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Winsome Winnie

—
=
o=
s
=
L
Pt
-

PORRREERARRRRELEROR RN R RN NN RNBURRRRRRRRNRRRERRRRRERRIRRRRARREEIN

“Just as you like, ince you are Find
enomgh to propose it,” she returned, lst-
lesdly. 1 do not wish to wake my maid
—aprvants are net  always nccepiable
attendants, and the girl is better asleep.
There is wine in that little buffed at
the window, Miss Cacrlyon——pray take
a fittle yourself; and there is some eal-
volatile on the table in my dressing-
rogm.”

Passing through the bedchamber to the
dressing-room beyond, Winnie sought for
the bottle of which Lady Mountrevor
had spoken, and, secing a small phial
of gmsence of cloves lying beside it in the
litthe medicine casket, she secured it also,
and turned to leave the room, whem a
stremg light, shining beneath a door lead-
ing to an adjoining apartment, and the
soumd of voices arrested her steps—a
woman’s voice, subdued but full of dis-
tress, mingled soothings and suppliea-
tioms, and a child’s fretful, half-articu-
lated complaints.

Impulsively she went forward snd
opemed the door. A dark-skimned, for-
eiga-looking woman was knecling on the
flapr beside a child’s cot, and holding up
bedore her a large black-and-white cruei-
fix, to which she was fervently praying,
mingling her tearful petition with caress-
ing words to the child, who, partly
awake, wae staring at the white figure
on the ebony eross, with his little bands
folded in imitation of his nurse, peev-
ism questioning her and erying also.

‘sffon Dicu!” she ejaculated, as Winnie
came 1m, dropping the crucifix, and rising
to her feet. *“Malemoiselle!”

“* came in to knew if anything i3 the
matter. This dreadful storm has aweke
yom, also, 1 perceive,” said Winnie, kind-
ly—*1 amn sitting up with Lady Mount-
rewor.”

“Ah, Ciel, n’est-ce pas terrible, mam’
scife?” the woman.cried, clasping her
hamds. “1 have been praying que le bom
Dien eut petie. Le petit ange, he was
what you eall full of the tehhenr: amd
we were praying a notre Seigneur that
the tempest mizht soon finish.”

“Pray on, then,” said Winnie, gently.
‘theaven always hears believing praver.
st the cuild—he would be better a:leep,
1 ¢hink; or shall I take him to bis
mokher for a little while?”

“Le petit ange” looked decidelly un-
prepared for rest or repose, as he kicked
and wrigzled from Dbencath the bed-
clothes, looking as if he had made wp
his mind to endurc this sort of thing
no Yenger. )

‘“Poes miladi have the
child, mam’selle’” the nu
dowbtful astonishment,; trying {o restrain
her . “bebe.” her  “petit, ange,” from
flimging himself head foremost on the
figpr. ]

*Oh, 1 think shé®would: he would cheer
her up#y said simple Winnie, who thought
that tde presence of a little ¢hild must
be a panacea for every distress of
mother’s breasst.

A MOTHER’S DUTY
T0 HER DAUGHTER

Requires That Her Biood Supply
be Kept Rich, Red and Pure.

Bvery mother who calls to mind her
owna girlhood knows how urgently her
damghter is likely to need hv]l; and
strencth during the vears hetween seh ol
doms and womanhood. It that
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growing zirls droop and become fragile, |

bloodless amd nervous, Naturo is calling
for more nourishment than _the hlood
can supply apl  siens of distress are
pladnly evilent in dull eyes, pal'id checks,
aching bael s, o languid ts of de-
pregsion. headaches and  a ike
food. These signs mean,anacuia

is, ‘Bloodlessensa, :

