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“I hope that I shall meet Lady

nolle,” she sald, “just for the plea-
sure of entting her!™

=he drove at once to The Limes,
and was met with the kindest of
w e lCDTHES.

“I should have gone to meet you,
Violet, had 1 known that you were
coming,” sald Mrs. Haye.

fut Lady Chevenix thought that
under the cireumstances it was just
12 weil she had pot come.

They went to the drawing-room
together.,  Franels Haye was more
of an invalid than usual that day,
vl hig daughter, hearing that he
was asleep, would hot have him dis-

turhed.
Let us have a long talk, mamma,"”
Bl rf~...-1:-:. “lI have s0o muech to tell

1L 2

" They sat down to exchange con-
(Wences, and Mra. Haye almost
cmboed with delight as she locked

at her daunghter.

“How well you look, Violet I"
g il “What a superb dress,
w It becomes you !
PPy, my dear?”
“As happy as other peopie, I sup-

ghe
and
Are you very

peee, mamma. [ am very rich—and
that must mean that I am very
noppy-. It will take me a whole
dony 1o show You my dresses add
jowe:s

“Will you stand up, Violet? I feel

jnile sure that you have grown, or

is it the new: style of dress that suits
you 7
" Violet stood up.

“1 have grown, mamma,” she ans-
wered “lou Know 1 ara only Just
twenty s 1 may grow taller stiil.”

“0u oare quite tall enough to be
graceful, my dear,”. sald Mrs. Haye;
amddl her eyes Hngered proudly ob
the lovel; face wilh its dainty
bloom, so 7young, =80 [resh, and
falr, nnd on the graceful figure

1t wag shown (o such advantage
by the costly dresa that swept the
cround. “You have jmproved very
much, Violet,” she added.

In that shewaos right ; Violet had

grave and reflinement that gave
per an additional ceharm.

They tzlked long and not un-

aplly. Presently Vielet produaced

v presents. Mrs. Haye went into

rapture avout a dress of Genoa
velvel and some saperb Mechlin

o, Alter that Violet began to

wquire stout her old friends.

Mrs, Hoye had many little [acts
0 rel » abouit all ol tThem.

“Mamma,” salll Lady CheveniXx,
with o slizht finsh on her f[ace,
“what Jdo they say in Lillovd aboat
my marriage amd me 2"

“What can they say, my dear?
Every one envies you, every one
talke about your wonderful marri-
ager

Yiolet took up the rich tassels of
her dress nnd payed with them. She
rever raized her eyes to her moth-
er's [aco.

“IBut o they—I1 mean, have they
ikl that 1 did wrong ™

“Wrong, criedd Mrs. Haye. “"Why

ouizl they T Whiech of them would
Lot have done the sawme thingd
whieh of them woukl not be pleased
to do the zame thing?"

wly Chevenix looked relleved.
1 was alrnld they would say 1
had acted ugfaiviy,” she =ald, slowly.
“Mamma, how are the Lonsdales?
liow I8 Feiix 1"
There was a briel silence before
the question was answered, and then

Mrs. lave teld her wonderful
HLOTY .
“Yon have never heard ol such a

change of fortune, Violet,” she said;
“it i®» a:most as wouderful as youg
own: 1 can unardly understand |t
The Lonsdales see:u to have all the
bu=iness of towxyx now and of
the eouuly, too. They have—l can
not teil how many clerks; they give
grand dinncp-partios; and, what

1
kb

L=

I her boudoir—a

P¥. Fellx had been part of that
life, and she could not help re-
Eemherlag him when she thought of

8he enjoyed herself; she laughed
and talked, :he told gay n!lecﬂnlgﬁl ol
her triumghs in Paris; but as she
quitted the house cha enrefully avold-
ext going narr the bare lilac bushes
or lingering for a moment at the
gardem gate. As ghe drove home slie
aald to hersell :

“I do not think I chall go to The
Limes very often. After all, the pain
¥ as great as the pleasure.”

But &he <id not own what the pain
WS,

THAPTER XXIX.

