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Have You Talst;#‘

"SALADA’

GREEN TEA

Those who have used Japan, Young
Hyson or Gunpowder Tea will a -
ciate the superiority of this delicious
blend, always so pureand rich. Try it.

L———.

'NERVE

By MARTIN KNAPP,

Part 1.

There was nothing at all unusual
about the story. Ten years ago Ben
Hooper's wife died and he soid his
litt’a farm up on the High Bridge
Road intending to move to town and
buy an interest in Zeke Merrill’s hard-
ware businesa.

If he'd done that he wou.d be on
Easy Street now, for the hardware

dead. But he didn't do it. Instead,
Earl Bixby happened to drop into
Woodstock at just that particular
time, heard about Hooper's twelve
hundred dollars, and hurried right
out to get it.

|

Often [t's more important that the

| automibile driver think to stop than

to stop to think.

The pedestrian’s lot wouldn't be s0
hard if he could watch cars and ankles
at the same time.

“Turning state's evidence,” sald the
students -vhen they changed all the
markers on the road.

The old ery of "Get a horse” seems

| to have been changed Lo "Get a pades-
trian.” .

Another eternal trlangle: A cold

|!|‘|f!.rl-|- -”"""‘"'."l"‘._, It]":ri ]I‘]-I'IE {JI'.' n“rrnl.ng-l B ‘-:‘-'L'«J'D'Llhi.l.nd Car “nd I“'D-'
40| tanity.

While the Supreme Court gives the

- g -
J":.q.l.t-F"I'I.I;I. I8 TIé L‘r”l‘-&lills lj{.i not l'H]_'r' tog i[rt-ﬂuuugl}r

on it. It is possible to be right and

197 1183
N 1183—Ladies’ Dress, having
Fide-Tront closing with two jabots,
Founda ol
Khort ' Sizes &4, 346, A8,
and 42 inches bust. Size 38 bust re-|
' i% yards of 36-inch, or 3% |
yards of 40-inch material.
4 5 vard less
sired. Price 20 cents. '
N0 119 Ladies’ Kimono-sleeve

, having two tucks at the shoul-
vertible collar, pateh pvck!*":i.‘
or short slcoves,
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12 inches bust. Size
quir 14 yards of 36-inch, or
' of 40 .r:x'i;l. MTltL*Tiu!. l'"lll'

dead, tLoo.

Don’t know “why-girla leave home,”

the flivver'a out of fix

This stuff about never starting any-

teness. Even the railway station
was a mile and a half away on the
other side of the valley, and when Eou
got there it was only a branch line
anyway, running over to the city of

business has flourished and Zeke h-'BrﬂmPhﬂ. about twenty-two miles to

the north. : )
“Well, I can’t be sittin’ here taik-

in",” Ben announced suddenly, and,

popping out of his chair, he :ai

& thin treble: “All out fer the seven-

twenty-nine goin south!”

| Earl Bixby had beenn born and
ra
| away and made money, or, to be more
' exact, he was beginning to make
money. How much he made depended
'entirely on how much he could get his
hands on,

He was supposed to be a lawyer but
was really a real estate speculator
and promoter—a promoter of Earl
Bixby chiefly. In his prosperous later
life he probably would not have done
| what he did to Ben Hooper. 1 don’t
suppose he was essentially a mean
| man or a crook. He couldn’t have
'been for he has bulit a stone llbrary
in Woodstock; he was simply a man
| constructed of soldd brass and concen-
| trated on looking after himself.

Ambrose Peck, who is very fat and
runs the Mansion House, put it this
way:

“If you ever heard Earl Bixby
tleugh,” he said, “you'd know what I
' mean., He laughs a lot and he laughs

it
| That was Earl Bixby.

aympathetic mechanism had been en-
tirely left out. He needed money and
 Ben's was a3 AS BNY
sold him twelve

| not #0 hard as it soun

| everyone thought it was ﬁnin*: w0 be a
'great thing. The state had spent so

"% yard extra materfal i3 | thing you can’t finish 1= all right ex-| much money on it it looked as though

I.. l"!'. . :.':_" CAanLa,

res of smart apparel may
nd in our new Fashion Book.

