( l?;ﬂm,{f’zte}ifft ﬂ:;dd f%""_ﬁ“ﬂr'
Nor can any man fuily L.miers-:.t:md.|r"“ﬂﬁ[, T S "E.f' did &0 <
ILaike a wasp that is crushed a man Foae J d‘i}’*i 'qf}] 2 But IE- ,f“,;u**
turns to sting that which hurts him. |t SINI€ d“g_“"}‘ ‘{.Efle‘ Jmf.h'*jlaiei -f_“
But when a woman is briised, wound- | punlsh_ii 3L ELS .ﬁr};{‘ 1 E‘T 5 1h5':%;5
ed to the death, ground to powder, 1f|"‘1ﬂ"3'”t = ﬂm.' Ih ?3111 ;E'Uq?;e =
the heel be the heel of the man she '?“*F‘H*”E Lt { igﬂhn i 50 = ”q:,'f;‘li‘f
loves, it cannot grind the great love!il. Bul not asai h“b‘”f’.""” AR
out of her heart. Such love as this,|I know it. If 1 have cinned greatly
Kit, does not come at will. It does |l have also been greatly punished, and
not go at bidding. It is there, Kit. kGod does not exact the penalty in
VS e o e s e NG wn}]u::.. Kit, be a good man. Be
will wholly, for vou ave a man. But|true. Speak the truth and taks the
that is the truth. God has made wo-|€¢¢NS€QUENCES. If you do wong, as yOu
man so that because I loved that man | Will, stand up to the punishment. Kit,
o P A e 'do not run from troub’e, as—us he
The relieving tears welled up silent- |did. If he had ‘:E”II‘”“?[I G‘“dl knows
ly in the grey-blue eyes. There they | Now roudly, how gladly I wou'd have
stood for a moment like water in an|stcod by h‘f“-_ ““”{E.‘_IHI*;?' throuigh df"-:‘
over-full glass held by a sort of sur-|grace, penury, and death. But he was
face tension. Then they ran slowly #freld f‘}?d t“E"It :mta}'% G_};! .K“" 59
over and dripped unheeded one by one |9 flinch, stand up to the storm, ang
upon her lap. One fell on Kit’s hand. |be sure that the woman who loves you|
It was warm \will stand heside you. I tell you }]Ei'[
“Oh, mither, dinna!” he cried, agon- | teart will be proud anil rejoicing Le
] : ris 7 5 . -5 . " ¥ ..: +.r' " - 1
ized, snatching his hand away 'u.vlthl‘_‘l””“ she knows it is done fo: the
the swift intolerance of youth for|™

gn she loves!”
mental suffering—an unknown and!. -"’“-ﬂ"ﬁhlhl_t {'1; some wild thing stirred |
foolish thing to healthy childhood. |} tl€ DEOOU

bush. Kit turned hi"‘::.

“Do you love Walter Mac' Walter?” [head quickly, but saw nothing.
gaid Kit presently, with the remorse-| E_Im-u'ig spoken {“mt’ -I'.E'm"]; Mac 1‘;;1[-!
less curiosity of youth, whose inquir-|ter’s heart was happiler than it had

: : L : | been for vears. The burden was eas-
les sometimes sting like lashes, some- | “%%! . A
5 unseen hand seemed to lift|

times cut like knives. ed. An e |

Lilias started ot hizs words. She !t fi*.“m her Sh??:ll L » this. Hit?"|
formed her lips for some vehement You d':_’, _Imt 1_"11""5:_‘?]*" *”'._t.”‘._' Illlt C
answer. But'it was unspoken. Thﬁ'.iﬁhﬂ Ealimlth a yearning pitifuiness in
fire that leaped into hev eves died out |11€L €¥ES. :
as swiftly. me_ a space she was sil-|. . Lhe boy sobbed one yveat sob, teill
ent, and when she spole it was in a | his fﬂcfl go cold, and then fell on- his
low, even, colorless vaice, n‘mfh&:i‘ 5 “ﬁ.ﬂk' -

“No!” she said, “I do rot love Wal-| Mither!” was all he said.