_I"I'urlng the next few days Lady
Chevenix was occupiel in arranging
all the beautiful ornaments, pictuics,
and statucs ghe had brought with her
from abroasl. Bh hael her own apart-
ments to arrange ; s.:e had to suser-

Intend the jutting away of the su-|

2erb  gorments that she had pur-
chaged In Pasis, of all the things slie
had broaght with her from her home.
Amoung the trexures of her girlhood
wias o emall rosowood writing-desk,
On it &ho had written all her love-
letters; In it elie kept overy love-
letter she had recelved, and she re-
membere:l now that ehe had not de-

ftroyed them before ler mar-
ricge, and, that fhe ought to
Iave done &o. she was alone in

in the sumptuous room ihat was
room hung with
blue silk and lace, whick had a rich
carpet and magnificent furnitureo
of ebony and blue satin; costly pie-
tures lined the walls, rare flowera
stood in becutiful jardinieres. The
apariment was periect in jits way,

and the golden-haired girl who
Slood in It looked like o fitting
ocoupant,

she took ont o little key and

opened the desk. IHow well she re-
membered the periume of violets—
the faint sweet perfume that she
had always liked so muclhi  There
lald the great bundle of letters tied
with blue ribbon—lelters on which
a life of love and passion had been
wasted ; there, too, lay the por-
trait that Felix had given her when
he eame home from colleze—a por-
tralt that had seemed to her one

of tho [linest works of art. 8She
would not open the Iletters; (it
would be folly to Iirritate ol

wounds, Bho would burn them ; she
ought to have burned them beiore
her marriage, but her mind had
been in such & whirl then she had
Bhe went to the fire-place and
etirred the [ire Into a bright flame.
Ene had not thought what she was
about to do would pain her—it had
geemed an casy thing to burn old
letterg ; but, when she placed the
firet bundle in th2 midst of the
[Lames, it seemed to her that she
was barning a living thing. Alas [or

! the love wasted in them, the passion,

ithe pathes! It seemod to her that
the was torturing Felix again; the
hiss of the (lames was like a4 re-
proachfal voice, &till it must be
done. One after another she threw
them all in, until the |last one was
destroyed. By that time the color
had died from her face, and her
hanmds trembled.

Then &he came to the portrait;
of course she must deastroy it. And
what was that folded so carelully
in the tissuec-paper near It 7 A spray
of lilas, witheredd and dead! She
remembered the day and the hour

scems to me stroncger slill, they are |

frequently lonvited o Bramb:r Tow-
'.j..‘."rl

“We sholl visit there, I suppose,”
r-merke: Laty C esenii. "1 am very
plrased ladexl to hear all iths,
wamma ; I any family ever Jkl de-
gorve good fortune, tuey did. They
are recognizel by the county mow, I
suppose 7

“Yes, quite. Lady Rolle has taken
them uy. 1 hear of nothing but the
Lonsda los."

There was sileace agaln for some
winutc®, and then V1olet sald, slowly:

“And F lix, mimma—have you eeel
him since my marriags?"

“¥o, pot ohee, my cexr,” was Mrs.
Haye's reply. =1 need hardly say
ihat he has never been here.”

“Do they eny--do you know Il he
thought much of It 7 Did he make a
great trouble of it, mamma 77" sle
wked,

‘I eannot :ay,” ropliel the eautions
moth r: “I hive never heard the sub-
jeet mentioned.® ;

Lady Cevenix was silent agm.
After o little while she eald quickly :

“1 sho:l! ke to a=k you one fues-
tion mor:: Doea Felix—hes he found
enyone else to care about yet ?’

“I have not heard so. Violet, my
demr, you have every blewsing the
world ecan glve; <o not think
about him. And il you will take
my advice, you will pot talk aboul
him; &Sir Dwen might not like it.”

“I shall be eareful, mamma; 1shall
not sprak of him. PBut I wanted
to hear about him just once.”

She sold po more them, but as sho
gat in the familar room she thought
a great deal of him. It was impos-
sible to help it. The quick eyes
noted how completely every trace of
him had been removed. The pictures
that he had given her, the books,
were all gone.

“They reed not have banished ev-
ervthing she thought to herse!l.

Iresent!y her father awoke. He
was dellghted beyond measure to see
'I"w-r lvoking so well and so beautl-
ul. .