| ¢apt when it comes to rtarting a cold

flivver.

e

it ought to be a great thing. It sound-
| ed solid. '

hundred shares of| .
Trans-State Packet at ‘far_ Thh“t was bottomed boat of his up on the pﬂ'l’fd."i and he was Et-ﬂﬂdiﬂﬂ' there alone.
T i g, for the new|

Sizes 34, but they stay at home usually because harge canal through New York State that.”
| had only been finished a short time andf

Then the door banged and he
mounted the seat of an ancient yelow

spring dusk amid a spatter of mud

and lavish profanity.
“Great 1" observed Ambrose
Peck, leaning across the desk and

gently sliding a cigar to the opposite

‘extremity of his mouth. k

“Still getting even with Bixby,” I
smiled.

“Always is.”

“Strange how he keeps it up.”

“He's n a lot worse since Earl
bought the Adams place and comes
back here to live summere. That's
'stirred Ben all up. Seemed like he
'was beginning to forget about it be-
'fore that, but Ear] joshes him every
time he sees him and that makes Ben
‘most erazy. I declare I'm worried
' sometimes fer fear he'.l do somethin’
to Earl.”

“Its too bad!™
"“Yes, it is. That business just
broke up his and Netties hull life.

awful loud, but it's just like hammer-, Ben feels it's all his fault Nettie has
|in’ on a pan; there ain't any feelln' to had to work so hard.

{all the time. St in 5o @ 2
In the haste don’t believe he’d ’a' took it so hard. ® i e GoOrwaY.

If it wan't fer that 1

For short | pedestrian the right of way at a street| With which he was assembled the But it was pretty tough. Hed be fixed

fine now if he'd bought Zeke’s store
the way he intended te. As it is he

's 80 he ain't got a thing in the world.”

“You're forgetting that old flat-

Ambrose laughed. "“Yes, 1 forgot

I come up here.'

“Sure, I know. It's kind of pitiful.
He's awful penerous, Ben is, and
that 's the only thing he's got to offer
anybody and nobody wants it.”

| The old Erie had been an institu-
| tion,

“T should think he'd had enough of

A line of boats running np and boatsa.”

Ambrose grunted and slipped the

But it I thought it was strange that a man
into like Bixby should want to come hﬂukl

"Well, now, it Is kind of peculiar,
Ambrose agreed, and spat reflectively.

| g bW 7, t?ﬁ'ir F’"t'! The elghty-pound husband was the | ,wn the new.canal to transport alll
b in the heart of the Bty.e contres, | defendant and the two-hundred-pound | the rrf,-ight from out West 't:;- ..'ev.flcip:nr back across his teeth, and I said
reations are those of teet- | wife was the plaintiff. | York sounded pretty good.
¢ ‘ rit rought within the “And why did you slap your wife's| wasn't. It transported itself
cans of the average woman, Price| face instead of helping her when the |bankruptey in a wvery short time.!here.
4 i | nts the copy. Each| automobile knocked her down?"* in-| Bixby made quite a neat e off he

ne coupon, good for | quired the judge. | deal. Ben Hooper pot a job at the
the purchase of any| “Well, your honor,” replied the di-

{ minutive husband,

HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS. |

Write your nams and sddress plaig. |

, Elving number and size of such
patterns as you want. Enclose 20¢ ia
stamp)s or coin (eoin preferred; wrap

carefully) for eack number, and
your order to Pattern Dept,
Wilson Publishing Co., 73 West Ada
laide St., Toronto. Patterns sent by
return maji.
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Autumn. '
L) A ! laden with fruit, and staln- |

lood of the grape, pass not, |

nady roof: thera thou

frefsh

|
he vear shall

JOIIY Yolcea o mYy

lusty song of fruits and
—Willlam Blake.
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istomers in restaurants are|
taking off their

g them up on the pegs
a result, male headgear
L}
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Home-made mustard pickles. How
iehicious—and how easy to put up.
Here's the recipe: —

MUSTARD PICKLES

1 qgt. emall onions 1 I.-ri.p caulillowers
cucumbers s heads celery
2 red pappers

"eel onions, cut vegetahles in small
jteces, eover with weak brina and l=t
stand overnight. In the morning
bring 1o & boil and drain ofl.

