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SEVEN YEARS A60
AND TO-DAY

Then He Had 6 Mules, $660
Cash and Some Equity-~Today
He Has $20,000 and Owns
2 Sections of Land.

The story of the wealth of Western

Lanada eannot be told too often; the
truth will bear repeatings. And In
telilng of it It is hoped that advantage
will be taken of the great opportuni-
ties that Western Canada offers by

those who are today struggling for a'

mere existence, by those who are oc-
<upying lands, high In price and high
in rentals.

From grain, live stock and dalrying
in 1016, there was a return from the
three Prairie Provinces of $258,000,000,
or an inerease of four million dollars:
over 10156, and 118 million dollars over
1014, \

A prominent Trust Con ipany qmq
Some of our contract holders have paid
oft thgir purchase money on lands
bought a yenr ago out of this year's
crop, and what one man ean do anoth-
er can do. Thousands of Southern Al-
berta farmers harvested an average
of 40 to B0 bushels of No. 1 wheat to

the agre. These farmers have more
real mo to spend than any other
people oh the American Continent, .J,

D. Johnston of Bladsworth, Sask., left
Johnson County, Kansas, seven years
ago. When he left he had $660 In
<ash, six mules, some settler's effects
and an equity in some prairle land.
Mr. Johnston tells his story:

“In mry seven years' residence In|
Saskatchewan, I have ralsed seven
good crops the value of this year's
crop alone being Twenty thousand dol-

lars. I now own Two Sectlons of im- |

proved land, 17 horses and mules, 40
cattlg, a large steam thresher and a
full ‘of farm machinery.”

hive made five trips to Kansas,

one trip to the Paclfic Const and re-
turn, ‘We have enjoyed the soclety of

n of people than whom none bet-
ter ¢am be found. The climate is
} and invigorating, The soll
is e and productive, well adapted

b ( e production of the best quality
and large ylelds of all cereals and
tables, wild and tnme grasses, It
Is an excellent stock country.”
- The question of tnxes is one thutl
earrles with it considerable weight.
CJoming from a man like Mr. Johnston
the same weight should be given the
answer. He says:

The tax system especlially commends
itself to me as belng simple, reason-
able and just. All direct taxes are
levied on the land at its appralsed
market value, excluslve of Improve-
ments thereon. No tax on personal
property. This tends to discournge
the holding of lands by speculators

prevent its cultivation or improve-
ment, hoping to realize profits from the
need value of thelr holdings due
to the industrial activities of the bonn
flde settlers. It ternds to encourage the

* settlers to rear substantial improve-

ments upon thelr land without paying
a penalty in the form of taxation
therefor. It encourages the ralsing of
llve stock and the possession of other
personal property necessary to the de-
velopment of the country.

“The laws are well and economically,
administered. Citizens of the Domin-

fon vote on election of members of | e e e e

parlinment and members of the Pro-
vincial assembly, while on questions
of local improvements and school mat-
ters the franchise is exereised by rate-
payers, irrespective of citizenship.

The people are enterprising, school
Tacilities are good Taxuatlon, just and
reasonable.  Military service volun-
tary.  Patriotle fervor unsurpassed,
Inw and order the rule, and erime the
rare exception, It Is the land of
banks, schools, telephones, graln ele«
vators, hroad, fertile acres, good cli-
mate, good citizenship and abounding
in opportunitles for the industrlous
man or woman of good morals, in
short, the land of promise and fulfill-
ment, T know of no better anyw here.
~—Advertisement.

Just for Show.

"Why does Mr. Grabeoin give a mu- |

&lcale once or twice n year? She has
no taste for musie,”

“That’s troe, but Mrs. Grabcoin is
the only woman in our town who can
afford to pay a grand opera star $1,000
for two or three songs and she feels
in duty bound to remind her nelghbors
of that fact.”

A MINISTER'S CONFESSION

Rev, W, H., Warner, Myersville, Md.,
‘wriles: “My trouble was selntlea. My
back was affected and took the form
of lumbago.