Later on 8ir Owen came, and they

nt a p'easant hour together. Bat
there was a dreamy ook on the
lovely face, a softenel light In the
clear eyes; she could not help
thinking of the past bright, girlish
lfe that had begn g2 slm2ly bod-

when it had been gathered, She took
the portralt in her hands; there
cukl ¢ no harm in- looking at It
for the last time. The noble, hand-
some, frank Yycung face—how she
had loved it once! How those eyes

' had watehed her—how those lips had

kissed and worshipped her! It must
go! She looked at it intently for
o [ew minutes, aml thon she held
it over the flames; but she could
not destroy It—sh2 could not sece the
flames leaping round that face. It
was impossible. She wrapped up the
portrait quickly, and locked It out
of sight.

White and trembling with ewno-
tion, her handz trembling, her heart
beating, she looked up suddenly as
her husband entered the room.

“What are you doing, Violet?"
he ecried. “Arée you ill? Yon look
ag If you had scen a ghost.”

«“1 have seen one,” she replied,
slowly.

“What have voua been burning?
The grate is full of burned paper.”

She looked at him with wistful
eves, neir  expression did not
please him.

] have been burning all the old
letters 1 found In my writing
desk,” she replied.

pPerhaps she had an idea that he
would sry something Kind to her;
but he lzughed contemptuously.

“Whaet sentimental simpletons wo-
men &re! Are you gmoing to Kkeep
that shabby 1ittle desk here? It
gpoils the room,” he said,

“] thought It quite a grand piece
of furniture once,” she replied.

v Pid you ? Your ideas have altered
on many subjects, no doubt. I Came
io ask you to ride out with me.

Her heéad ached with repressed
emotion. tut ghe dared not refuse.
=he had learned one lessou already,
and that was that she must Eeep
her husband in a geod humor ilp os-
eible. Now that the novelty and
restraint of her presence were wear-
ing off o little, he was beginning
to indulge In fits of temper that
gtartled her. She must Keep him in
a good llurr;c:-r. She Jdressed and went

i him.
cq't"i:rl;;hdn you olways select the
Oldstone Road 7" ¢ha asked him.

w pecanse I like Oidstone far betier
that Lilford. Most of my property
lies In Oulstone. I intend to go to
Oidgtone Charch when 1 go toechureh
at all, and I shali patronize Old-

nesraily.”
“xﬂ;nﬁful; gonse of disappointment
stole over her, but she dared not
express her feelings. She had pic-
tured hersell in all the pride of her
new state, rustling In her costly
silk uap the old-fashioned aisle of the

| dear old charch at Lilford, to which

all her old triends went., She would

have liked

lix n, to see

how he lcokod cod wheother

—

altered. &ho wne.t'.énd

{

been perfectly happy. She was mis-

—

felt

thel hrﬂmn :-:all:II +
r parting, and =sald to
W that she mu& not think of

Bh:e never saw him. She went sev-
eral times to Lilford. Mire than once

and

what he ' Lord gton has
would think of her in her nL.?:damfnrlﬂm. I
randeur,

curions as  the earl's interest he will be
to where

she drove past Vale House, but she

never gaw him. Then Garswood filled |
with guests, and her time was no|

longer her own. Bhes ought to have

tress of the most magnificent home
in the country; she had every lux-
ury that money could purchase; she
was feted, adwmired, [lattered; sie
received unwonted homage, The local
papers were full of descriptions of
the gayeties and amusements going

on at Garswood, and gave a list of

the fashionable visitors gathered
there; and every now and then came
#ome reference to the great beauty
of Lady Chevenlx. The ladles of the
neighborhood, reading this, looked at
each other in wonder, as though
they would have sald, “Can this be
the girl we knew as Violet Haye?"

For Lady Chevenix held up her
head with the highest among them.
She never ignored the past—she gpoke
of it without hesitatlon; she talked
of her home, The Limes, ol
her parents, of all her Tillord
friends, with only the exception of
the Lonsdales, whom sne appearcd
to have quite forgotiten. But
though she never named tiem she
thought of them; and when she
read the brilliant account of all l!}'re
festivities, she knew, that Felix
would read the same, that he would
hear them talked about. One thing
ghe d6id wonder at, and that was
why ho had never contrived to sce
her. She had imagined that he
would mmake some effort, but he
had made none. Christmas came
end went, The snowdrops and the
crocuses came, the blue violets
peeped out, and the desire ol her
beart was given to Lady Chevenix,
She went to London and made her
debut at Court.