L1 ]

Taka 2 cups brown eugar, 1 cup
flour, 6§ tablespooniuls Keen's DS F.
Muestard, ) tl-!.11'1‘1;~,-5::lf'.! turmenc and 1
< Qugris vinegar. Boil this minturs
for twenly mugutes, stirring contis
nually. Pour cver vegetables kot Let
stand ten davs, sirring every day,
then bottle. |

This Is one of the many recipes glven
in our new Cook Book. May we send
you a copy? It's FREE. Write: —

COLMAN-KEEN (CANADA' LIMITED
112 Amherst Stroet
MONTREAL o

eens

“opportunity knocks
but once.™

Our Own Fables.

Backseat drivers die of

prostration vears bhefore

iire [orfavyer

narvous
the people

| hotel and his daughter, Netitie, itu:we:ll“t'l'n:}* way I can explain it is that

Iin doing housework.
stock Ben told me the story. He was
repeating it now, in his mid, slow
voice, as we sat with our chairs tipped

| back against the wall in the office of
the old Mansion House after supper.

they coaching dle in auto! “Yes, he got the best of me all
accidents. i‘I'iR‘hi." he finished. “There ain't ar:}'
Moral—You should worry! doubt about it; he trimmed me good.

Most of the midnight oll

burned

| nowadays goes by the carburetor,

“Like to go for a !ittle spin®

“What do yoa think 'l am, a top?

The dangerous curves
those sitting beside the driver.

most

Some of them would be more cor
rectly called degraded roads,

(ne may walk to health or ride away
from Iit. '
[ - N —

Sunshine.

Evervbody's sunshire —
Take a lot and go

Up the hills that topple

In a sea of glow! -
F1ll vour little basket,
Heap your hands and fling
Patchea of It over

The palace of the king!

= =

I hadn’t ought to have had anything
to do with a man like Earl Bixby, but

we'd knowed one another such a lone|
\time I didn’t calc'late he’d say what)
| ““Well,

| wasn't so.”

Reflectively he seratched gray halr=‘-11d
above g small face of brown leather|

and siapped what had once been a hat

are  A&gainst a patch in his knee. “He said

| I'd be sure to double my money in five
| years' time, besides the 10 per cent.
interest I was goin' to git, and that
gounded pretty good right then, be-
cause Nettie wanted to go to normal

| school bad and 1 couldn't jus: figger

where the money was comin' from till
Earl told me about this stock of hisn.”

He lcoked up rather plaintively, and
added: “Well, 1 guess we all make
mistakes. I'.] know better next time."”

of course, everybody knew that when
a man like Ben Hooper lost the little
money he'd saved up there wasn't any |
next time. But he'd been saying the;
same thing for ten years, and, though
everyone received it With complete
stolidity, yet, nevertheless, just re-
peating it over and over like that

Courts will not molest you,
Cruardians not procialm

A ban @pon your pleasure,
A stain upon four name;
Kick it up and fashion

All shapea of it you please— I
A ralnbow in the valley,

A palace in the treca! !
i
Evervbody's sugahine— .

Heaps of it .and more, |
Down the little pathway, 'r
Undarneath the door;

Peeping through the window,
Climbing o'er the ail!—

Take it up and toas |{t

Over yonder hill!

When to B:gin to Eat. |

If a hostess Is helped flrst begin to
oat as soon as she does. Many hos-
tesses make a polnt of belng served

| irat, In order to avoid the awkward-

ness ©f keeplng guests walting, but
even when the serving is different, a
guest ought to begin to eat as soon
a9 those in the Immediate neighbor-
hood are eserved. When a guest,
through e much-mistaken politeness,
inaists on walting for all the rest of
the company, his own helping will be
cold and the hostess will be propor-
tionately diatressed. It is not best to
begin the instant one is served, neith-
er is it right to walt &0 long that the
walting !» poticed. Begin whea your
neighobra on elther side are served
and this will tend to make every one
comfortable.

