
DEVELOPMENT OF 
CENTRAL CANADA 

THE STORY OF BIG YIELDS OF 
GRAIN COMES FROM EVERY 

SECTION. 

When the man in the States was 
told that he could get 160 acres of 
land in Central Canada—comprising 
the provinces of Manitoba, Saskatche- 
wan and Alberta—that under cultiva- 
tion would produce from 20 to 30 bush- 
els of wheat to the acre, or if seeded 
to oats the yield would be 40 to 60 
bushels, he was skeptical. The same 

story wms told the man who wished to 
get nearer to existing lines of rail- 
way, and was only asked to pay $10 
to $12 an acre. But many tried it, 
some one plan and some another. The 
man who accepted the 160 acres as a 
free gift, as a homestead, and was 

willing to put in the required resi- 
dence duties of three years has now 
a farm wyorth from fifteen to twenty 
dollars an acre. The man who chose 
to purchase, and did so, took up his 
residence just the same. He has land, 
that, in many cases, is worth twrice 
the money he paid for it. Both have 
found that the story of splendid yields 
was verified. They have had crops 
exceeding that promised; they have 
seen oats that yielded 100 bushels to 
the acre, and have grown wheat that 
averaged 40 and as high as 50 bushels 
to the acre. Their wheat wras not a 
57 lb. to the bushel article but 62 and 
63 lbs. They have seen within the 
past year or two trunk lines of rail- 
way constructed through their district, 
and throwing out branch lines to the 
gates of their farm. They have seen 
schools established in their neigh- 
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tributing largely to their expense. 
Churches have been erected, villages 
have been established, towns have 
sprung into existence and cities are 

rapidly springing up, as if the magic 
hand of some unseen conjurer was at 
work. But it was not; it was the le- 
gitimate offering of the wealth of the 
field which made all these things come 

about, naturally, and easy. The prai- 
rie that three years ago was merely 
prairie, a patch of brown, just waiting 
for the ploughman, is to-day dotted 
with tilled farms and splendid homes. 
The line of elevators with their glis- 
tening metalled fireproof sides and 
roofs, indicate the location of the 
town and the railroad. There is the 
glow of newness about it all, but the 
elevator, the splendid store buildings 
and the comfortable hostelries denote 
wealth, beyond that of the strength 
of the man who fashioned and built 
them but the wealth of the soil, which 
means that the newness will be fol- 
lowed by a steady growth. The writer 
recently was a passenger over the 
Grand Trunk Pacific, the latest fac- 
tor in this great marvelous field of 
development. The rapidity with which 
towns were being built up, the farm- 
steads occupied, was something even 

his experienced eye had not looked 
for. Everywhere along the line of 
this new transcontinental was the dis- 
tinguishing mark of progress. There 
was not a mile of the length of thd 
road from Winnipeg to Edmonton and 
west that did not bear token of its 
ability to pay tribute to the revenue 

of the road. Mention is made of this 
line, not because it is the last in 
the field, but because it is one of the 
best built roads on the Continent and 
traverses one of the best districts 
of an excellent country. It is well 
operated, and already has gone into 
active service as another means of 
making it possible to secure more 

speedily transit from the grain fields 
to the shipping centres. It had been 
the intention in this article to have 
spoken of some of the yields of grain 
that have made the farmers of Cen- 
tral Canada contented this year, but 
space will not permit, so that delight- 
ful task will be taken up in another 
issue. In the meantime it would be 
well for the reader, if he is interest- 
ed, to put himself in touch with some 
official of the Canadian Government 
and get information that might be use- 
ful in making a selection for a home 
in Central Canada, and become one 
of those who will be instrumental in 
building up a great country to the 
north. In doing so, you will be as- 

sisting the United States. In a few 
years’ time the United States will be 
a wheat importer. Canada will sup- 
ply the wheat and you will be one of 
the producers. 

HER HEAVY WORK. 

Applicant—Will I be expected to do 
all the heavy work, sir? 

Mr. Jiggs—Oh, no. My wife always 
makes the biscuit! 

When the Sleeper Wakes. 
“John!" she exclaimed, jabbing her 

elbow Into his ribs at 2:17 a. m., "did 
>ou look at the kitchen door?" And 

John, who is inner guard, and was 

just then dreaming over last evening's 
lodge meeting, sprang up in bed, made 
the proper sign, and responded: 
“Worthy ruler, our portals are guard- 
ed." Oh, he hit the title right, even 

if he was asleep.—United Presby- 
terian. 