Then It seemed to her that she
had reached the elimax of all hap-
piness and grandear. Fir Owen pos-
segepd n handsome imansion in Bel-
eravia, and the season they spent
in town was one loug scene of un-
interrupted goayety and excitement,
Young, surpassingly beautiial,
graceful, Lady Chevenix soon woll
a place for hersell in the highest
and most exclusive cireles; she was
idolized : her wealth, her diamonds,
her superb mansion, her erand par-
ties, were subject of public comment.
But efter o time she found thiat al-
though she w8 liked and Il.:'lt-
tered, Ler husband was sim-
ply detested. No one Bseem-
] to care for him; his man-
ners were so coarse that when she
coptrasted him with other men of
his own rank and position she was
ashamed of him. She read inicnse
disllke and aversion to him in _tlm
faces of the people whom she liked
best and of whom she most ap-
proved. Thoughtless, laughing young
men, sald to her: ,

“Come witiiout Yyour husband, OT
we shall not enjoy ourselves.”

When she particularly pressed any
lady to come to see her for some
special purpose, the answer always
WaH: .

“Well, tell me when you will be
quite alone aml I will come.”

She found that Sir Owen and her-
gell were seldom invited twice Lo
the same place, and it dawned upon
ner very slowly that she should
never ba what she aspired to be—
n queen ol goclety, because she had
n drawback in the shape ol her own
husband. 8he was glow in reaching
that conclusion, but It was a Ccor-
rect one, and she studied him to find
out il she eould how It wnas that
he made himselt so odious, so dis-
liked. .

she could not deny that his face
was dark and almost sinister-look-
Ing, that his manner and carringe
were awkward, that he had an un-
pleasant voice; the pulward ap-
pearance of the man v.-:u-:.rhuw-
ever, the best part of him. No one
could have called him a gentleman;
he was sellish and brutal, and so
egotistical that in company TO
person ever had a chance ol speak-
Ing but himself. Ile had two mools
—he was ‘bither familiar and
boastedd until every mad [:-_reat-nt
felt a great desire to put him out
of the room, or he was so sullen
that to look at him was like look-
Ing at a great black cloud. That
was Sir Owen i his sober moments;
but, as the novel restraint ol his
voung wife's presznce wole olf, he
fell more frequently Into his old
and fatal habit of drinking.

At first he carecfully concealed it
from her, for in his coarse [ashion
he loved her. A woman of more no-
ble soul perhaps would have made
o better man of him—would have
helpedd him to overcome his b:].!j
habits and acquire good ones. The
woman wlho had married him, not
for love, but simply for his mobey,
had but one thought—it was to
keep him in & good temper while
it was feasible, and when 1L was
not to keep out of his way.

The season was over, and Sir Owen
and Lady Chevenix were expected at
Garswood. By that time =ir Owen,
to use his own expression, was him-
sell again ; the povelty and restraint
of his new life had worn off, all his
natural characteristics were in full
play, and there were times wlen 111.’:3
young wila wished hersell dead. She
was not often driven to such des-
pair; but oceasionally he was ter-
rible. As o whole she enjoyed her life.
he had mones and everyihing that
she wished for ; she enjoyed her mag-
nificent home, with all its atten-
dant luxuries ; she was by universal
conseat queen of the county.

For some time there was ill-will
between hersell and Lady Rolfe. She
did not wish to ask cither that lady
or her daughter Lavinla to Gars-
wood, but alter a few words [rom
her husband she was compelled to
give way. She had the good sense
to make the.best of it, and Lady
nolfe became a frequent visitor at
inrswood.
hi;}l:ring all thia time Violet had nev-
er once seen Felix. Ehe had heard of
him continually—he 1@:s rising rap-
idly In —he worll. She heard
old Colonel TRiddell speak of him
one evening when she, with Sir Ow-
en, went over to an formal and
stately dianer pariy at Lady Rolle's.

* 3Mark my words” salld the lonel,
# i, lendding man in this paret of
tha world Is, or very soon Will be,
youag Felix Lomdale, the layvyer's
ton. 1 have watched him with in-
torest. o will be a leader ytt. He
acts as the enrl's agent now, and

implicit |
‘that

re-

turned as member for the borovgh,

acd that once In Parliament we

ghall hear of oimS

One or two others agreed with the
colonel. The faee of Lady Chevenix
grew crimson when she heard her
Lusband glve a 1'tile Inculting, sneer-
ing laugh. 8he saw with dread
that he had drunk too much wine.