' vague,

fishing for a good many years and

secemed te preserve in Ben a sort of |
rather wistful confidence.,
rmall, patched and shiny as he was, a!
certain independence clung to him =as

| though he knew something about him- | that

self you didn't.
“Everybody gets stung once in a

while,” 1 assured him, and hi ile the porch floor, and then the door us.
;e buru* open and in he flowed, shout | =——m———=—=———x=
ing

wiped ten years off his age as he an-
swered eagerly: “Yes, sir; they dn.
Guess it's the only way to ‘earn. I
learned my lesson all right,
my turn next tilme. You see!” I

I knew that thiz meant evening ac-
counts with Earl Bixby. and T confess
now that I smiled a bit sadiy at the
picture of .itt'e old Ben Hooper, handy
man and bus driver at the Mansion
House In Woodstock, New York, try-
ing to meke a dent in the metalic
hide of the now powerful Senator Bix-'
by. Somehow Ben didn't look like the
sort of man to dent things. A confid-;
ing smile always lurked just behind,
I's biue eyes, and, as I say, he was
sma’l and brown and not young any,
more. -

How old he really was I had no
idea. 1 know 1'd been coming up hﬁ:‘ﬂ!

ha'd always looked about the same.
But perhaps that was simply because
nothing changed very much in Wood- |

‘gtock. The place ambled unhurriad.y|

along regardless, slight'y disdainful it
sometimes seemed. of the acceleration
of the outside world. 1
like the stream winding down be- |
twean the broad hills which formed:
tue valley, its life flowed along, undis- |
turbad and tranquil. On the comfort-
able main street. stiil paved with
good brogwn dirt, the same stores, run
by the same men. sold goods to the

o
* Minard’'s Liniment used by Physicians. same farmers on the same farms. Oc-|

the's done than anybody else,

there ain't no place in the huil world

Every time I ecame up to Wood- where Earl Bixby fees zo big as he

does right here in Woodstock. You

'eee, he was raised here and it keeps !

right before him what he was and
what he is now and how much better
There's
Jots of men like that in their oid home
towns, Over in Brompton, where he
lives, or down in New York, he's up
against other rich men, but here he's
the hull thing.”

“That may be it."

“] guess so0."
the Adams Hous2 1s a fine
ace,”

“Was "fore Earl commenced stickin
additions onto it. He's gettin' it so it
looks like a institution. He's up here
now, you know, overseein’ puttin’ on
cnother addition.”

I started to say what I thought
about spoiling fine old houses, but I
never finished, for at that moment, in
the aillage street just outside the win-
dow someoue lau d. We both looked
at each other. That laugh was unmis-
takable.
vou on the back and made some inane

joke; that disregarded you and thrust
He always ended like that, though,|you aside; a laugh having nothing to

do with mirth; a too loud, too import-
ant laugh.

“That’s him,” said Ambrose Peck.

“Ha! ha! ha!"” came crowding in
out of the spring night. “Wouldn't
ever get a thing done in this cemetery
if I didn't come up here and put some
gimp into the corpses—ha! ha! ha!"

Subdued words that sounded defer-!

ential were interrupted by:
“Ha! ha! ha!—ha!
the finest place in Madison County

led in |

It worries him/

““He keeps offering it to me every timel

It was a laugh that slapped |

casionally sons and daughters went

over the hills and never came back.| Iy grou t-
That was about the onl | !ﬂ“ mﬂ |t“mnl quitt":m‘ll to-
was in the days before ‘“mbih:ﬂi;, and l'hu now and then nod-
had quite robbed the country of '“i:‘l-nd polemnly. Once 1 thought 1 saw

. Thomas wink at Ambroase
' ¢f that I couldn’t be sure.
Senator Bixby—he had been a state
~senator at one time—sat filling
' his chair amply and emph ng his
remarks by resound'ng thumps >f his
fat paims on the chair arms Fie.
quently he would laugh In nc mild
WAY.