' | And from the heart of Lilias, the

the year-long pain

“Did you never love him?” pursued |Sinned-against,
pitiless younth.  ebbed “away.
“T never loved him!” | # % *
“Then why did you marry him?” It was some time hefore these twao
In all her life’s triels Lilias never | friends found articulate words again.
mo- | When they did it was the woman who |

» L

|

(save once) any
mernt so terrible as this.

e _—

embered, behind that broom bush on|under Dominie Duncanscn's taws in-
th'E' hank_ H‘E‘ sprang up thﬂ 511ﬂ,rt Et’EEld.. But hE‘ Sal IH‘J:‘HI}' I_EU“'H as h.’."
turf and rounded the waving green Was bidden. :
and gold of the obstacle. | Royal settled himseif upon his
There sat his mother beside them,|haunches a few yards below on a spit
of hrﬂilililg FhiIlﬁiE‘,':?m'kinH his ears
= = ‘alternately at these inexplicable hu-
CHAPTER XXIII ' mans, who on such a "-HE‘]‘I}'liI‘JE‘ prefer-
KIT'S EYES ARE OPENEC, ' red the land to the water, and, having
Kit stopped, anashed and ashamed. @ basket of delicacies such as he could
There is, doubtless, a disembodied St Pplainly with his nose, went on
more! law, a spiritual essence of vight Making foolish noises with their
mouths. Koyal could have shown
them a better use for these last.
“Kit,” said his mother, “1 have been
thinking for a long while that vou are
old enough to be fold what is be fore
you. You are nearly eleven, and older
than most boys of twelve or fourteen.
I did not mean to trouble you vet. for
Mr. Duncanson says that vou are do-
ing well at school. - But now I must

“DIAMOND DYES”
COLOR THINGS NEW

began to speak in a hushed tone. kit
She tried to speak, tut a pulsing  had forgotten his eleven
 check rose rebelliously in her throat, adult superiority, his dignity of man. |
| and she stammered like o speaker who |He lay with his head on his mother’s

has suddenly forgotten his next sen-|breast. She kissed his hair and brow
tence. 'as often as she would. And that was
“Kit—XKit! Oh, Kit,” she gasped, |not seldom. God did not grudge her |

| this season and slowed the universe to
| . -

‘make it longer. He had done as much
' forr Joshua upon a less important oc-
leasion. But overhead a dark and
'threatening cloud drew down from the

A Sweet Breath
ai all Himes /

+

| B i %y | Girthon Hills, thunder hrooding within
] 8¢ TaE e its blue-black bosom.

'. fLﬂU(} iﬁ‘;’-‘g‘}_ A | “Kit,” the woman said, gently, “you

| LAS 'K:-P 3 Y lare a clever boy. I want you to be
N e |something in the wold. 1 am sure
I _: il - N Iyou can be if you like. For your
' I3 = 3 |]‘f:ﬂlhf'1lls" ':';.11'.'."':'. :‘I'-:."_ 11!.” '1:;.‘:t ﬂﬁ 11

| for yourself. I cannot help you. Your
| grandfather and grandmother are too
. poor to aid you. You must help your-