The Amerfcan Passion. 
Knicker—What do you think of the 

airship in commerce? 
Bocker—Fine; it will give a chance 

for passing a lot more laws. 

Hamlins Wizard Oil will knock the 
spots off a sore throat. It’s use makes 
tonsilitis, quinsy and diphtheria impossi- 
ble. It is simply great for the relief of 
all pain, soreness and inflammation. 

When a man trades his money for 

experience, it is difficult to con- 

vince him that a fair exchange is no 

robbery. 

break up that cough 
with Allen’s I,untc Balsam, the popular family 
remedy. It enres where other remedies fail. All 
dealers. ;>5e. 50o.tl.U0 bottles. 

When some people talk it is a waste 

oi lime to yawn. 
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Miss Patricia Holbrook and Miss Helen 
Holbrook, her niece, were entrusted to 
the care of Raurance Donovan, a writer, 
summering near Port Annandale, Miss 
Patricia confided to Donovan that she 
feared her brother Henry, who, ruined by 
a bank failure, had constantly threatened 
her for money from his father’s will, of 
which Mi9s Patricia was guardian. They 
came to Port Annandale? to escape Henry. 
Donovan sympathized with the two 
women. He learned of Miss Helen’s an- 

noying suitor. Donovan discovered and 
captured an intruder, who proved to be 
Reginald Gillespie, suitor for the hand of 
Miss Helen Holbrook. Gillespie disap- 
peared the following morning. A rough 
sailor appeared and was ordered away. 
Donovan saw Miss Holbrook and her fa- 
ther meet on friendly terms. Donovan 
fought an Italian assassin. He met the 
man he supposed was Holbrook, but who 
said he was Hartridgp. a canoe-maker. 
After a short discussion Donovan left 
surlily. Gillespie was discovered by Don- 
ovan presenting a country church with 
$1,000. Gillespie admitted he knew of Hol- 
brook’s presence. Miss Pat acknowledged 
to Donovan that Miss Helen had been 
missing for a few hours. While riding 
in a launch, the Italian sailor attempted 
to molest the trio, but failed. Miss I at 
announced her intention of fighting Henry 
Holbrook and not seeking another hiding 
place. Donovan met Helen in garden at 
night. Duplicity of Helen was confessed 
by the young lady. She admitted conniving 
with her father despite her aunt’s 
precautions, in a night meeting with Don- 
ovan. 

CHAPTER IX.—Continued. 
“Do you mean to tell me that you 

have not talked with your father—that 
you have not seen him here?” I be- 

sought. 
“Yes; I have seen him—once, and 

it was by accident. It was quite by ac- 

cident.” 
“Yes; I know of that—” 
“Then you have been spying upon 

me, Mr. Donovan!” 
"Why did you tell me that outrage- 

ously foolish tale about your chess 
game, when I knew exactly where you 
were at the very hour you would have 
had me think you were dutifully en- 

gaged with your aunt? It seems to 

me. my dear Miss Holbrook, that that 
is not ■so easy of explanation, even to 

my poor wits.” 
“That was without purpose; really 

it was! 1 was restless and weary from 
so much confinement; you can’t know 
how dreary these late years have been 
for us—for me—and I wished just 
once to be free. 1 went for a long 
walk into the country. And if you 
saw me, if you watched me—” 

I gazed at her blankly. The thing 
could not have been better done on 

the stage; but Miss Pat was walking 
toward us, and I put an end to the 
talk. 

“I came upon him by accident—I 
had no idea he was here,” she per- 
sisted. 

“You are not growing tired of us,” 
began Miss Pat, with her brave, beau- 
tiful smile; “you are not anxious to be 
rid of us?” 

I certainly am not, X replied. I 
can't tell you' how glad I am that you 
have decided to remain here. I am 

quite sure that with a little patience 
we shall wear out the besiegers. Our 
position here has. you may say. the 
strength of its weakness. ^1 think the 

policy of the enemy is to\arass you 
by guerrilla methods—to annoy you 
and frighten you into submission.” 

“Yes; I believe you are right," she 
said slowly. Helen had walked on, 
and I loitered beside Miss Pat. 

“I hope you have had no misgivings, 
Miss Pat, since our talk yesterday.” 