“Yes, sir-ree! You've got (o zet
right out and get what you want
| Now, most fellows - —"

My atention wandered and I'm nol
sure what moet fellows did or didn’t

ised here in the town, but he'd gone bus and went rattling off into the . " "o s 1" ahout it for some

!'.imn, every now aid then pausing Lo

| look around the group for nods of ap-
proval, He traced his early life here
n Woodstock in no mean detail, and
told me what was the trouble with the
town. He talked for a good while.

I noticed Ambrose Peck giance at
the clock and begin chewing his cigar.
Prescently I heard whee!s rattle in the
street outside and shifted uneasily in
|my chair. Peck fidgeted behind the
' desk and kept an eye on the door. The
'rattle died away in the direction of
' the stable at the rear of the hu!ldﬁng.
' Some minutes passed und I was filing
my pipe absently. The senator was
proc.aiming:

|
amount to anything is because they
haven’t any nerve. Yes, sir-ree! They
' get licked once and it's all off. They
ain't good for nothing after that
' Say i
Suddenly he paused and began to
Ben Hooper

‘laugh. We all turned.

|  He had a number of bundles under
' his arms and, somehow, through the
tobacco smoke, he looked smaller and
more shabby than usual. Perhaps it
was because we were all in a Eru;:lp
e
at the stout
He must have

stood quite still, starin
|man in the chair.
| heard the last words.

“Well, well, well!” shouted Bixhiy'.
| “If there ain't my old friend Bennie
| Hooper. Old Ben Hooper! Hello,
Ben, you old coot!”

“ o0, Earl,” Ben Hooper answenred,

' the others. He tried to draw himself
up as he entered the room. “Train
rwas right on time,” he informed us,
'endeavering to make it sound im-
| portant.
“Ben, you get more shriveled up
'every time I come up here. Guess
| Brose don't feed you enough. Brose,
why don't you feed Ben up? He aiu’t
'a good advertisement for you."
| “Don’t let him kid you, Ben,’ Peck
| said kindly.
| “He gint kiddin me any. Weigh
'games 1 a'lus did. I saw him swallow.
| “Old Ben Hooper,” Bixby persistad.
“He and me was boys together. Best
' friends ever was."

Ben turned around sharply from
the desk wher2 he was depositing th»
parceis. “That ain't so, and you know
(it ain't. I ein't no friend of yourn
|‘1'uu I!-:n::u.n'r what vou done to me. You
vy

| 3 A i
| “Listen to him! Tried to do him a

good turn once. Tried to make a little
money for him and now hear what he
eays! That's just what 1 mean, boys.
| That's just what 1 said a minute ago.
Ben lost a little money once and he
| gin’t been a bit of good since. Just
' lost hig nerve, L guess. Yes, sir-ree

| “I aint’, neither. 1 ain’t, neither.

| You just
L1

| The larger man paid no attention.
| “Yes, sir-ree, just lost his nerve.
That's the way they all do. Now me
—say, I lost fifty thousand dollars on
'a deal a while ago and never turned a
hair. Just kissed that money good-
by and forgot about it. That's the
way to do.”
(To be continued.)

i i

Saved!

Alf (shipwrecked)—""'Ow far would
ver say land was, Bill?

Bill—"Mile an' ‘arf, I reckon.

'Ow

H 1
Yes, sir-ree,! qor can yer swim?”

ace’l! be when I get through Ali—"1 can only manage a mile,
i oo Bill."”
" I
m;!hurtﬁlurs. more laughter, thumps on| . Bili—"Then we'll just do it between

+ "Well, well, well! How are you,

Brose?

gsky. Ho! ho! ho!
use a little imagination, Brose?
this into a swell country hote.—spend
some money—advertise, get a band,
erd & sign out in front.
Grevevard. how'd that be? Eh?
ha! wal—hal? He winked porten-

Stiil runnin' the same o.d|
1t'll be shack, I see. Same old mansion in the
Say, why don’t you |
Make

The Green!
Ha! |

I can swim ‘arf a mlle."

