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_ ooked it. She geemed to be trying to
- B3 something to do that would keep her
there #ill Nurse came back. There was
aif of mystery about her, too, and

© Molly ‘wondered what could be the mat-
o gors At last shé could bear it no

“g:{igything the matter?” she asked.

Nooked more mysterious than

ting the cushion she sat upon. “And
these?” she said, shaking her head until
the thick golden curls flew round in a
whirl of light.

“Oh,” said Molly, with a gasp. “Of
course—Curly-Locks.”

“Just so,” ‘said the girl.

« Curly-Locks, Curly-Locks, will you be

mine?

Don’t Meddle
With a Corn

for long. And

Jane 0! 1
e “We mnever know what’s coming | “Curly-Locks, Curly Locks, will you be %% pare them. That A’ ol
next,” she said, Purgfig AL s her lips and | prine? pa.ﬁ.an tool‘:ieep has caused blood poison?ng a good many
tossing her head. A telegram comes, | You shall-not wash dishes nor yet feed . thousand times. g | S
and then your life’s "appiness is wrecked the swine, . ; Don’t merely protect them. Don’t doctor and nurse
for: gver- ! — But it on a cushion and sew a fine seam, them. Cover a corn with a Blue-jay plaster, and the pain is
«Has & telegram come, Jane?” said | And feegi upon strawberries, sugar and ended. In two days the corn comes out. In the meantime
Mollly. id Miss,” said Jane . you Sorget It wed in this ch
“] never said so, V88, BAE - _.-|Only T’ve had i Five million corns per are remo n this cheap,
wWell, you look awfully silly,” said Btr,fwbe‘;fies aso ﬂ’(',uﬂ{’,‘:}{ bﬁ‘,}gv;il;,c%i?ﬁ simple way. It never fails. Noharm, no pain, no discomfort.
Molly. “I'm sure something must have | e » ’ Why don’t you take advantage of this wonderful invention? .
Go get a package now. Get rid of corns. -

h’p.pgened—you might just as well tell
me.”’

@Tisn’t my place to say when there’s
trouble in the ‘ouse,” said Jane with a
eniff; “and besides, children oughtn’t to
know un’appiness.”

This was too much for poor Molly.
gShe jumped down from her chair and
ran round the table to Jane.

“Oh, do tell me,” she begged. “It’s
much- worse to know that something’s
wrong and not know what it is.”

“Ah, yowll have your own SOrrows
one of these days, Miss,” said Jane. She
began to sweep up the hearth, singing
in a low voice:.

“Only a few more troubles,
Sorrow must come some day,
Life cannot be all sunshine—

“Pm going down to Mother to find
out what it is,” said Molly, suddenly.
* “That you’re not, Miss,” said Jane
firmly. “Nurse would be at me for a
chattérbox. You stay up here and keep
nice and quiet, and I'll pop up and let

on know when Nurse tells us in the

itchen.. .

“Fhen you don’t know!” said Molly.
“It’sisimply. your own invention.”
“Nécessity is the mother of inven-
tion,” said Jane, and with this dark say-
ing she left the room. ‘
Molly stood by the fire for a moment
wondering what Jane’s last remark had
to do with anything. Then she heard
someone coming up the stairs and ran to
see who it was.
“Oh, Mother, is anything the matter 7’
she cdlled.
“Nurse has got to go home for a few
weeks,”  said her mother as she came
to the door. “I'm rather worried about
it. Her little brother has . got . scarlet
fever, and Nurse was with him only the
other day. Yowll try and amuse your-
self this' evening, won't you, dear g
“Yes, Mummy,” said Molly; “I shall
be quite all right.”
“Thére’s my dear girl” said Mother,
and she kissed her and went away to-her
room.
Molly went across to the window and
pulled back the curtains. She looked
out into the dark street, and away down
in the town she could see the lights
twinkling golden and bright. She felt
it would be very mice to be out there
running down the lamp-lit road with
the fresh wind cooling her cheeks and |
blowing through her hair.
“If only my hair would curl!” she
said with a big sigh. Her sigh was
echoed by somebody in the room, and
when Molly turned from the window she
saw a little girl sitting on a cushion be-
fore the fire.
“Well!” was all Molly could say.
The girl,”who was not so very small,
as Molly saw at a second glance, turned
round at the sound, and she held a piece
of fine sewing in her hand.
“Don’t you know me?” she said.
“Come over here and you will in a mo-
ment when you have-leoked at me.”