“I have beaten him once,” eaid Sir

[Dwen. “and I will beat him again;

if e goes in for one interest, I will
go in for the other.”

For Lis wile's sake no one answer-
ed Lim; and Lady Rolle gave the
slgnal for the ladies to withdraw.

“I shall nmever go out to
dine again if1 have to meet that
man,” said the old colonel, who was
an aristocrat de pur sang. “Such
men ought all to be shot. What
could that lovely woman have been
thinking of to marry him ?"— for the
colonel was far above the seandal
and gogs!p of the neighborhood ; nona
of it was brought to him.

S0 there were times In her bril-
liant, luxurious 1ife when Lady Chevs
enix was weary of it all, and long-
ed to gee the face bf a true friend.
She had ecalled on Eve Lester, but
Eve had declined to see her, and
“Aunt Jane” had been rampant on
the oeceasion.

Lady Chevenix gat in the best par-

" lor at Outlands, looking very lovely,

dressed in gheeny' silk and marvelous
lace, when the elder lady came in to
her more erect and uncompromising
than ever.

“My niece declines to see you, Lady
Chevenix,” she gald, “and I think she
is quite right. Yea jilted our best
friend, and naturally enough, we
take his side. Do not ecall ﬂ;!:nlll —
Eve does not eare to know you. }

(To be Continued.)

A CURE FOR INSOMMIA.

A We!l Known 5t. John Mer:hant
Tells How He Was Freced From
This Terrible Trouble.

One of the hest known men in B
John, N. B., 1s Mr. G. G. Kierstead,
grocer and general decler, 61 Maln
streot. Mr. Kierstead has an inter-
esting story to tell of faliing health,
ipsomnia, and finally rvenewed
strecgth, which eannot fail to inter-
ost others. He says;—"A few years
mro I fwas all run down and falling
in health, no doubt du» 10 overwor
and shattered nerves. I was upable
to leep at night and found no rest
in bed. My life seemed a burden 10
me and I found no pleasure in any-
thing. I sought medical aiq and tho
physiclans who attended mo were ub-
able to give ma2 any rrlu_ef._ The doc-
tors differed in their opinion as to
my allment. Finding that I was
errowing worse, and almost crazed
through loss of sleep. I conciudid o

give up businzss anl go to the coun-|
try for a rest, Just when I was at |

my very worst and had alwost no
dasire to live, my wife urged me to
try Dr. Williams Pink Pills 1 had
lost falth | :
pléase my wile I declueld to give the
pills a trial. I have had reason io
ke Lthankful that I did so. Almost
from th: outset the plils helped me
and I fwas able to find sgleep. I con-
iinuod thoir use until I felt p2ifecty
waoll againe I could sleen as I did in
my childhood ; 1 grew healtiy ool
strong and have never known one
liour's trouble from that source
#inae T have no hesitation In saying
that I belief Dz, Williams 'ink Pilla
envel my life, and will always say a

o1 word for them to any who are

roubled with sleeplessness.”

Dr. Wil'lams Pink Pills work cures
like ofr. Klerstead's, after doctors
and common madicines fail beeauce
they actuually make new, rich blood,
and so strengthen all the organs of
the body and braee up the nerves.
That 1s the way they cure Indiges-
tion, kidrey and liver troubles, ner-
vousness, neuralgia, palpitation of
{h* hrart, th umatlsm and th? spre-
ial ailments that fil! the lives of &0
many women with misery. The gen-
uine p’lis alway have the full name
vDr. 'Willlams Pink Pills for Pale
People” on the wrapper around every
hox. I in doubt write Girect to the
Dr. (Williams Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont., and the pils will bo sent
post paid at 50 cents a box or Bix
boxes for $2.50.

WHEAT GROWING.

The Kind of Wheat to Grow in
Western Canada.

Department of Agriculture,
LCommissioner’s sranch,

Western Canada Avheal has an en-
viable reputation in foreign coun-
trias, sayd Mr. G. H. Clark, Chiel of
the Seed Division, Ottawa, It |8 io
demand for American milling cenires,
as well as those of England and Beot-
land, because it is rmch 1o gluten of
exceedingly good quality. The crop of
Western Canada, len Yyears hence,
will reach, it 15 estimated, 500 mil-
lions of ‘bushels. In view ol the rap-
idly increasing production, it I8 lm-
portant that iws preseot good
reputation be maintained or Im-
proved in order that it may continue
Lo grow in favor in foreign countries,
wherg | fmust gind a market,

But the high standard of excel-
lence has already been appreciably
lowered throvdgh tbhe introduciion of
wheat of inferior milling quality.
Through carelessness these mixtures
are aliowed o yearly increase, while
in other districis inferior varleties
have been grown that depreciate Che
total crop.