[ |
|
1

i 2 i - | |
Beautiful home dye-  speak. You are getting wild and| |self. I do not want you to be only a
dg end tloting ta Pplaying troant. I will not rage upon | {plowman. There is more in you than
gibfanteed with YOU. Kb 2 W]1!-'1 only tell you that if| 3 | that. Only’ remember that mere
R  1n O | L Ty ot ooy 4 2 3 e date ey e e R e BT gres oy
jamond Dyes. Jugk {¥09 59 O 2N LAS Way You are d‘-””:‘}'; ; money-making ;a‘,.m}}.-‘-_.r. Kit; E want
als in enld wetep ta You will break your mother's heart. | vou to be a scholar, like your father.
Htlgt‘ l-::jl deiiﬂlé" “Oh, mither!” cried: Kit, tears ' | But with the strength he had not.
~.hldu 1::1" boil {n | springing into eyes which would not 7 | Perhaps one day, who Kknows, God
..+ ."h ; li.l:.'l.."-_[' lll,'lF_'-L-! Wl fall' :.h'm.'." =‘-E-.'-1 1'.,"'-.'}-15!;1}-5i-ﬂ.}r ju“r -tﬂ.ll'n OF _ﬂ‘m:.lalikln Iff.'.:.'l.:"-. ]'E'.IH.1.1. .1{..".'-. ": :ht: !'.-‘l_'“‘ }.. _I”I1
iye Ticd, pﬁﬂ'?_n*m that Duncan Duncanson could have! A 1?riglt.’}f'ﬂ the must not think of 1t. [t 15 1ImMpOIsiiis
colors. Each 1b-cen! oiyen, “I f rgot. I dul not mean to| 8| and sweetens the breath. She peaused, and was silent £
package contalns 4k | —at least, I didna ken ve wiq comm’ ! ¢ Nerves are soothed, throat 1is while
rections so sunple any woman can dye | this road.” vefreshed amdlt%:!ﬂm nidmi' Kit did not interrup: ask -
or tint lingerle, silke, ribbons, skirts, | “No,” said his mother, gently, “that So easy to carry the lfttie packet: questions this time. He was piilowed
walcls dresses, CORLSB, ltﬂfuingl | 45 J‘J"-'-:{ 1. “LL'-'-E dild not think: yonu 'i:‘:'-i; S, B CHER R contentediy un -.1:1["_' ’i'.:: ImMoLnelr's "!':Z.':.
- ] ¥ | YIES ST T 53 1 - T | 1'|, ‘; § i L -7 . -:.__‘: *+=  orhen _— vy =Tl Te 1.r-i‘:l_
gwealexe, draperies, coverings, hang. |H0t mean any wrong. 1ou did not ex-| |‘He liked. M-—WNEIL: e WASESLILC S bile
ings, everyihing new | Pect to be found out. That is exactly| o one couid see him. Also he was
i s L ! ' T A : = R iy b ry 8 ¥ L1 . i welly = o g sl | S
" P e Lne fway 10 Dean B2 Nouner £ neart. : | forming great Tresolves Witlin nDim.
Buy “Plamond ~Dyes"—mo other | Kit hung his head. The moral law EfE LL x-r._r{i.‘..-.-..--_ can make resolves
kind—end tell your druggist whether .. . Ttitir‘;t_’P steadily now. 'LLI--' .:1 "'-=--‘-;-'I:-*f“'“ keep them better
the material you wish to color is wool |  «Kit” she went on, after a pause| | than a man of forty.
or silk, or whether it is linen, cotton, i{;-’ strengthening silence and upward| [ — o
or mixed goods. | appeal, ~~5{:T_: laddie mine, I want vou' | For Scre Feet—Minard'zs Liniment.

vears, his
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“Mother, I am going 10 be a greal
man,” said the reformed truant. And
even as he spoke there came a vivid
flash, and the thunder broke above in
sonorous mirth at Kit's daring!

“All right, we'll see!” said Kit Ken-
nedy, leaping up and shaking his fist
at the elements,

(To be continued.)

Roughing It.
Miss Sharpe—"So Reggie 18 rough-
ing it just now 7"
Algle—“"He is indeed—just lives in
a soft collar and keeps the curtains of
his car rolled np al!l the time.”

:h.-.--.-
Work of the Heart.

The human heart, 1f worklng normal-
ly, expands with sufficient force to lift
2 weight of 78 Ibs. one foot every min-
ute.

e Sy ——
Puzzle Dangers.

Fatigued after hours of futile study
over a baffling cross-word puzzle, W.
E. Caruthers, of lLios Angeles, stretch-
ed his mouth in such a prodigious
vawn that he dislocated his jaw.

— o
§till Running.

Host (showing visitor around)—
“This sundial was put up by my great-
grandfather nearly a hundred years
ago."

Visitor-
time 7"

“‘And does it still keap good

_g
Minard's Liniment Fine for the Halr.
-
The Toothpick Industry.

Approximately 170,000,000 tooth-
picks are daily manufactured in Maine

| from Maine hardwoods.

——
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The Right Way

| to Boil Potatoes

Put the potatoes in an SMP
Enameled Potato Pot., Cover
with water, Add salt to
taste. Boil until soft. When
finished, drain off all the
boiling water through the
strainer spout. No danger
of steam scalding the hands
because the handle securely
locks the cover on. If your
family uses potatoes, you
require cne of these,

Enameled
FPoTaTto POT%
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