I also had neuralgia,
eramps in my mus-
eles, pressure or
sharp pain on the
top of my head,
and nervous dizzy
spells. I had oth-
er symptoms show-

{ ing my kidneys
were at anlt. 80 1 took Dodd's Kidney
Pills. They were the means of saving
my life. 1 write to say that your
mediclne regtored me to perfect
health.” Be sure and get “DODD'S,”
the name with the three D's for dis-
eased, disordered, deranged kidneys;
Just as Rev. Warner dld, no similarly
named article will do,—Adv.

its Sort.
“Good story this about the raitle
. L
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CHAPTER SIX.—(Continued).

“T wish T had known one like
him instead of——"'

And a clerk, worn to the pale
semblance of a real, animated,
strong man, looked at him won-
deringly, thinking:

““How can a man look like that
after a day’s work? He must be
made differently from the rest of
us.”’

Such was the elation, the fer-
vid triumph, in the soul of John
Smith because of the great man’s
' promise.

CHAPTER SEVEN.

Arriving in Washington at 7:30
in the morning, having lost but
one whole day in his trip to New
York, Smith left the sleeping car

and went straight to his apart-
ment. The fervor of triumph was
still upon him.

‘It is settled,”’ he said to him-
self, as he took a seat in the street
car in front of the station.

He gazed with new interest at

the great dome of the eapital
, glistening under the white sun-
! light.
| ‘“So many things have been
'done beneath you,”’ he said, ad-
! dressing the big pile menta.lly
“‘So many great things, so many
little things, have cast their echoes
to your roof—but nothing like
this—nothing. You zre about to
reverberate to something new,
something entirely and utterly
new.”’

He hurried through his break-
fast and went to the office build-
ing near the capitol. The one

| room he had occupied at first had
own now into three, and he had
ound it necessary to employ two
stenographers in order to keep up
with the correspondence that
poured in upon him from every
state in the union. His mail had
been stacked on his desk. The
first letter he picked up was on
Senate stationery. 1t was signed
by Thomas F'. Mallon, and it said:!
My Dear Sir:
+ Owing to the marked difference he-
tween our views on a certain public|
question which you are =o busily :|_'.',1—|
tating, and because of the rather
marked lack of any congeniallly be-
tween us, you doubtless will realize the
embarrassment that might follow our
meeting In a social way anywhere,
Consequently¥, you, do doubt, will oh-
serve the same care that 1 shall In the
future to nvoid the possibility of any

. such encounter.
I have communicated to my daughter

Very truly yours, etc.

Without reading it twice, he
tore it into small pieces, throwing
the fragments into the waste
paper basket, His face did not

|not?

»

by.’

““Good by.”

He looked at his wateh and saw
that he had only an hour in which
to dispose of the remainder of his
mail. He turned directly to the
task, going to a door and ealling
in one of the stenographers.

“*Let’s be as fast as we can, Miss
Jeliffe,”” he said quietly. “‘I’'ve an
important appointment uptown.’’

Not once had it occurred to him
that Edith Mallon could have had
the slightest thing to do with his
banish®ient from her home. Sena-
tor Mallon’s attitude did not dis-
turb him except that it struck him
as an unnecessary insolence—and
an inconvenience., If it did not
worry her, he was satisfied. Ile
would be able to deal with the sen-
ator. He had dealt with senators
before. The lobby was attacking
him in his social relations at last.
Obviously, such a motive had in-
spired Mallon. And his experience
had taught him the ease of fight-
ing people whose tactics are the
fruits of mean motives. As he
worked, his serenity was un-
ruffled.