The advantage of growing only un-
mixed wheat may be judged Irom the
diflerence in price between “No. 1
Hard" apd the next iwo grades, as
ithis duUference is most commonly due
to the prevalence ol solt, starciay
grains in the lower grades. “No. 1
bard” invariably bas a high percen-
tage of translucent grains indicat-
ing a high percentage of a good
quality of gluten, as it is the gquality
guite as much as the quaantity of
the gluten that lends value Lo the
superier wheat.

Red Fife is the standard variety,
the hardiest wheat grown In west-
ern Canada. It wiil survive late
spring frosts that are sulfliciently
sovere to kill oul moat other varie-
ties. Its milling qualiiies are not ex-
celled.

Preston wheat is a bearded var-
ety that has grown i favor among

R L T e R B

farmers

in all medicines, hut 19,

constantly ignored

e R . T gy ——

== demer wsar

has frequently been injured by early
frost. It is [rom two to five
earlier than the Ited Fife. If Lhe wea-
ther be unfavorable at the time
when ripening takes place, it may
ripen even ten days earlier than the
latter variely. Some Canadian mil-
lers clalm to have made careful mil-
ling tests of Presion whea: and
openly condemn it as much inferior
to the Red Fife. Results of tests
earried on under the direction of Dr.
ﬁum}:n. :r'hu h:rl;lnateﬂ Lthe v:.lr-
ety, indicate that it is only sligh
inferlor to tfe Red Fife. w .

The comparative productiveness of
varieties differs with loecalities and
congditions of soil and climate. Again
there may be quite as much ditfer-
ence between two sirains of seed of
thic same sariety as belween 1wo
distinet soris, sv far as their cap-
acity to give a large yield of grain
is concerved. Whatever varieties are
sclected, they should be grown sep-
arately and cach kepl reasonably
pure. On account of careless prac-
tices, in the matter of seed selection,
mixtures of undesirable sorts have
increased In the standard wheat of
the west. These impurities cousist
chiefly of earlier maiuring varieties
that shell more readily than the Red
Fife, thus having a jarger propor-
tion of seed from them (0 come ns
“volunteer wheat" in ithe next gue-
ceeding crop.

It is of much lmportance to the
country, a8 well as to ind'vidual
wheat growers, that these conditions
be overcome. It is clear that even
farmers who are careless about keep-
ing their seed pure are willing to pay
fanecy prices [or ten, twenly or fifty
busghel lote of good pure seed of
wheat, oats and varley. Butl the sup-
plyt of high class sced is limited.

With a view further to encourage
the production and more general use
of seeds of the best qualily, an an-
nouncement was made in the spring
of 1003, inviting [armers, wio Lhad
been gn‘jng‘ sowme special attention
to ithe growing of seed grain, to
unite and form an association of

coclation and slandards ol perfection
for podigreed seed will b2 controlied
by an advisory board composed ol
represeatative mea from the various

thirty-five sced growers who are
members of the Western Canada As-
HU:T!:I.‘!“H: T.!H"II" “'Ul'k !"'1' h'_:j]-[r"\"..r'..-:l
and Inspected by o suporintendent,

ciation, each member is required to
give definite guarantee as to the
purity, vitality and f{reedom from

af geed sold by him, The assoclation

years during which hand selection

Laud been followed,

growing good seed of wheat,

ing o plot in the coming spring witl
the best obtainable geed There wil
bh: a ready market for all the see

for T5,000
alone,

Oldest Family in the World.

land, 1093.

from 1199, and DBismarck from 1270

‘"Westminster, 10640 the Ausir.an

book kept in

thoritatively in a

are many old familics, also among

The firsl one was contemporary with
Nebuchadnezzar, 666 ycars belore
Christ, | . '

AN AID TO MOTHELS.