—]

ONTARIO gEuLLEGE OF ART
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mwrumhmm-ummm-mmm
DIPLOMA COURSE « JUNIOR QOURSE.
TEACHERS COVLIRSE - MERCIAL ART

G A'REID R-C-A- Principal
Bession 1925-26 opers Jctuber 5th

For Prospectus appiy to Reglstrar

tously. “Say, if I had this p.ace %

He wasn't an awfully large man!

but he looked large, portly, with ul

smooth, round stomach, and smooth,
round, very red cheeks. He palled out
a large go.d-mounted cigar cave, sank

The worsld's best

IMONDS

SAW

Stays sharp longer.

BIMONDE CANADA BAW €O, LTD.
1880 DUNDAS 8T, W., TORONTO
MONTREAL

hair tint. Will re-
ray hair to its natural
n 15 minutes.

Bmall size, $3.30 by man
Double size, $5.50 by mail

The W. T. Pember Stores
Limited
129 Yonge St. Toronto

glore
color

Cord Wood Saw Users

Write Simonds Capada S8aw Co.,
Limited, 15650 Dundas St. West.
Toronto, Ontarlo, for prices oa

8imonds Speclal Circulaf

“

1

Cord Wood Saw

o

“TONTARIO ARCF .
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and a solid bag of insects 1s
A great heat ls generated by this maas,
and the result Is that small
pure white wax form on their hd“t:
At the end of twenty-four hours the
architects of the new city gel to work.
They mount to the top of the cluster
and begin the foundations, for thia
home of wax g bullt downwaurds, belng

suspended from the roofl.
' Measurement Marvels.

Behind the Fair.

The famous waxworks at Madame
Tussaud's, where a disastrous fire oc-

curred some time ago, are still draw-
Ing visitors. They havo never heard

disappointed to learn that their pi.-
grimage & useless.

to St Paul's

his voice sounding very small beside |

heardd of the danger

| Cathedral, and are astonished when, | that when these wa

on arriving at the famous church, they
find that a large part of the interior Is

“Thl," reason Wh}' most men {lnn*tlhﬂ-ﬂ.rdﬁﬂ up

Even more tragic was the case of a

| lady who, after reading a novel deal-
| ing with the Bastille, made a gpecial

journey to Parls In order to see the
historie fortress. The only thing that
ghe found was a tablet on which was
an account of its destruction.

One of the most amusing cases of
this sort occurred recently at the
' Tower of London. A lady had just
paid a visit to the Bloody Tower, and

back.
“It's a fraud!"” she exclaimed. “Why,
there {sn't any blood!"™

-
Keep Minard's Liniment In the house.

_—
il

of the contlagration, and are bitterly

Other vigitors to London have never

came down demanding her money

done in a glass hive, we would eee each
1asster-bee take a small waxen flake
from one of its pockets. This would
be bitten and kneaded by the powerful
jaws untll it wase pliable. Then we
would notice- the head of this small
buiider working backwards and for-
wards, and a tiny line of wax would
gradually form on the roof. If we
watched long enpugh, we should see
the centre line of a waxen wall being
formed, and the walls of the cells on
each side of It

Other bees would be working at

equal distances apart on the roof, and
' g0 wonderful are theilr measurements
| lls are completed,
egch is the same size; the ce!ls in each
| are the same depth, while between
| each wall there will be the same space.
| A few days later there are many
| finished sixsided cells, and the queen
' begins to people the new city. She
' alone lays the eggs, and she does this
| as fast as the cells are completed, lay-
' ing one in each. Honey is brought in,
'and pollen and water ,and the nurse
' bees are soon at work mixing the spe-
clal food, a mixiure of pollen and
' water, that 18 given to the young bees

when they leave the eggs.
Only Workers Wanted.

The bees work as they have never
worked before. Every avallable hour
of sunshine I8 taken advantage of,
with the resplt that hundreds die simp-
Iy because their tired bodies cannot
work longer. Thelr wings are worn

Flower Scented Tea.

jg the
The flower

Flower scented tea
beverage in Pekin, China.

are now boing planted.

| “Ha! ha! ha! ha!” roared Bixhy.|

wait and see, Earl Bixby| sweaters, draperies,

-

COLOR IT NEW WITH
“DIAMOND DYES”

