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The readezs of this paper will be pleas-
ed to learn that there is at least one
dreaded disease that science has been

able tocure im gll its stages, and that is,

Catarrh. Hall's Catarrh Cure is the
only positive cure now known to the
medical fraternity. Catarrh being a
constitutional disease, requires a con-
stitutional treatment. Hall’s Catarrh
Cure is taken internally acting directly
on the blood and mucous surface of the
system, thereby destroy‘ng the found-
ationof the disease, and giving the
patient strength by building up the con-
stitution and assisting nature in doing
its work. T oprietors have somuch
faith in its cufative powers that they
offer One Hundred Doliars for any case
that it fails to cure. Send for list of
“testimonials.

Aidress F. J. CHENEY & CO. To-

fedo, O. :
Sold by all Druggists, 75¢.

Take Hall’s Family Pills for consti-
pation.

Red (lover.
Oae reason for the great porn
larity of the red elover plant i the
ease with it lends i'self to therota-
tions whieh have byn praciised in
the sections t wiich it is ad yt d.
The fact thet it "liv:e bt two
-years necessitates a rathar short
rotstion on the farm, e pecill
when the clover is seeded

Meadows aud pasfuie: rouiain-
ing clover ant gr .4 mix:1 are as-
aally held thrss or foar years, even
though very 1 ttle clover may re-
min during the rast year or two.
“The value ot red clover on the farm
mokae it usually desirable that a
considerable area of the farm be

at all times seeded to this crop.

The possibil'i y of obtaining a
grain crop during the season when
the red (1 ver is muking its early
growth m:k'og the ut1 zition of
this legume in maintaining 80i]

fertility a thoughly practic: b'e one |

not ¢-1ling for an undus amount of
special preparation of fert lizers to

maintain successful stands upon
thoa ordinary farm, If the land, be
in a somewhat deplsted condition
as regards fertillity, a three-year
rotation with clover is  best, al-
though on better soils a four-year-
.or even a five-year rotation may
le practicable.

The Illiaois Experiment Station
has shown as a resnlt of a 30-year
test that corn on land continuously
bas produced 25 bushels to the acre;
corn, alternated with cate, 43 has-
hele; while corn, oats acd c¢lover
in a three-year rotation gav: a
- yell of 59 buashels for the corn.

An Irishman once was travelling in a
train with a friend, when two very stout
ladies entered the carriage. They placed
themselves one on each side of Pat.
‘“‘Are you sure you afe comfortable,
Pat?”’ the friend asked. ‘‘Sure I
haven't much room to grumble,”” was
the reply.

HYmoei

The Breatheable Remedy for
(atarrah

The rational way to combat Catarrh
4s the Hymoei way, viz: by -breathing.
Scientists for years have been agreed
on this point but failed to get an anti-
septic strong enough to_ kill catarrh
germs and not destroy the tissues of the
membrane at the same time, until the
discovery of Hyomemronounced High-
O-me). :

Hyomei is the most powerful yet
‘healing antiseptic known. Breathe it
‘through the inhaler over the inflamed
and germ-ridden membrane four or five
times a day, and in a few days the
germs will disappear. :

A complete Hyomei outfit, including
-the inhaler, costs $1.00 and extra bot-
tles, if afterwards needed, cost but 50
cents. Obtainable fifgdi your druggist
or postpaid from The R. T. Booth Co.,
Ltd., Fort Erie, Ont. Hyomei is guar-
anteed to cure asthma, croup, sore

" throat, coughs, colds or grip or refund
‘your money back. Sold and guaranteed
by E. W. Mair.

1,.“,.»

His Son;

(Continued from last week.).

Her father sat down and drew
her to him. ‘Shucks!’ he said
banteringly. ‘Has that old
fogy been trying to make you
think that ycur daddy’s getting
feeble? Why, if he daresto re-
peat that prescription 1'd put on
Bob's boxing-gloves and go
'down there axd lay him out’

His light words did not de.
ceive her, ‘I do wish you could
go South this spring, daddy,’
she said, ‘aud just visit around
among yourown people. They're
crazy to have you ¢ me, and it
would make you all over.’