“None whatever." she replied, quick- 
ly. “I am quite persuaded in my own 

mind that I should have been better 
off if I had made a stand long ago. I 
don’t believe cowardice ever pays, do 
you?” 

She smiled up at me in her quick, 
bright way, and I was more than ever 
her slave. 

"Miss Holbrook, you are the bravest 
woman in the world! I believe you are 

right. I think I should be equal to ten 
thousand men with your spirit to put 
heart into me.” 

"Don't be foolish,” she said, laugh- 
ing. "But to show you that I am not 
really afraid, suppose you offer to take 
us for a drive this evening. I think it 
would be well for me to appear to-day, 
just to show the enemy that we are 
not driven to cover by our Jittle ad- 
venture in the launch yesterday.” 

“Certainly! Shall we carry out- 
riders and a rear guard?” 

"Not a bit of it. I think we may be 
able to shame my brother out of his 
evil intentions by our defenselessness." 

We waited for Helen to rejoin us, 
and the drive was planned for five. 
Promptly on the hour, after a day of 
activity on my part in cruising the, 
lake, looking for signs of the enemy, 
we set forth it* an open trap, and 
plunged into country roads that trav- 
ersed territory new to all of us. I car- 
ried Ijima along, and when, after a 
few miles, Helen asked to take the 
reins, I changed seats with her, and 
gave myself up to talk with Miss Pat. 
The girl's mood was grave, and she 
wished to drive, 1 fancied, as an ex- 
cuse for silence. The land rolled grad- 
ually away into the south and west, 
and we halted, in an hour or so, far 
from the lake, on a wooded eminence 
that commanded a long sweep in every 
direction, and drew into the roadside. 
Ijima opened a gate that admitted us 
to a superb maple grove, and in a few 
minutes we were having tea from the 
hamper in the cheeriest mood in the 
world. The sun was contriving new 
marvels in the west, and the wood 
that dipped lakeward beneath us gave 
an illusion of thick tapestry to the 
eye. 

“We could almost walk to the lake 
over the trees,” said Miss Pat. “It's a 

charming picture.” 
Then, as we all turned to the lake, 

seeing it afar across the tree-tops 
through the fragrant twilight, I saw 
the Stiletto standing out boldly upon 
the waters of Annandale, with a lan- 
guid impudence that I began to as- 

sociate with its slim outlines and 
snowy canvas. Other craft were 
abroad, and Miss Pat, I judged, spoke 
only of the pretti.ness of the general 
landscape, and there was, to be sure, 
no reason why the sails of the Stiletto 
should have had any particular signifi- 
cance for her. Helen was still looking 

■ \ \ \ 
He Stepped Close to Me Threateningly. 

down upon the lake when Miss Pat 
suggested that we should go home; 
and even after her aunt called to her, 
the girl still stood, one hand resting 
upon the trunk of a great beech, her 

gaze bent wistfully, mournfully to- 
ward the lake. But on the homeward 
drive—she had asked for the reins 

again—her mood changed abruptly, 
and she talked cheerily, often turning 
her head—a scarlet-banded sailor hat 

was, I thought, remarkably becoming 
—to chaff about her skill with the 
reins. 

"I haven’t a care or trouble in the 
world,” declared Miss Pat when I left 
them at St. Agatha’s. ‘‘I am sure that 
we have known the worst that can 

happen to us in Annandale. I refuse 
to be a bit frightened after that 
drive.” 

“It was charming,” said Helen. 
“This is better than the English lake 

country, because it isn't so smoothed 
out.” 

“I will grant you all of that,” I said. 
“I will go further and admit—what is 
much for me—that it is almost equal 
to Killarney.” 

There seemed to be sincerity in 
their good spirits, and I was myself 
refreshed and relieved as I drove into 
Glenarm; but I arranged for the same 

guard as on the night before. Helen 
Holbrook’s double-dealing created a 

condition of affairs that demanded 
cautious handling, and I had no inten- 
tion of being caught napping. 

From the window of my room I saw 

the Japanese boy patrolling the walks 
of St. Agatha's. A buckboard of young- 
sters from Port Annandale passed in 
the road, leaving a trail of song be- 
hind them. Then the frog choruses 
from the little brook that lay hidden 
in the Glenarm wood sounded in my 
ears with maddening Iteration, and I 
sought the open. 