Miss Mallon was not so fortu-
nate. She was neither serene ngs
unruffled. Bowling down Massa-
chusetts avenue in her eleetric a
few minutes before moon, she
looked at the golden brown and
russet red of the trees which
stretched, like two big folds of
fairy embroidery, on both sides of
the street. It was a day when the
world seemed awash with gold. A
touring car, erowded with girls
and young men, overtook and
sped past her. On the sidewalk,
at a eorner, an ITtalian ground his
organ while golden haired, freshly
dressed children danced to the
musie,

“In  the aggregate,’”’ she
thought, ‘““on the whole, the world
is always lovely, always beautiful,
as it is today. But, to make up
that whole, how much of pain
there is, how much of suffering!"’

ITer father's words at the
breakfast table that morning still
rang in her ears:

“I wrote to your friend Mr.
Smith yesterday, forbidding him
the house.”

What an outrage that was!
Why should anybody, her father
even, presume to say who should
be her assoeiates or who should
Of course it would be im-|¢
possible for him to come to the
house. She eould subject neither
kim nor herself to the awkward-
ness of it, but, equally, of course,

Ishe would see him quite frequent-

ly elsewhere,
Why had she committed her-

change expression. There was no
nervousness in his hands or in his
movements. He looked up Wal-
ler’s apartment telephone num-|}
ber and called for it. While he
waited for the response, he looked
through the window to the gorge-
ously eolored foliage in the capitol
grounds. His attitude was that of

any man who uses the telephone
on a matter of routine but some-
what important business.

‘““Hello!"" came Waller's voice.

‘““Good morning,"”” Smith re-
plied. “‘Sorry to bother you so
early in the day, Waller. Fact is,
I didn’t stop to think of the hour.
But there’s something 1 want you
to find out for me."

} _‘“Go ahead!’’ Sleepiness was in
Waller's tone. ““What is it?"’

‘““Get a line on why Senator
Mallon is so bitter toward me.’’

““But ean 11"

“*Certainly you can.”

‘“All right. I'll begin on it to-
day'!)

““That's the man! And I want
it as soon as I can get it.”’

““That’s me!”’

‘“And, Waller, do it quietly.”

‘“How do you mean, quietly?’

“I don’t want him or anybody
—anybody-—to know that 1 care
to find out about it.”’

“Leave it to me,”” Waller as-
sured him. ‘‘Say, where have you
beent”’

‘““New York.”

‘“ Anything doing?"’

“Yes. Meet me in Manners-
ley's committee rooms at 2 this
afternoon.’™’

‘“Mannersley’st’’
tonishment made
rattle.

*“Yes—at 2."

Waller's as-
the receiver

Al right, I'll be there. Good‘Llife, was vivid before her,

self so utterly in her own heart?
Why had she accepted, without
argument, the faet that she loved
him? Suppose sle were called on
to . explain her feeling — what
would she say? She dismissed
these reflections as rapidly as they
came. She loved him. And, sinee
she did love him, she could see no
reason for trying to disguise the
fact to herself, She was like
that.

Late the night before, with her
brain reeling from the intensity
and constancy with which she had
reviewed and re-reviewed that
scene with him when he had re-
fused her his confidence, the truth
had come to her as a eertainty, a
conviction. She knew now, Noth-
ing could have shaken her belief
in the truth of what she knew. She
knew, and she loved him. For
her, those were the only two really
important things in the world—
her belief in him, and her love for
him. She remembered a famous
evangelist having said to her
once: ‘“‘There are only two big
things in this life, Miss Mallon——
the things we do to those who love
us, ahd the things that are done to
us by those whom we love.”” That
had expressed her philosophy ex-
actly. She was going now to call
for John Smith at his office,

As far as she herself was con-
cerned, her own intentions, her
own trust in the future, nothing
annoyed her. That which did at-
tack her happiness was the fear of
what he, through his quixotic
ideas, his conseientious regard for
her, might consider it his duty to
do.
he had felt in refusing her what
she had asked, the story of his
She