The watchful mother “takes prompt
steps to her girl fhe new, rich
Mood her avetem is thirsting for by giv-
ing Pr. Williams® Pink Pille, which make
nesv blood and transform unhappy
inpo robust, happy. bright-eyed
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women. No other medicine has ever sne- |

cepded like Dir.
heeanse no other medicine ¢an
that new. vich, red Tlood which brings
heatthk and vitality to weak, bloodless
eveteme.  Miss  Mawie Krouse. Cope-
town Omt. says: ‘“‘Dr. Williuns’ Pink
Pilts have been a blessinr {o me. 1 had
beem o sufferer for almost two years
from anaemia, and seemed, no matter
what T triel, to be 1 WOTSe.
wag very pale and seemed bloodloss, suf
foved from frequent headaches, the least
exprtion would leave me completely
tired out, and T was very much discour-
aced and freiful. At last ] was advised
to trv Dr. Willinms' Pink PHls, ‘and got
a®all dozen boxes, atd by the time they
were used 1 was feeling much better. - A
fos more boxes fully restored my health
and T have since been well and strong
and aHe once more ‘to enjoy life”
These pills are sold by all medicine
Jdealers or will be sent by
cents n bLox or six boxes
. 1dreesine The Dr. Wi
Brockville, Unt.

Williams' "Pink  Pills,

arow

ms’ Medicine

make |

mail at 50 |
for $2.80° by |
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“Hfad mam'sclle not better make the
inquiry of miladi?” persisted the nurge.
“Miladi does not as usual permit le cher
petit to remain in her boudoir.”

“Yery well,” said Winnie, leaving “the
littlo amgel® stamping and bowling at
not being permitted to follow her.

“The child!” cried Lady Mountrevor,
raising her head in displeased surprise.
“Why on earth should I trouble myself
with a cross, screaming child, Miss Caer-
lyon I presumec that his nurse and my
own mald are sufficient atteadants for
the young gentleman without me.”

“Oh, I asked only because I thought
ke might-cheer you and distract nervous
brooding feelings,” said Winnie, feeling
again that stunned sensation of pity and
surprise at the lack of maternal tender-
ness that seemed so umn -tural to her.

“You have fortunately mistaken me
for a very domestic character, I fear,
Miss Caerlyon,” her ladyship observed,
coldly. “l suppose you are astonished
becausc I do mnot delight in devoting
myself to the amateur nursing of Lord
Mountrevor’s heir? Are you nott” eshe
persisted, as Winnic, shock and distress-
ed, remained silent.

“I thought that a mother always liked
to have her child with her,” she said,
at length, -

“Wedl, then, in that case | am differ
cnt from all ether mothers,” Lo
Mountrevor retorted, r(-cl;l('sslv.
vever wished-to lave a ehild—I never
wished to see him when he was born—I
never carcd for him-—he'n ver carid for
me—anever will—why should the child?
He™ hate me when he grows up, and
wish me dead for the sake of my joint-
are income.”

“Lady Mountrevor, you cannot mean
wimb you eay!”

“I do mean it!” she eried, passionate-
ly. Let me ¢ I can trast. you—
I am sure I can. Stephen sald that you
were to be trusted—poor, dear Stephent
I must et relief from all these madden-

{ 1 think' 1 am delirious.

Jive me that draught, Winn'e:  ther2
ave euch memores suroing throuch my
brain—-<neh faneics—ueh *wild taneles!
Winnie Cacrlyon, may I trust you?” she
acked. catehinz  eagerly at her hand
“Can [ teust von to hear ary rce and
be sileat--for  Stephen Tredennick’s
sake, if not for mine—to be silent nere-
after and always—never to say that
vou oncid eaw her ladyship, Mildred
Mountrevor, transformed into a mad
womnn? ghe, with a harsh, bitter
laugh

'y

“If T -vere base enongh not to be &i-
lent for own sak> now amd for
ever, La Mounlrever,” answered Win-
nie, qnietiy “ihere wou'ld be ! tile nse in
réquestine v diseretion for Captain
Trodenmickss sake, T Tave unfortunate-
Iy heen the cause of avonsing prinful
reminiseen and unneamfortable
ings more than  once during tie past
ovenine,” gently and
santningly. to ihe woman whom, as she
belicaed, Stephien Tredenn ¢k had loved
Lest  on carth—“let me try to bamesli
them.”