Just Dip to Tint or RBoil

Each 15-ccat pack-
age contains direc-
tions so simple any
woman can tint soft,
delicate shades or
dye rich, permanent
colors in lingerle,
gllks, ribbore, skirts,
walisls, dresses,
coats K stockings,

coverings, hangings
—everything

terial you wish to color is wool or silk, |

or whether it Iz linen, cotton or lznl:live'.*lzlI
goods.

e ————
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P ENAMELED SINKS |

|
I

I _ _ {’J

for $12.00

|
Up to now kitchen sinks have cost l
real moaey. Now, at low cost, you |
can put in the newest type SMP '
Enameled Ware Bink. This i3
strong sink bullt of rust recisting
Armeo Iron, with three coats of
purest white enamel, same as on.
bathtubs. Complete with 12 back,
ctrainer, brockets, fittings, and full

cirections for setting up. Standard
uizge 27" x 30" x 6" deep.

plete, $12.00 |

y one of two of these EMP [

meled Ware Drain Boards also. I
Made to fit SMP Sinks and sl |
standard sinks.” Size 20" x 24, |
andrmﬂunmlﬁr
Binks. Very handsome and a great :
labor saver, BSold complete with
l:rnhulﬂi.tﬁnnhrnﬁ.-up.

Price, ccmplete, $6.00

For sale by mhers
ar hl'lilﬂn“ mhdi-dnn

S ‘wonms | |
HEeT MeTaL Propucrs co ™o

lI

ISSUE Neo, 38—'25,

Is heated with the tea leaves and Im- | o rpg
parts an unusual fiavor to the drink.| ;,ore duties, they are thrown out by
The white jasmine is the flower most | their companfons. There is no sym-

used and the practice is becoming €0 pathy or love of any description shown
popular that large flelds of jasmine

'queen filled

'gency this is shared out

through buffeting age!nst the winds,

latest | yot many of these disabled workers

their home and deliver their
If they cannot perform any

reach

in this matter-of-fact community.
They muet put every ounce ol energy

—  {nto their work, tor within a few weeks

they must gather sufficlent stores to
keep them for at least ecight months,
aund iIf the weather should keep fine,
and there are plenty of honey-vielding
flowers in the fields, they will bring
in enough for themselves nd a big
surplus for the bee-keeper.

sometimes it happens that after the
swarm leaves its old home to form a
new one, the bright warm weather
changes sudden.y, and a long spell of
rain and cold, when no honey iz form-
¢d in the-flowers, takes jts place. In

| such cases the bees will cling tenacl.

ously to thelr new home.
On Ghort Rations.

Before leaving the original hive, the
bees that intended to follow their
themselves with honey,
aud each had in its small body enough
for about four days. In case of emer-
being care-

fully rationed, and if the inclement

 weather should continue, and the bees
' come to the verge of starvation, the

Buy Diamond Dyes—no other kind— |
and tell your druggist whether the ma- !

remaining food is passed by the out-
gide bees to the centre, where it is
carefully husbanded to feed the queen,

I have seen thowsands of those on
the edge of the cluster dead while a
small handful were around the queen
The last drop of all is given to her,
and she is the last to dle.

—

-

A Poem You Should Know.

Morning Song.

Thomas Hood was best known in
life by his liveliness. He said: "I have
to be a lively Hood to gain a Mvels
hood.” But today he counts Among
the Victorlan poets, and such master-
rieces as “The Bridge of Sighs” and

“The Song of the Shirt" Elve him a
high place.

O lady, leave thy silken thread
And flowery tapestrie—
There's living roses on the bush.
And blossoms on the tree
Stoop where thou wilt thy careless
hand
Some random bud will meet:
Thou canst not tread but thou wilt find
The daisy at thy feet.

"Tie like the birthday of the world,
When earth was born in bloom ;
The light s made of many dyes,
The air 1s all perfume:
There's crimson bude, and white and
blue—
The very rainbow showers
Have ;u:*lnaﬂ to blossems where they
e ]

And sown the earth with flowers.

| There's fairy tulips in the east—

The garden of the £un ;

The very streams réflect the hues,
And blossom as they run,

While morn opes like a crimson rose
Still wet with pearly showers:

‘_Than. lady, leave the silken thread
Thoa twinest into flowers.
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