»

“Help 1”

friend.

about it from the beginning. You know

that I used to keep pigs?”
“No,” said Molly.

going

up. and

Molly walked wonderingly to her and
sat down. For a long time she looked
at her visitor in silence.

“Have a guess!” said the girl.

“I've never seen you before,” said
Molly.

“Oh, nonsense'” said the girl. “Well
—perhaps not me exactly, but you've
seen pictures of me.”

“Ilave 1,” said Molly, and she thought
of the large portrait album in the draw-
ing room, but she could not remember
having seen this girl among the por-
traits there.
. “What about this?” said the girl,
Lolding out her sewing to Molly. “Did
vou ever see such a fine seam as that?

do.

Locks.

" .1 what about this?” she added, pat-

“But it’s winter,” Molly objected.

«“Makes no difference what it is here,”
said Curly-Locks. “It’s always summer
in Nursery Rhyme Country.” '
Molly wanted dreadfully to ask Curly-
Locks why she had come away from
Nursery ~Rhyme
thought it might be rude, and the next
moment Curly-Locks explained it.
“You see,”
loved curls, and
came to see if you could give it me.”

«Pm dead sick of it all,” said Curly-
Locks. “That’s what I am—dead sick
of it”
Molly thought that Curly-Locks talked
as Jane did, and she knew that Mother
had told her not to copy Jane’s way of
speaking.
that Curly-Locks would drop an “h,” and
the next moment she did.

“Why, the Prince, of course,” said her

of things—dancing and jumping. and -all
that. He played the pipe in the yard
and I danced with the pigs. Oh, they
were grand times,” sighed Curly-Locks,
“grand times.”

“They

: ' led tion s overcome bY.

sympathetlcally, and her eyes sparkile g:: %?m én “in “oercome, by,
matter whic! gerved to oppress

‘at the thought of the performing pigs.
“Why ever did_you leave them ?”
“I was
“There’s no getting away from it. I was
downright silly.
all the dishes, and
to have a circus in the yard. He

got out his pipe, and I was just putting
the pigs through their steps when the
Prince came down the lane on his horse
and looked over the farmyard wall.

ing, so I danced to the end of the tune.
When we had finished, the Prince leaned
over and said, «Curly-Locks, Curly-Locks,
will you be mine?’
cause you know as we
said. I looked at him for a minute, and

I thought of all the dishes I had to wash

tables to get ready for dinner every day,
and I said
was saying.  The Prince
up in the air and shouted ‘Hurrah!’
with that he ‘whisked me up behind him
on to his horge, and away we rode right
into Nursery Rhyme Country, leaving
poor Robin with his mouth wide open,
and the pigs, silly things,
steps all wrong because

Molly was very )
arm round her and tried to wipe

eyes with the fine seam.

But I don’t know what you want me to
Don’t  you

cream?”
“That part isn’t so bad,” sobbed Curly-

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. It loosens the corn.

B protects the corn, stopping the pain at once.
C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to be comfortable.
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Country, but she

she said, “I kmew you
1 wanted help so I

MODERN MARTYRS!

_martyrs is not passed. There are thousands of women all over 0.3

Fhe age 'St £ countrg endurln{epﬁyllcal torture and men
: o anguish almost yond description. ~ They are
S not victims of persecution, . like the mu'.g;l
to face the -

of old; they are not ‘called on
fold or the stake, but their suffe ne
n the world at large

said Molly. “Whatever for?”

She had felt every moment

“He’s like @ ‘eathen,” said Curly-
Lo‘?ks. g in silence and hidden from:
‘“Who?” asked Molly, thoroughly be- —are scarcely less intense.
wildered. These ladies, as a rule, are women snd
rls of vefined and sensitive tompgmm“‘ ::tl‘

nowing that their sufterin are
disordered condition of the gmﬂe functions,
_their native modesty deters them from k-
ing relief in the earlier stages; and when they
R R
mixture to e inter 5 ¢
gy more effective t);r troubles O