[t'ﬂll(‘t'l her ‘“‘the

|

Her memory of the grief that |

fr'arm] to r!mrmq lum again,
Edith Mallon was an unnsnal

woman. Old Senator Watrus

most wonderful

among women.'' Washington is a

city famous for its men rather
than its women. The women, sur-
rounded by affairs of state, im-

mersed in a flood of political gos-
sip, breathing always the atmos-

make an effort to study and un-|
derstand the very t}nnrr in which |
their husband live and move and
have their being. Edith was one
of the two women in Washington
who read the Congressional Ree-
ord every morning. Her mornings
she kept to herself. Senators and
representatives charged with the

framing of legislation affecting
the humanities—better working
hours for women, better health

conditions, legislation affecting
food, the betterment of children’s
conditions—found her a valnable
adviser, sought her opinions on de-
tails which many hours of publie
hearing had not made clear. She
was far more than a delightful
partier at a dance, a center of
brilliance at a dinner, a woman
whom men sought in marriage.
She was a student. And, like
Cholliewollie, she knew her Wash-
ington. Cholliewollie, who knew
everybody, had told her once, at
the end of an interview with her
for his paper:

“You’d better look out for this
woman suffrage stuff. Some day
it will result in defeating your re-
vered father and making a United
States senator out of you!”’

In addition to the special and
imperious attraction John Smith
had for her, she realized to the
full the greatness of the work he
already had done. Iis conquest
of society, as Waller had pointed
out, had been complete. That had
been due entirely to the echarm of
his personality and the delightful-
ness of his wit. People had aec-
cepted him at face value. Hewas he
—that was emough. And, when the
gossip had started about his mys-
terious past, old Mrs. Grover, who
always suspected any strange man
of being a chauffeur in disguise,
had said, ‘‘If his past is as charm-
ing as his present, it has no terrors
for me’'—a sentiment that was re-
ceived as an aceurate description
of the whole ecity’s attitude to-
ward him,

But the impression he had made
on men, on officialdom, had been
far more remarkable. Congress
is like any other large assemblage
of men. It is dominated by a small
group—a little band of leaders in
the House, another in the Senate.
It must be so. Unless it were,
nothing ever econld be aeccom-
plished. And the leaders disregard
outside considerations, extraneous
issues, anything other than the
legislative program laid down in
the conferences between them-
selves and the president. That is,
they disregard it until the popular
voice—that vague, powerful, irre-
sistible  thing “hioh they call

‘public opinion’’—begins to ery
like a wanderer in the wilderness.
Even then they disregard it until
it reaches a key which shows that,
unless it is answered, vengeance
will be visited on the responsible
party at the polls.

She knew this as well as any of
the lawmakers knew it. She knew,
also, that the prohibition agita-
tion had been for 30 years a ery in
the wilderness, a eall that congress
had disregarded. Sinee she had
met Smith, she had studied that
problem as thoroughly as she had
gone into many others. She knew
the reluctance of any politician to
touch the question. She remem-
bered tho motto in Washington:
“If you're for liquor, off goes your
head; if you're against it, off it
goes.'" She knew that the bulk of
the members had proceeded on the
policy—the convenient policy—of
saying: ‘‘This is nothing for the
federal government to interfere
with. Let the states or the various
communities deal with it as they
see fit.”" Of course it was eoward-
ice, she argued, when makers of
the law kept their hands off what
they knew was an evil and ex-
cused their apathy by contentions
that contained no common sense.
But the lethargy had eontinued.