‘T don’t propuse to be a made-
over,’ he answered gaily. ‘Now
don’t you worry abouc it any
more.’

Mercia did worry about it un-
t.1 far int the night, yet all her
worrying and planning only
brought aer up against the high,
ugly wall of finance. ‘It would
cost itwo or three hundred dol-
lars at least,” shie cighed, ‘and no
jone is likely to will it to us just

' now.

Toward the end of the term
came a letter from Bob to them
both, annouuncing the date of the
freshiman game, and urging that
they both come up for it. ‘Be
sure to let me kanow what train
you're coming in on,’ the lctter
concluded, ‘and I'll meet you at
the station.’

to Mercia as she folded the letter.
She shook her head.

‘No, father. You're the one
to go.’

‘Oh, I can’t go!’

“Who not?’

He leaned over and kicked a
smoldering log intoflames. ‘Wel]
I—1 don't see how I can afford
it. I'd need a new overcoat and
some other things if I wentaway
from home, anc—well, you see,
things haven’t been going very
well down at the office lately,
dear.’

‘I know, father, but—oh, you
must go! It’s you Bob really
wants, and he’ll be so disappoint-
ed.’

‘Do you think he would!” He
asked the questicn almost breath-
lessly.

‘1 know he would. He’s been
looking forward to this for
months.’

‘But I don’t know anything
about this new Ruby game.’

‘Oh, pshaw! You'l learn easily
enough. I did from just reading
about it, and Bob will explain
the main points.’

‘I can't go. ~ It's impossible.’

Mercia smiled, well knowing
that the words were but thesharp
decision of one on the verge of
surrender. She was not surpris -
ed when, the next morning, he
spoke of his prospective tiip
qaite as a matter of course.

Before he went to the office she
pointed out to him on the front
page of the college daily the
portraits of the football team.
‘Now, this fellow, Tad Meadows
is the captain, you see, and great
things are expected of him, be-
cause last year—-'

Her father’s eyes had leaped
down the page to a familiar figu-
re in no familiar garb, with his
position on the team printed be-

"\ow. ‘Pretty good pic ture of the

THE DISPA

‘You must go,’ her father said .
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lad!’ he cried, hkastily adjustin:
his glasses. ‘But why bLasn
he told me all about what part
he was to play? He's never even
mentioned the thing to me.’

ickly,
in

Marcia, looking up qn
saw the mist of hurt affzction
his eyes.

But when, the next day at the
station, he bent to kiss her ¢ood-
by, there was only happy intici-
pation in his face. He drew her
to one side on the station plat-
form.

‘T had a good idea about my
coat,’ he said. ‘It occurred to me
just this afternoon that perhaps
a new velvet collar would freshen
it up so I had the tailor put one
on. Ithink it improves it a gocd
deal, don’t you?

Marcia nodded, looking away
from him d>wn the glistening
lines of track. Her father brush-
ed the new collar with neivous
fingers.

‘I--- I don’t waat your brother
tobe ashamed of me up there
amonz his friends, you know. 1
don’t want him to be embarrass-
ed that way. Do you think 1
look all right?’

The train thundered in with a
a deafening roar, and Marcia
waited to wave him good by
when he appeared at his window.
You see I'm getting my
gion after alll’ he cried gaily.
‘I'll be away two days, and taat
ought to se¢t me up.’

‘Yes,” Marcia replied ‘Two
days ought to work wonders af-
ter only twenty years of steady
labor.’

It was on the following aftere
noon that the game came off
and when, that evening, Marcia
telephoned to a newspaper of-
fice and learned that the ‘Var-
sity had been victorious by a big
score, she waz almost as exultant
as the winning captain could
have been.

The next day a thick letter in Bob’s
own handwritting filled her heart with
happiness. Here was her reward for
the patient work of years. Slowly,
and with infinite care, she had built
up his confidence in her, and now in
the first flush of his triumph he had
thought of her.