The previous nlsht I had met Helen 
Holbrook by the stone seat on the 
ridge, and I cannot deny that it was 

with the hope of seeing her again that 
i set forth. She was beautiful with a 

rare loveliness at all times, yet I found 
myself wondering whether, on the 
strange frontiers of love, it was her 
daring duplicity that appealed to me. 

I set myself stubbornly into a pillory 
reared of my own shame at the 
thought, and went out and climbed 
upon the Glenarm'wall and stared at 
the dark bulk of St. Agatha’s as I pun- 
ished myself for having entertained 
any other thought of Helen Holbrook 
than of a weak, vain, ungrateful girl, 
capable of making sad mischief for 
her benefactor. 

Ijima passed and repassed in the 
paved walk that curved among tHe 
school buildings; I heard his step, and 
marked his pauses as he met the gar- 
dener at the front door by an arrange- 
ment that I had suggested. As I con- 
sidered 'the matter I concluded that 
Helen Holbrook could readily slip out 
at the back of the house, when the 
guards thus met, and that she had 
thus found egress on the night before. 

At this moment the two guards met 
precisely at the front door, and to my 
surprise Sister Margaret, in the brown 
garb of her sisterhood, stepped out, 
nodded to the watchmen in the light 
of the overhanging lamp, and walked 
slowly round the buildings and toward 
the lake. The men promptly resumed 
their patrol. The sister slipped away 
like a shadow through the garden; 
and I dropped down from the wall in- 
side the school park and stole after 
her. The guards were guilty of no 

impropriety in passing her; there was, 
to be sure, no reason why Sister Mar- 
garet should not do precisely as she 
liked at St. Agatha’s. However, my 
curiosity was piqued, and I crept quiet-, 
ly along through the young maples 
that fringed the wall. She followed a 
path that led down to the pier, and I 
hung back to watch, still ’believing 
that Sister Margaret had gone forth 
merely to enjoy the peace and beauty 
of the night. I paused in a little thick- 
et, and heard her light step on the 
pier flooring; and I drew as near as I 
dared, in the shadow of the boathouse. 
She stood beside the upright staff 

from which the pier lights swung— 
the white lantern between the two red 
ones—looking out across the lake. The 
li^V' outlined her tall figure distinct- 
ly. t-ne'-ed about enviously sev- 

eral ; s. r.n 1 I he rd th' impatient 
tap ot I.-, r frot oil the ! ks. In the 
lake soundc 1 the f. ut gurgle of water 
round a paddle, and in a moment *a 
canoe glided to the pier and a man 

stepped out. He bent down to seize 
the painter, and I half turned away, 
ashamed of the sheer curiosity that 
had drawn me after the sister. Nuns 
who chafe at their prison bars are not 
new, either to romance or history; 
and this surely was no affair of mine. 
Then the man stood up, and I saw that 
it was Gillespie. He was hatless, and 
his arms were bared. He began to 
speak, but she quieted him with a 

word; and as with a gesture she flung 
back her brown hood, I saw that it 
was Helen Holbrook. 

“I had given you up,” she said. 
He took both her hands and held 

them, bending toward her eagerly. She 
seemed taller than he in the lantern 
light. 

“I should have come across the 
world,” he said. 

“You must believe that I should not 
have asked this of you if I had not be- 
lieved you could do it without injury 
to yourself—that it would impose no 
great burden on you, and that you 
would not think too ill of me—” 

“I love you; I am here because 1 
love you!” he said: and I thought bet- 
ter of him than I had. He was a fool, 
and weak; but he was, I believed, an 
honest fool, and my heart grew hot 
with jealous rage as I saw them there 
together. 

”If there is more I can do!” 
“No; and I should not ask you if 

there were. I have gone too far, as it 
is,” she sighed. 

“You must take no risks; you must 
take care that Miss Pat knows noth- 
ing.” 

“No; f must see father. He must 
go away. I believe he has lost his 
senses from brooding on his troubles.” 

"But how did he ever get here? 
There is something very strange 
about it.” 

“Oh, I knew he would follow us! 
But I did not tell him I was coming 
fcere—I hope you did not believe that 
of me. I did not tell him any more 
than I told you.” 

He laughed softly. 
“You did not need to tell me; I 

could have found you anywhere in the 
world, Helen. That man Donovan is 
watching you like a hawk; but he's a 
>retty good fellow, with a Milesian joy 
u a row. He's going to protect Miss 

Pat and you if ho dies at the busi- 
ness.” 