Then, when Smith had ap-
peared, his first attack had been
on what he termed ‘‘the hypoe-
risy, the smug slumber, of con-
gress.”” Ile had called them eow-

cowards would refuse to right a
wrong that was patent to all. And,
what was far more effective, he
had told them, in terms startlingly

on the country. He had made he
of the burdened women, the pa-|
thetie ruin of the men. And as is
always the case in such an agita.

ly at first—so slowly that it had
hard]\' dimmed the smiles of de-

rrmtm wlth w Innh he Il ad been wele
comed to Washington—and then
in inecreasing \olnme until mems
bers had begun te ‘‘sound out’™
the sontimcm in their districts and '
the whisky interests had sent inte

suavest men to aet as

Now the fight was on. Only |

phere of national affairs, seldom | \Iannehlr y and a majority of hig |

| committee stood in the way, re-
fusing to report to the House the
resolution anthorizing the consti-
tutional amendment. The Housa
eould not aet without anything be.
fore it. And Mannersley and his

| colleagues, for reasons known only

to themselves, shut their ears to
argument and sat, stubborn, nn-
vielding, unreachable by the

friends of prohibition, while Smith
and the organizations in sympathy
with him headed the country's
clamor,

Edith, making this mental eata- {
log of the marvelous work the
man had done, was passing La.
fayette paet on .Jackson Placa
when she eanght sight of him on
the sidewalk in front of her. Thae
first idea that eame into her mind
was that he had never looked =a
eleetrie, so—so—‘impregnabie’™
was the word she hit on finally
She drew up longside of him.

““On such a morning,”’ she in-
vited, as he stepped forward to
meet her, ‘“and with such a chauf.
feur, won't vou ecome with me?”’

She thought he hesitated for a
fractional moment. Then, stepping
around to the other side of the ma-
chine, he opened the door and took
his p]ace beside her.

‘“Anywhere,”’ he laughed, hig
eyes all complitnent, ‘“with such a
chauffeur!”’

In spite of her air of lightness,
he saw immediately that she was
troubled. He wondered if she
knew of his having received the
letter from her father.

‘““Where have you beent'’ she
inquired, as they bowled down be-
tween the White House and the
state, war and navy building, to-
ward Potomae park.

““I'm just back from the British
embassy,’’ ke explained.

‘“And the secret mission?”’

““The ambassador wanted to tell
me that Lord Kitchener is about
to issue a proeclamation asking the
people of Great Britain to cooper-
ate in his plan to keep liquor out
of the army on the continent. You
know, the ambassador got from
me some months ago data about
the physical effects of alcohol on
the men.”’

“Isn’t that splendid!’’ she ap-
plauded. ‘‘The Russians have
come to the same way of thinking.
The countess told me yesterday
that the ezar is immensely pleased
with the effects of his order prod
hibiting vodka drinking while the
military operations continue. He
is so pleased with the benefits te
the peasantry that he has in
structed his advisers to draw up a
financial scheme which will make
the government independent of
the revenue it now gets from vod,
ka. He wants no more of it im|
Russia.”’

‘“And yet,”” he said indignantly
““we Americans, who boast of am
common sense, submit to whisly "

She turned the machine to ihe
right, past the Corcoran art gra[
lery.

‘‘Have yon time for a run ]ﬂlllld
the speedwa_v?’

Her manner was suddenly quite
grave.

““Oh, yes,”” he answered, look!
ing at her keenly. !

“‘There is something T want te |
talk to you about,’’ she continued, |

‘““something that troubles mq
greatly.”’ [
“I think,”” he said, his voies |

warm mth gratitude, ‘T know
what it is.’ [
“But I am wondering,’”’ shq
mused gently, will
say." .
She had turned sharply to thed !
right again, taking the long, flai
road that leads straight into the
west and seems to run sheet
against the Virginia foothills, the
white columns of Arlington, and
the flags of Fort "&va
‘Is it,”’ he asked,
as that?"’
‘‘Quite,’”’ she said, turning tae
him so that he saw all the grave
loveliness of her face.

‘IIAI’TLR FI( H'T.

*“what you

‘80 se I‘l(’IN! i

ards openly, had stated in his]| ¢ .
speeches and interviews that only the thing his trip to New Yorf

clear, of the woe aleohol brought | morning,’
fo ﬂm people, of the waste it put|to make it easier for her, |

tion, the response had eome, slm\-}
Inl her breath between her lips.

He had mtpndod to tell her ef

| had developed, but his thought of
| her trouble kept him silent for 1ho
moment.