“Panish

vOur

ly

w

shoe \ln'xl'ﬁ‘.xuf,

von tik!  Ah
Winnjie you can ot Db tliem!” Lady
Mildred moaned, Jdrearily.  “Yot could
nct, uniess you couhll give me the past
over could riise
dead and give them to me ones

“The derd'” Winni

“The dead,” Lady

them? Tow

n—-unless ven the
more!”’
reepated . sadly.
Mountreyvoer 1eturn-
ed-—and Winnie saw  the pround head
bowed in weeping—perhaps she waa the
ouly one who had so scen it sinee Mild-
red®s chiklhvod—+*the dead looking at
me from the white faces of thos: roses
over there, the dead presenes <t nitd-
ine we in theirperfhwne, and the burial
of.  the dead whom I-loved and
sounding  in my in the multied
| tramp of that ‘Dead Mareh’!”

*1t is so &trange!”
! whispered, and a ¢

lost

enrs

Winnie Caeriyon
Ad magsene thrill of
some impending terror or surprize chill-
od her blood.-while her voice was almost
drowned in the notice of the storm.

“No, it is not strange,” Lady Mildred
| said is not strange at a!l.  Death
is abroad to-night, Winuie, anl the spir-
ita of dead may be neaver to us
than imagine, You spoke of it,
too.”

“Of whae?" a<ked Winnie, trembling
a little, as she drew mear to Lary Mild-
red’s side. 5

“Of come one you had lost—noi a lone-
ly grave in a foreion land. - The white
rocee reminded vou as well as me”

S I il Winiee,
chanye th ) ni of

py vohng ladyv's ome slight
varialion in the conversation, “but then
it was not one whom [ had kvnown and
loved. or who had cared for me, It was
a etranaer’s we, dear Lady Mildred—
a younzr I I atrancer. whowas bur-
ied in old in  Winston.
where € lived. [ could not help goinz
fo his funmeral, ior [ waoe an English
ciranger. teo. T felt as if I had lost a
friend, thoush 1 haldl never him,
poor young feliow; ind '  put on monrn-
ud 1ail a few sprays of
Cbn hiz enffn. 1 ean never
look at thein now—uever omell sheik

our

we

willine to
tiie nnhap-

wnzgits by

an cemelery

seen

ine an? wen

| white roe

feel- |

| perfume—without thinking of the poor:

young soldier’s funeral on that lovely
summer morning; and seeing the white
flowema around the name plate as ' ey
lnid him down in his lonely grave, Poor
vorng “Albert Gardiner!” -

“What!” The word broke in a shrill,
qoarse cry from Lady Mountrevor’s
white, parched lips. A

“Alpert (Gardiner—a young ensign in
the British army,” W nnie faltered,
shrinking backward in involuntary ter-
rar; “did you know him, Lady Mount-
rever?” 5

“Know him—know him!” She follow-
o Winnie, e¢lutching #: %er dradz  in
frantic ergerness,  “Tefl me—ia'l mel
Did vou ever see him—never onc® 0" e
he Gied?” she criad. ptienw'y. “Oh, Al-
bert darling! *‘Oh, Bertie, my d ring
Loy  Albert dearest! A loawcly Hrave
wm a foreign land! This was what was
comings this was what | drexmed of
him—-dreamed of him lying in his cof-
fin:” P

‘“Who was he?” Winnie sl over-
wheimes. witk hewildéred fear. “Lady
Mountrevor, who was Albert Gardi-
uer >’

The question seemed to recacl her Lo
herzelf.  She loosed ler hoid of \V:nnie
Caerly n tarred awav  watbh o2
groan, au1 einking in a @omic, b vie®
hior faeo in her hands.

“Who was he indeed she moaned.
“Who was Albert Gardiner that Lord
Mowntrevor’s wife shonld mourn him ?”