In theousands of cases it has been
proved that Baby's Own Tableis is
the very best thing for children sul-
fering from colle, constipation, diar-
rhoaa, simple fevers, colds and
teething troubles. The Tablets are
guaranteed to contain no opiate or
barmiul drug, and maym be given
with equal safety 1o the tender, new
born babe, or the well grown child,
Mrs. Joel Anderson, Hhanley, Ont., is
one of the mothers who have proved
the value of this medicine and says:
“I have used Baby's Own Tablets
with the very Yest results. They are
easy to give little ones, and 1 have
never krown them “o fail to benefit.™

Every mother should keep the Tab-
lets in the hrouse. In an emergencyl
theyi may save a previous little life.
Sold by all druggists or maliled at
25 cents a box by writing The Dr.
‘WI}:Hnmn' Medicine Co., DBrockville,

A LITTLE POLITICAL ECONOMY.
(N. Y. Journal of Commerce.)

There is one elementary prineiple at
the bottom of all these questions which
is so simple that it cught to be within
the range of the understanding of a ma-
jority of workingmen where a common
school education prevails, and yet it is
. Whatever capital is
to get, and whatever labor is to get,
must come out of the sum of the pro-
duction of these factors working upon
the matural resources of the country.
There is no other source for it to come

to make the welume of prodn
tupmihh.""l‘hmhmhnue-

in_ high

for they will secure
no more satisfaction ol the wants
of men than lower wages with corres-

pondingly lower prices.
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gseed growers. liv] s goveining the o= | ment,
branch associntons. There are pow |

Records ara kept of the ameunt and
pedigree of secd produced by them. i
According to tle rules of the asso-

peods of noxious weeds, with all lois

certiflicate will ghow the pedigree of
the seed—the number of consecutlive

Yarmers of Western Canada, who
have farms ithat are [ree from nox-
jous weeds and ctherwlse suited to
OalE,
rye, barley and other grain, are in-
viteel to become members of the as-
sociation and make sced growing a
special industry in their farm oper-
ationsg, They may commence by sowa

that ean b2 produced by members,
at prices that will pay handsomely |
for the extra trouble in producing
it. There s now fan annual demandd
bushels of seed wheat

O the four hundred bharons in the
Britigh House of Lords about a dogen
date back to 1400, the earlicst being
1264. The oldest family in the Brit-
jely Isles is the Mar family, in Scot-
The Campbells, of Ar-
gyll, began in 1190. Talleyrand dates

The Grosvenor family, the Duke of

house of Hapsburg goes back to V52,
and the house of Bourbon 10 864, The
descendants of Mohammed, born 570,
are all registered carefuliy and au-

Mecea by a ¢! jef of ihe famity. Little
or po doubt existe of the absolule
authenticity of the long line of Mo-
hammed's descendants. In China there

the Jews. Put in point of pedigrecs
ithe Mikado of Japan has a umque
record. Iils place has been filled by
members of Lis family for more than
twenty-five hundred years. The pres-
ent Mikado is the 122nd In the line,

when prices are cor- | wit and
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GETTING HER
PHOTO TAKEN.

I sat in the ante-room of a great
pho s studio not long since. A
mother and daughter, the former .

8, smug, assertive, the latter

er, overdressed, vain, came in with a
| great swish of silk and odor of orris, to
see the proofs of the girl’s photos, taken
a day or so before.

The smiling attendants brought them
forward and displayed them. “lsn't that
grand!” suddenly bellowed the dowager.
“So simple and sweet!”

The daughter exhibited her dimples
| self-consciously, and bridled with pride
at her beauty. “I like this one rather
better,” she announced; “it is more dis-
tinguished and rather more like me,
don't you think?"

I listened in amazed amusement as
the two calmly discussed the girl's at-
tractions and scanmed the counterfeit

resentments to see if the very most
md been made of the girl’'s charms. Af-
ter they had ordered and departed I
said to the attendant, an exceedingly
pretty woman herself, by the way: “Do
you live through many such experi-
ences i

“Oh, ves” ghe laughed. “You know,
do you not, that nowhere on earth does
the vanity of woman display itsell so
badly as at the photographers?™