“Perhaps I'd better tell you

is kind than it would be for
or any

«Well, where would have been the (
sense of saying ¢ nor yet feed the swine ’ o) 2 thle othache, ‘& ibe
if I didn’t?” said Curly-T.ocks. . LR other strictly local allment.
“There wouldn’t have been any,” said m’r:::m:ea:ngt ot‘hemt.ro‘nb!o being
M?‘lly. . ' b ns, the remedy, to be effec-.
Exactly. d“{ellll gkept(fltgs and %ﬁsh‘ " fl::ret,h must tncty on this portion.
ed dishes, an ad grand times. There of the anatomy. ot L
Wwas the stable-boy, Robin. He and I " This is the secret o1l -§g; i
used to teach the pigs to do all sorts Hde o GE LILY in_de-
a strl

absorbed directly into the :
that are inflamed and CONGERLTE
and its beneficent, soothing in=
fluence is noticeal le fi 5 ]

start, ~ The {rritation
delicate membrane is r

ts of this kind, 1t |
rangements of g ko 1 12
i

must have been” said Molly, | §

the nerves and cause. mental

depression; ~ the nerves : AL,
g t invigorated;

oned
and the sunshine an

of life n becomes y
of her being. Read the.

following letters: e
‘Archer, Ont., Feb. 1,09,
‘Mrs. Curri pan |
received your kind letter
ago, but was
edi edlci' - Qm?”
needing m ne
g mediciie that ®

silly,” said Curly-Locks.

One day I had washed
Robin and I were

Robin didn’t see him, and went on play- | mneglected replying sooner. 1 must say I have more confidence
than in any other thing I have ever used. Bédfore I knew or found out anythi
dreds of dollars, and when 1 thought

about this medicine, 1 doctored away hun
was dying with inflammation of the womb, a box of ORANGE LILY was sent me

through the mail from a friend. The first suppository I used I was greatly relieved,
and in a few months completely cured. That was nine years ago this winter, 80
you can imagine with what esteem I hold the ORANGE LILY. I am thankful there

ne of them and can

{s such a relief for poor, su!!ermyg women, for I have been 0O
sympathize with others. our sincere friend, MRS, NORMAN WEAVER.

Trenton, Ont., Dec. 4th, 1909.
Mrs. F. BE. Currah, Windsor, ont.—

Dear Friend,—I feel it my duty to write you a testimonial as to what Oral
Lily has done for me. Last winter I was feeling very miserable indeed. I could
scarcely do my housework during my menstrual period, and for two months or more I
was never free from pain in the womb and ovaries. The pain would run down the
groin, so I would frequently nearly double up. Then the pain began going up the
back of my neck to my brain until I hardly knew what 1 was doing at times, Life
was a burden indeed. 1 finally could endure it no longer, sO went to our leading
town doctor and had an examination. He pronounced it (I forget the word) .3
rigid condition of the generative organs, produced by repeated attacks of inflamma-
tion.  He said I would have to take a course of treatment, and if that failed to.
overcome the rigid condition I might, in time, be compelled to have the ovaries re-
moved. 1 objected to that. so filled out
warded it to him, and he diagnosed the diséase the same 88 M

decided to take Dr. Coonley’s Treatment.
nd six boxes of Orange

I needn’t say it, be-
11 as T do what he

the pigs to feed, and the vege-

‘Yes’ before I knew what I
threw his cap
And

doing their
1 wasn’t there
after them. Oh dear, oh dear,

to look
. S two packages of Herbal Womb Tonic al
» . .
them pigs!” said .C‘"‘].‘ Locks, and she | months since I began the treatment. bu 1 feel like a new weman. I work right
ut her face down into her hands and be- | through everything now. Hardly know pain, even during menstruation now. 1
gan to cry. often say, “I would not take $100 and be-in'the state that I was last March.” I’
feel that Dr. Coonley’s Home Treatment is a Godsend to suffering womankind, and’

She put her

he ghall continue to sound its praises whenever 1 have an opportunity.
er MRS. T. H. HATTON.

Yours gratefully. .
ORANGE LILY as a remedy for these ills, as well as for leucorrhoea, painful
periods, ‘irregularities, cancers in their earlier stages, tumors ,displacements, lacer- '
ed the experimental stage. . So’

SOrTy.

K ’ ‘Locks, dear,”

Oh’. dor}‘ t cflS' ? hC;xrly’Locl\Yl. 1 Pgaix ations, and all ovarian troubles, has long since pass

ghe said. “I will help you 2 .| confident am I of this that I will send ten days’ treatment, which is worth 36 cents
to any sufferer ABSOLUTELY FREE. The treatment {s inexpensive, used a

home, and no physician is necessary. Send at once for the

FREE TRIAL TREATMENT

which will demonstrate that ORANGE LILY will cure_ you, Enclose stamps, and
address MRS. FRANCES E. CURRA_H, WIND_SOR. ONT., Can. Rep,, Coonley Mo‘d‘.

| Inst.. Delays are dangerous.

like strawberries and

d1t’s these old seams and gram-