“Some ome you loved?” wh'u'apered
Winme UCaeriyon, marvellifg if indeed
it could be so. L

“Some one!” Lady Mountrevor cried,
rising from her chair and pacing the
room like a caged creature, “The only
living creature I ever Jovéd—eve. could
love—ever will love!” the unhappy wo-
man said, raging in fierce rebellion over
the bereavement. “They-took him from
me; they persecuted us until they got
us ssunder—until they drove him out
of the country, and burried me away in-
to seclusion—we who loved each other
so—who would, have been s0 faithful
to eaoh otlier,-and.so happy if 't)ley had
let us—they—the worldly, smiling, sel-
fish schemers—my father and mother
and Madam Vivian! We loved each
other from the time that we were a
little boy and girl, Winnie Caerlyon,”
she went on, passionate sobs shaking
her utterance; “we meant to love cach
other always—to marry as soon as 1
was of age; and Bertie used to talk to
me of our home in some far-off Indian
bungalow, or some fort in a distant
land—we two together; and we should
have been so happy! They did their
best to make me forget him—Madam
Vivian most of all. She is a hard world-
ly woman, Winnie Caerlyon, and you
know it as well as I, though you have
borne with her so well and patiently.
They did their best, but it was useless—
useless; if they had been endeavoring
ever since, they could not have suceceed-
od—never—never, but for Death helping
them! 1 never could be false to him,
he never could have been false to me in
life, but Death stepped in to parf Ber-
tie Gardiner and me for ever; much to
my dear relatives relief! Much to their
relief,” she repeated, after a pause,
with a slow. concentrated bitterness—
“though Madam Vivian announced ‘the
sad newa,’ as she called it, in so smooth-
ly condoling a voice and manner—
much as she announced the death of my
god-mother, who bequeathed me her for-
fine. She cntreated of me not to say
too much, I remember, and proposed
next day that we should drive to the
Longchamps race course for a change of
scene to cheer and amuse me.”

“Oh, dear Lady Mildred, &he did not
mean {0 slight your grief. Madam did
not understand feelings like yours, Ma-
Jam never loved and lost as you did,”
said Winnie, quite forgetting, in the sim-
plicity of her grief, that it was a peer-
of the realwn she was embracing
and erying over so heartily.

o
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“You woull excuze her without eeas-
ing, Winnie Cuctlyon. Why, T know
not—aunless it is beeause of ur long-
suffering amiabilit Lady Mildred re-
marked, harshly scornful.  “Irrespective
of other wrong tam  Vivian has

an neither forgive
nor forget.”

“What was it%” Winvie asked, tim-

| idly.

The stormy shrieking ot the wind had
paused for a time, spent and breathless
from its rage, but the thundering roar
and beit of the wild surges sounded
fearfully loud anl near in the ominons
lull; and in the Inll came a faint, dis-
tant, booming sound,

“I'he wrong of compelling me to saeri-
fice and t sle upon my feclings in
spite of eve inct  of my nature,
which shra 1 the trinl)”
Mountrevor, I gloomy hopel
the wrong of compeiling me by

0LD PRSP
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e el &

chitd

HEN

HIS REAL TROUBLES STARTED
WHEN RHEUMATISM COT HIM.

Plasters, ointments and sulphur were
alike uceless, but Dodd's  Kidney
Pills made a man of him.

.

Priicoton, B, C.. FPeb. 10—

All over

(Speviall)—

Dyl s Kidnoy
even in the . Roc
where -nature

Pills are
VMountain
hides
of cures made
hy the great
Wm. Murray,
nped the fron-

astne:ces,
wines, m T
and  suifering ivved
Canadian Kidney meily.
66 years old, who has {

tier as lumber jack,
miner, hunter and trapper, and who has
friends all over the of
these, Many a ‘tale of hardsi and
dancer he ean toll. but his first real
trouble came when Rhewmatism cloimed

west,' 18

ope

)
I

ahie
Bim

“1 ‘slipped on the mtain ¢ ide and
strained my ki Ve, then my
troubles all seemed to sot in at once,
T had nearlv all the e-mntam: T x Ay
bagn, Sciatica, Neuralgia, Dinbetes,
Dropsy and Brights = iseds i
Murray st>tes.