Sitting in the bay-window of the li-
brary, with the last rays of autumn
sunshine falling aslant over her hair
and lighting up the rich blue-jay of
her gown, she settled herself to read.

vVaCa-

His account of the game was vivid,
and he used football terms confidently,
well knowing that she was ‘“‘up on the
game’’ and would understand. She
appreciated this subtle compliment
and his referring to the members of
the team by their nicknames. In bub-
bling phrases he described dad’s ex
citement and triumph at the game,
and then the tone of the letter.

‘And now I want to tell you, sis,
about what happened when dad first
came. Youknow, I told him to be
sure to let me know what train he
was coming in on, for I'd planned to
get one of the other fellows to take
my job while he was here.’

The training rules are not strict
for the freshmen, so I've been keeping
right on with my work. 1 was going
to meet him at the station in proper
style with a machine, and take him
to the Delta Rho house, where he’d
get a glimpse of Easy Street right at
the start.

‘Alas, and alack! He didn’t let me
know. He came in on that noon local
and gomebodydirected him to the Inn.

‘So it happened, while I was flying
around in my white coat and apron,
with a big tray balanced skillfully on
the palm of one hand-—you see I'm an
expert now—the cashier came over
and said there was somebody to see
me at the desk.

‘I thought of course it was one of
the fellows I know at B—, so over
I sped, tucking my tray under my arm.
There at the desk was dad! That
doctor friend of bis was with him
he’d picked him up at Glenwood.

‘I don’t remember what I said, and
I'd not be able to punctuate it if I

very

BLACK OR GREEN.

Captivates All Tastes. “It’s So Good.”
SEALED PACKETS ONLY.

“Don’t FHesitate”

Try a Packet of this delicious Tea this
day. Thepleasurewillbeall yours—
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did. I think I made a few motions
in the direction of the reception-room,
and then I found myself in the kitchen
again.

‘In the little pass-entry which we
performers use as a dressing room, I
had parted with my tray, apron and
coat before I came to my senses. Then
all of a sudden, it came to me that
this little show in which I'd been per-
forming for three months, wasn’t over
yvet. My role had ornly beer shifted,
and now I was cast for the part of a
real thoroughbred.

‘I didn’t feel big enough for the
part just then, but by the time I'd
put on my coat, apron and tray once
more, and repeated carefully to my-
self the charm, *This is honest labor,
and its right for me to do it while
dad is hard up,” 1 was able to make
my entrance with my tray lcaded.

‘When I'd finished serving my te-
bles, I went over and told dad 1 was
through. aad we’d all have lunch to-
gether. 1 expected a scene then and
there, and I braced myself for it. But
you know, sis, I was so absorbed in
my job of being a gentleran, that for
a minute, | forgot tbat dad one,
too.

‘My, but he is a thorougbbred! Do
you think he said or looked anything?
! He only gripped my hand pretty hard,
and then, ‘Doctor Blaisdell, 1 want
| you to meet my. son,” just as though
{ 1d ahpeared in my evening suit.

is

‘Things were pretty rushed arter
that, and 1 didn’t see any more of
dad until after the game. Then I
took him over to the Delta Rho house
for dinner.

‘Right here let me tell you, sis, that
every one of those fellows stood by
me like the brothors they kave sworn
tobe. If I have ever enough mcney
to join them. Ididn’t explain the sit
uation to them, either; didn’t have
time, and I suppose it wasn’t neces-
sary after they'd seen dad. Not one
of them let slip a word that would
have given away the secret of my Ilit-
tle attic room over the Inn.

‘Dinner war particularly good that
night, as there were quite a lot of
guests. After it was over,
Waste said to me in an offhand way.
that he’d had a fire made up in his
room, and dad might enjoy it up there
So we went up.

*-It’s really two rooms, and has the
kind of Morris-chair furnishings that
every one else of
dreams about.

luxurious chairs
i fire that he always loves,
the constraint between us seemed
melt.

some of
to
““You’ve shown very good taste
here, son,” dad said. Then
me how long I had deen doing that.

““I tried to explain about it a little;
told him that some of the finest fel-
lows in college were doing it, and
that no one looked down on them,
and that | was determind not to let
him support me up here while times
were so hard and I had my health,

“But you know how it is with dad.
He’s awfully hard to talk things over
with; he doesn’t understand, you
know.”’