The desire to be photographed is in
itself born of vanity. One is not satis-
fied with the mirror; one longs to seo
| oneself permanently established upon
| paper. But the aflair itsell assumes to
s a woman almost the sacredness of a rite.
| It is approached with profound study,
{ much reflection, and, I doubt not, some
| prayer. It is not alone the pretly wo-
| man who regard= being photorraphed as

an affair of the greatest possible mo-
I know several very plain—yes,
ugly—women who are quite as fussy
over the operation as many beauties,
| 1 think of one now whe is the plain-
| est of bodies, Nothing but that good,
| old-fashioned word, homely, ean deseribe
\ her. And yet that same homely little
woman wil pout and simper and make
poozoo eyes and thinks llwr.-mll' quite
fascinatine and irresistible. And when
it eomes to being photographed! Why,
there are more preparations made than
there have been for the Russo-Japanesa
war., She had some photographs made a
few months ago. They looked precisely
like her. That was doubtless the reason
why they were not satisfactory. BShe
thought that the photographer did not
pive her time enough, did not study the
high lights and the low lights and the
bright lights enough; that he did nob
study her lines, her econtour, her fea-
tures, the way her hair grew and her
head was poised. You eould never ima-
gine the rubbish she talked. Now, the
only thing that ailed that woman Was
that she wanted to be pretty in the pie-
ture, and no power on earth could make
her so.

ll One extreme detail of feminine vanity

| iz shown in those photographs where the
gibject exhibits the teeth in a “We-use-
Rozodont” smile. No woman, ugly or
| pretty, looks well with her mouth ajag
in a photograph. PBut you could not
persunde a woman with a fine set of
teet® pot to grin in a photograph; no,
!““*. if you Trors *o i1k until you were
black in the face. BShe has got IME
“I:iflg ﬂnm]_ anid proposes to show it.

Time was when you went to a phota
grapher's with a decent frock and leaned
against a rustic gate or a marble pillar
or on one arm on a table, and the deed
was done. It was a slmple enough oper-
ation, over with in five minutes, and the
picture was universally voted a great
suceess, DBut nowadavs we have photo-
graphic “studies” and “portrait studies,”
- | and we must live up to our blue china.
Ro it comes that to prepare for a visit
to a fashionable photographer is like
getting ready for a European trip. You
must take a maid and a cab and your
best evening frock and satin slippers
and pearl pecklace and picture hat and
a few yards of gauze and some artifieial
flowers and the Lord knows what not.

You get into your togs in the dress-
ing-room and then a deft little lady
comea in with an entire making-up lay-
out and redders your lips and cheecks
and blackens vour eyvelashes and rubs
smudges under your eves so they will
look large and souiful, and powders
your hair and nose and then stands off
and looks at you and says: “My, but
vou do look stunning!™ And you glance
at yourself in the mirror and try to per-
suade yoursell that that awful vision s
truly beautiful, and presently go forth
to be posed and studied and talked over
as if you were a bale of goods,

If yon are proud of your figure—and’
most women—{fat, thin, buxom or scraw-
ney, are—you are presently persuaded
to lay aside your bodice and the photo-
grapher’s assistant — the deft youn
woman before mentioned —twists a *arg
of tulle around your shoulders, sticks a
cluster of artificial flowers in your hair
and tells you to look to heaven and
they will get something uncommon.

I have known this trick sprung om
lots of women who were vain of their
charms, The result was that when the
sictures came home there were rum-
lings nlong the domestic horizon. “Why
on earth didn't you take off all your
clothes?” growled a husband of my ae-
quaintance when he quite recently be-
held a “study” of his wife in one yard
of gauze one poppy and one sweet smile.
A man always feels like a fool when
he sits for his photograph. A woman is
in her element. A man will make
superhuman elfort to appear uncon-
urlr::m. and succeed in looking like an
awkward booby. A woman will throw
herself into any eas Iwnc a photograph-
er may suggest an ook as if her life
were spent lolling on a divan or sitting
like a queen in a big earved ehair. Wiy
is this?

Decause a man is too busy to pose ir
Lis everyday life. He is hustling to get
v. He ecan’t go mooning round
siriking attitudes. So posing does not
coine maturally to him,

But a woman. Her whole life is a
geries of m&u It is as natural for her
to attitndinize as it is to eat. So when
the photographer says: “Chin a little
lnwer,hudhrghr.'![‘um the face to the
left; look up—about here. Now! Look
pleasant, please,” she obeys with such
that the result
is that marvellous ecombination, T-"
fu‘ﬂ& grand! Eo simple and sweet!™—
Edith Sessions Tupper, in Chicago
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