She shrugged her shoulders, and I 
uw her disdain of nte in her face. A 
•etty conspiracy this was, and I 
emed to be only the crumpled wrap- 

ing of a pack of cards, with no part 
a the game. 

Gillespie drew an envelope from his 
pocket, held it to the white lantern for 
an instant, then gave it. to her. 

‘‘I telegraphed to Chicago for a 

draft. He will have to leave here to 
get it—the bank at Annandale carries 
no such sum; and it will be a means 
of getting rid of him.” 

“Oh, I only hope he will leave—he 
must—he must!” she cried. 

“You must go back," he said. “These 
matters will all come right in the end, 
Helen," he added, kindly. “There is 
one thing I do not understand. 

"The thing that troubles me is that 
your father was here before you.” 

“No—that isn't possible; I can't be- 
lieve it.” 

“He had engaged the Stiletto before 
you came to Annandale; and while I 
was tracing you across the country he 
was already here somewhere. He 
amuses himself with the yacht.” 

“Yes, I know; he is more of a men- 
ace that way—always in our sight— 
always where I must see him!” 

Her face, clearly lighted by the lan- 
terns, was touched with anxiety and 
sorrow, and I saw her, with that pret- 
tiest gesture of woman's thousand 
graces—the nimble touch that makes 
sure no errant bit of hair has gone 
wandering—lift her hand to her head 
for a moment. The emerald ring 
flashed in the lantern light. I recall 
a thought that occurred to me there— 
that the widow's peak, so sharply 
marked in her forehead, was like the 
finger-prints of some playful god. She 
turned to go, but he caught her hands. : 

“Helen!” he cried, softly. 
“No! Please don't!” 
She threw the nun's hood over her 

head and walked rapidly up the pier 
an'' s*cle away through the garden to- 
'""rd St. Agatha's. Gillespie listened 

her step to die away, then he 
hed heavily and bent down to draw 

u his canoe. When I touched him 
cn ’be shoulder he rose and lifted the 
paddle menacingly. 

“Ah, so it’s. our young and gifted 
Irish friend!” he said, grinning. “No 
more sprinting stunts for me! I de- 
ciine to run. me tnougnt or aspara- 
gus and powdered glass saddens me. 
Look at these hands—these little 
hands still wrapped in mystical white 
rags. I have bled at every pore to 
give you entertainment, and now it’s 
got to be 20 paces with bird-guns.” 

“What mischief are you in now?” I 
demanded, angrily. “I thought I 
warned you, Gillespie; I thought I 
even appealed to your chivalry.” 

“My dear fellow, everything has 
changed. If a nun in distress ap- 
peals to me for help, 1 am Johnny-on- 
the-spot for Mother Church.” 

“That was not the sister, it was 
Miss Holbrook. I saw her distinctly; 
I heard—” 

“By 'Jove, this is gallant of you, 
Donovan! You are a marvelous fel- 
low!” 

“I have a right to ask—I demand to 
know what it was you gave the girl.” 

“Matinee tickets—the American girl 
without matinee tickets is a lonely 
pleiad bumping through the void.” 

“You are a contemptible ass. Your 
conduct is scoundrelly. If you want 
to see Miss Holbrook, why don't you 
go to the house and call on her like a 

gentleman? And as for her—” 
“Yes; and as’ for her—?” 
He stepped close to me, threaten- 

ingly. 
"As for her, she may go too far!” 
“She is not answerable to you. She’s 

the finest girl in the world, and if you 
intimate—” 

“I intimate nothing. But what I saw 
and heard interested me a good deal, 
Gillespie.” 

“What you heard by stealth, creep- 
ing about here at night, prying into 
other people's affairs!" 

“I have pledged myself to care for 
Miss Pat.” 

“It's noble of you, Donovan!” aDd 
he stepped away from me. grinning. 
"Miss Pat suggests nothing to me hut 
’button, button, who's got the button?’ 
She’s a bloomin’ aristocrat; while I'm 
the wealth-cursed child of democracy.” 

“You're a charming specimen!” I 
growled. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

Humor In Students’ Papers 
Some Good “Howlers” Sent to U» 

from England. 