Marica laid down the letter that
she had been straining her eyes
throuh tears to read. “‘It’s awfully
hard to talk things over with dad. He
doesn’t underatand you Xnow.

The girl, closing her eyes, saw again
the firgures of a beat old man shabby
overcoat and mended gloves, witn the
mist of hurt affection in his eyes.

““Oh, when there is so much love in
the world—'’" she cried, ‘‘when there
is so much fine, self-sacrifing love.
how can there be so little understand-
ing!”’

She heard her father’'s step on the
porch, and forced away the worry
lines in her forehead as she went to
welcome him. He answered ber eager
questions wearily.

~ Before the library fire h: sat down
and drew off his gloves. She took
them from him, and then an embar-

rassed silence fe!l between them-—a
silence broken only by the bare maple,
tapping with spectral finger against

the window-pane,

‘I suppose you know of your broth-
er’s situation at the college restaur-
ant, daughter. Well, he left me to
find it all out for myself: couldn’t risk
taking his old father into bis confi-
dence, 1 suppose.”” Then abruptly he
changed the subject.

“‘By the way, your brother sent you
something; said for me to deliver it
as soon as I got here; didn't tell me
what it was,

From an inside pocket he drew out
a large envelope and handed it to her,
She tore it open. There was another
sealed envelope inside, and a single
scrap of paper fluttered into her lap.
She took it up and read:

“Dear Sis: Please hand the enclosed
to dad. I meant to give it to nim. but
just at the last minute I couldn’t. 1
had a long talk with Doec. Blaisdell
after the game, and he told me just

what he thinks of dad’s condition

George |

the campus jnst |

When he was seated in one of those |
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1 en-

the

‘““He must go South
The two hundred that
! close are what I've saved out
| money he put into the bank f
| board. Don’t tell him,
putting off joining the Delta Rhus
‘annthor you? He woulda’t
' understand, you know.

1
| a change.
of
r my
813 my
for
ar, will
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See that dad goes first-class,
Puliman 1d all the

“Hastily,
*P. S.-
;

y 01 course

' extras.’”’

~diner,

Marcia drew ou*t the envelope
marked ‘‘For Dad,’”’ thrust it with the
| little note into her tather’s hand, and

stole softly from the room.

Fifteen ' minutes later she

went
quietly to the library door, opened if

1t
il

and looked in.

Her father wags sitting af read-
;ing-tat:ic. the loose sheets of DBob’s
} letter lying in confusion all about him.
' His gray head was buried in his
larms, and the words that he whis-

| bered to himself seemed to Marica like
;thc essence of a prayer. ‘‘My little
| boy! Oh, my little, littie boy?’

THE END.
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Rod and Gun

The October number of Rod and
Gun in Canada publivshed by W J
Taylor, Limited, Woodstock, Ont.,
has been received and justifies its
reputation as Canada’s leading sports-
| man’s magazine, The cover cut this
{ month is worthy ef special comment,
depicting as it does A Madonna of
the Marshes,” a cow moose and her
! calf, photographed in their natural
| habitat., *“Moose, the Swamp Hog of
the Canadian Forest” is the leading
article, being a study of moose in
Henry Braithwaite’s country in Cen-
tral New Brunswick, with photo-
| graphs of live moose in their natural
environment,

“When Fortune Smiled in Moose-

h;md" is the story of a big game hunt
in Northern Ontario and is brimful of
interest to every “The
Game Trails of Canada by S E Sangs-
ter is a of the variety and
character of game to be found in the
different Canadian provinces and in-
cludes an estimate of the approximate
outlay involved in a big game hunt,
for a non-resident, each of these
| provinces, Other stories there are of
| out door interest and the regular de-
. partments are well waintained, Un-
der Alpine Club of Canada appears
the story of the *“‘Cathedral Camp”
held this summer in the Canadian
Rockies and under The Trap depart-
ment there is a special write up of the
13th Annual Tournament of the Do-
minion of Canada Trap Shooting Ase«
sociation.

sportsman,

resume

in

TREASON doth never prosper,
what the reason?
« Why if it prosper, none dare
call it reason,
—Sir John Harrington.