‘I got your father’s letter— ﬂus
* he said at last, seeking |

He was wondering tha* she

public see the individual sorrows should be so friendly, so person-

ally -interested, toward him after

||‘Il‘1 behavior two days before at

her home.
There was a sharp little intake |

(Lominued' Next Week.)

Washington a regiment of their !
| smoothest,
lobbyists. i

: “CASCARETS” ACT

ON 11YER; BOWELS

Mo sick headache, bilicusness,
bad taste or clmshpatmn
hy morning.

Get a 10-cent box.

Are you keeping your bowels, liver,
pnd stomach clean, pure and frech
with Cascarets, or meroly forcing =
passageway every few days with
salts, Cathartic Piils, Castor Qil or
Purgatlive Waters?

Stop having a bowel wash«lay. Let
Cascarets thoroughly eleanse and reg-
glate the stomach, remosve the sour
and fermenting food and foul gases,
take the e¢xcass bile from the liver
and carry out of the system all the
constipated ‘waste matter and poisons:

| in the bowels.

A Cascaret to-nmight will make youw
feel great by morning. They work
while you sleep—never gripe, sicken
or cause any ineonvenience, and cost
only 10 cents a bex from vour store,
Millions of men and women take a
Cascaret new and then and never
have Headache, Bilionsness, Coated
Tongue, Indigestion, Sour Stomach: ar
Constipation. Adv.

Just to Show Them.
“So you have been on a visit to xour
boyhood home?”
“Yes,"” replied the prosperous-looking
citizen,

“‘How dear to my heart ame the

| Seenes of my ehildhood when fend rec-

» e

| ollection presents them to view.

“I know that’s what the poet wrote,
but my principal ebject in going back
was to show the people there that ‘that
dirty-faced good-for-nothing Johnson
boy' has amounted to sometding in the
world.”

ACTRESS TELLS SECRET.

A well known actress gives the follow-
ing recipe for gray hair: To half t of
water add 1 oz. Bay Rum, a small of
Barbo Compound, and 134 oz of glygdrine,
Any druggist can put this up or ¥ an
mix it at home at very little egst, 11
directions for making and use in
each box of Barbo €Compound It s
gradually darken streaked, foded gray
halr, and make it soft and glossy. It will

| mot color the scalp, is not sticky er

greasy, and does mot rub off. Adv.

Psychical Research at Haruard.

Provision has been made in the de-
partment of pgychology at Harvard for
the investigation df such “saperusual”
phenomena as may seem to belong to
mental secience. In other words,

| psychical research may be underfaken,

Work has begun by testing the tele-
pathic sensitiveness of people in gen-
eral. This leads the Unpopular Maoga-
zine to say: “It is hoped that in time
they will investigate it in people show-
ing signs of possessing it. Perhaps,
however, as tests improve, they may
find that everybody possessts it in
some degree Just as Sir Wiliam
Crookes satisfied himself in his labor-
atory that everybody possesses tele-
kinetic power in some degree. Of
course imstrumenis for Ineasuring
either can hardly be said yet to exist,
though Sir Williams' tests had some
quantitative features.”
He Brightened Up.

A mewsy was standing In a doorway

in Nashvilla, Tenn., sobbing piteously,

(in expectation of getting rid of his

papers to some charitably inclined
person unused to his stereotyped tale
of a sieck mother and nothing to eat
in the house.

The editor of the big daily he ear-
ried, unknewn to the boy, happened
along.

“Get ouf in the street and ery out
what's in the paper, instead of whim-
pering there in that corner ! he ealled

eut,
“Huh!" answered the boy,
nautin’ in ic!”

“there's

SPEED

combined with
good judgment
counts in business
now-a-days.

Grape-Nuts

FOOD

supplies balanced
nourishment for
sturdy muscles
and active brains.

“There’s a Reason”

No change in price, quality
or size of package,
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