An article on “Examination Humor" 
in an English periodical called “Nor- 
mal Echoes,” contains some good 
howlers.” They are none the less 

interesting for coming from students 
in training for teachers. A criticism 
of William Blake that “as a child he 
was precocious In poetry, but in later 
years it developed into dogmatism” 
is a lesson In the art of being inarticu- 
late, while the remark that “the works 
of the time were mostly Satyrs” is 
quaint though obvious. The transla- 
tion of “Caviare to the general” as 
"they gave the best of fish to the 
servant” is worth thinking out, and so 
is the note on Wordsworth’s great line 
in the ode, “the winds come to me 
from the fields of sleep,” as “found 
In Old Immortality, means that the 
wind blew across the flowers.” Of 
course, there is boggling over proper 
names. There is nothing, indeed, so 

good as the description of Cromwell 
as "a man with coarse features and 
having a large, red nose with deep 
religious convictions beneath,” or 
the case of the “lapsed man” who, hav- 
ing by way of exception attended 
church, admitted to the rector's wife 
that he had benefited, for he had 
learned that Sodom and Gomorrah 
were two cities, whereas he had al- 
ways thought, they were man and ! 
wife. 

The Berkshire Breed. 
The Massachusetts maid was in a 

romantic mood. 
“I am dreaming,” she murmured, 

poetically, “dreaming of the dear old 
Berkshires of Cky native state.” 

“Berkshire® ?* echoed the Chicago 
youth, somewhat bewildered. “Er_ 
was your father in the perk-raising 
business?” 

And the look that the Massachusetts 
maid gave him would have congested 
radium. 
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WAS A CASE OF EMERGENCY 

Hers, If Ever, Was a Time When 

Telegraphic Limitations Were 
to Be Deplored. 

Wilbur Wright was discussing in 

Dayton, a very imaginative magazine! 
story about aeroplanes. 

"The story," he said, “was full of 
errors. Aeroplanes can't do what this 
chap claims. He doesn't understand 
them. 

"In fact, he's like old George Ket- ( 
tie of Trotwood. George rushed into ■ 

the Trotwood telegraph office the oth- 
er day with a small package wrapped 
in a newspaper under his arm. 

'Telegraph this to my wife down 
to Dayton, Harvey,' he said to the 

telegraph clerk, thrusting the package 
through the little window. 

“‘No, no, George; we can't do any- ; 
thing like that,’ laughed the clerk. 

‘Drat ye,' said George, angrily, ‘ye 
got to do it. It's my wife's teeth.’ 

An Artistic Rebuke. 
A well-known clergyman was trav- 

eling in a non-smoking compartment 
of a train going north. As soon as 

the train was well on its way, the only : 

other occupant, without asking per- | 
mission of his fellow traveler, coolly 
lit a cigarette. The reverend gen- j 
tleman was relieved, as he wanted to 
smoke himself, but had been afraid 
lest his companion might object. But 
the opportunity was too good to be 
lost. Drawing out his pipe he leaned 
forward, and, with an ingratiating 
smile, blandly inquired: “Would you 
object if I were to smoke?" 

Ready with Explanation. 
A rector of Eltliam once gave out 

the words: "Who art thou?” and, as 

he paused for a moment, an officer in 
uniform, who had just entered the 
church, suddenly halted, and taking 
the question as personal, promptly re- 

plied: “Sir, 1 am the recuiting officer 
of the Sixteenth Foot, and, having my 
wife and daughter with me, should be 
glad to make the acquaintance of the 
clergy and gentry of the neighbor- 
hood.” 

The Doctor's Fault. 
Judge—I am led to understand you 

stole the watch of the doctor who 
had just written a prescription for 
you at the free dispensary. What have 
you to say to this charge? 

“Well, your honor. I found myself in 
a desperate quandary. His prescrip- 
tion said ‘a spoonful every hour,’ and 
I had no timepiece." 

Then They Came to Blows. 
“What started the fight between 

Lobster and Shrimp?” 
“Why, Shrimp called Lobster a 

•measly little shrimp,’ and he called 
Shrimp a ‘lobster.’ 

Salesmen—Best Commission Offer 
on Earth. New—all retailers—sam- 
ples, coat pocket. “Boston," Dept. C 1, 
Iowa City, Iowa. 

Elucidated. 
Stella—What is the law of heredity? \ 
Bella—That all undesirable traits I 

come from the other parent. 
PILES CURED 1ST6 TO 14 DAYS. 

PAtO OINTM KNT1 s gnaranteed to cnre anv case of itching. Olind. Blooding or Protruding pile, in 6 to 14 days or money refunded. 50o. 

Compliments should be thoroughly 
Fletcherized before they are swal- ! 
lowed. 

Sirs. Vi Inslaw'a Soothing Syrup. 
For children teething, soften* the gurae, reduce* In- 
nomination, allays pain,cure* wind collo 25cabotUe. 

Gossips multiply everything they 
hear by two. ! 

WESTERN CANADA 
Senator Dolliver, of Iowa, says: — 

“The stream of emigrants from the United States 
Canada will continue.” 

Senator Dolliver recently paid a 
visit to Western Canada, 
and says: •‘There is a 
land hunger in the hearts 
of English sneaking peo- 
ple; this will account for 
the removal of so many 
Iowa farmer* to Canada. 
Our people are pleased 
with its Government and 
the excellent adminis- 
tration of luw, and they 
are coming to you in 
tens of thousands, and 
they nre still coming.'* 

Iowa contributed large- 
ly to the 70,000 Ameri- 

can farmers who made Canada 
their home during; 11)00. 
Field crop returns alone 
during yearadded tothew culth 
of the country upwards of 

$170,000,000.00 
Grain growing, mixed farm* 

Ing, cattle raising and dairying 
are all profitable. Free Home- 
steads of 160 acres are to be 
had in the very best district:*, 
160 ac re pre-emptions at $3.00 
per acre within certain areas. 
Schools and churches In every 
settlement, climate unexcelled, 
soil the richest,wood, water and 
building material plentiful. 

For particulars na to location, low 
settlers’ railway rates and descrip- 
tive illustrated pamphlet, “Last 
Best West," and other informa- 
tion, write to Bup’t of Immigra- 
tion, Ottawa, Can., cr to Caaauian 
Government Agent. 

W. V. BENNETT 
Room 4 Bee blog. Omaha. Neb. 

(Use address nearest you.) (3) 

The Army of 
Constipation 
It Growing Smaller Every Day. 
CARTER’S LITTLE 
LIVER PILLS are 

they permanently 
cure Ccr.itipa' 
tion. Mil- 
lions use 
them for 
Bilious- 
nest, uaigesuon, aicx neaaacne, ouww juo. 

SMALL PILL. SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE 
GENUINE must bear signature: 

Worms 
“Cascarets are certainly fine. I gave a friend 

one when the doctor was treating him for cancer 
ot the stomach. The next morning he passed four pieces of a tape worm. He then get a box 
and in three days he passed a tape-worm 45 feel 
ton*. It was Mr. Matt Freck, of Milleraburg, Dauphin Co., Pa. Iam quite a worker for Casca- 
rets. I use them myself and find them beneficial 
for most any disease caused by impure blood." 

Chas. B. Condon. Lewiston, Pa., (Mifflin Co.) 
CUT THIS OUT, mall it with your ad- 
dress to Sterling Remedy Company, Chi- 
cago, Illinois, and receive a handsome 
souvenir gold lion Bon FREE. ft>l 

LIVE STOCK AND 
MISCELLANEOUS 

Electrotypes 
IN GREAT VARIETY 
FORj SALE oAT THE 
LOWEST PRICES BY 

WESTERN NEWSPAPER UNION 
554 W. Adams St., Chicago 

I—.. , ■! ««■■■ ! — <■ 11 

We Cnve A<way 
Absolutely Free of Costr 

The People’s Common Sense Medical Adviser, in Plain * 

English, or Medicine Simplified, by R. V. Pierce, M. D., Chief Consulting Physician to the Invalids’ Hotel and Sur- 
gical Institute at Buffalo, a book of 1008 large pages and 

-—“V. * covcrs> 10 “r one sending 21 one-ceot 
jtampsto cover cost of mailing only, or, in French Cloth binding for 31 stamp” Over 680,000 copies of this complete Family Doctor Book were sold in cloth binding at regular price of $1.50. Afterwards, one and a half million copies were given away as above. A new, up-to-date revised edition is now readv for moiling. Better send NOW, before all are gone. Address World’s Dis- mnsahv Medical Association, R. V. Pierce, M. D., President, Buffalo, N. Y. 

DR. PIERCE’S FAVORITE PRESCRIPTION 
THE ONE REMEDY for woman's peculiar ailments good enough that its makers are not afraid ito print on its outside wrapper its 
every ingredient. No Secrets-No Deception. 
THE ONE REMEDY for women which contains no alcohol and 
no habit-forming drugs. Made from native medicinal forest roots ^ well established curative value. 