“Then T broke out in a terrible rash
that eprend all over mv body and kept
me Tnctortures. T tried all sorts of
liniments and ointments, and took sul-
phur enough to etart a little hades of
myv own. But it was all no nsa. Then
T tried Dodd’s Kidnev Pille, and all T

Vs

ean g1y is .they mede a new uan of
wme.”

PIMPLES, [TCHED

~ W BURKED

On Armsand Legs. Caused Running
Sores. Would Tear Himself Till
They Bled. Like Open Wounds.
CuticuraSoapand OintmentCured.

57 Stowart St., Toronto, Ontario.—
*Wnen my baby was nine months old he
bad a lot of pimples come on his arms and

legs which used to come
to a head, then bréak and
cause running sores. They
were bright red spots.
which itched and burned
so badly that he would
tear himself till ke made
them bleed and they were
all like ogen wounds.
They! were on his face
and arms so bad that 1
did not like to take him
oat. He could not sleep”
~ or rest anywhere. T tried
{ several things at home and lots of different
Zthings people used to advise me, but he
did not get a bit better,

“I bathed each place In warm water and
Quticura Seap and then I put some of the
Cuticura Ointment on and bound them up
in soft rags and he slept better that night{
than he had for three weeks, and he
did pot ecratch himself once that night.
1 did that for three days, night and morn-
ing, when we noticed the sores were.get-
ting d@rier and healing, so I bought a
cake of Cuticura Soap and a box of Cuti-
cura Ointment, and after & week and a few
days there was not a blemish on him."”
(Signed) Mrs. F. West, Feb. 29, 1912,

Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointment are
sold by druggists and dealers everywhere.
For a liberal frec sample of each, with 32-p.
book. send post card to Potter Drug & Chem,
Corp.. Dept. 39D, Boston, U. 8. A.
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her displeasure, the force of her ‘aiithor-
ity ,the dread of her ridicule on a night

notonous roaring of the wagers
short, sharply-defined booming sound.
A tervible thought _arose im Winme’s
sa. i, she would faim have rushed to
open doors or windows and braved the
torm, to look or listen for the news
thaa she dreaded; but she was unwil-
g to disturb Lady Mountrevor at the
moment. ;

“Dear Winnie,” Lady Mildred sawd,

king wp with a calmer face, and &
iittle of Mildred Tredennick’s old caress-
ng smile gicaming from ber tear-wet
yes, “I have talked too much of myself,
my life, my past. 1t is all over, all its
brightness is gone, all ite hopes ~ were
buried long ago. Now for a change, dear
Winnie Caerlyon, I shall talk of the fu-
ture—your future, my future, as far as
"1 can hope for one—the ' future when
St-phen Tredennick comes home, and—
Hark! what is that?”

Again across the thondering of the
surges came the sharp booming sound.

“] neve heard it twice before,” Win-
nie cried, edesping her  hands. “Oh.
Lady Mildred, it is a wreck! wis
afraid of this all night.” :

“A wreck,” Lady Mountrevor echoed,
ewe-struck—"a wreek near us here? Oh,
what can we do? What can we do to
help them?”

“Nothing.” said Winnie, white with
despair. “No vessel cin hold out for an
hour if she onee gets mear Tre garthen
Iiny. 1 often heard father say that mno

1

chance ot life uniess they are waihed
ashore on &pars. We can de nothing but
stand to ree them die. ‘There is tae
gun again! Oh, poor gouls?’

“Let us wake up the servants—ilet us
go out and sec—offer rewards—dosome-
thing!” Lady Mountrevor broke owut,
energetically. £l
\ The suddeén excitement of her quick
svmmﬂ{i«-a was as a ecovnter irritant,
relieving and |, strengthening her un-
strung fevered nerves. :

“They are awake, 1 think,” \vinnie
said, listening—*1 hear footsteps on the
stairs”’

The footsteps
wlous knock sounded at the outer door
of Lady Mildred’s rooms.

—a summer night-—seven years ago,
Winnie Caerlyon—to go to a ball with
her with a presentiment of coming sor-
row like a leaden weight of my girlish
beart, with a fevered brain, a weary,
spiritless frame, my eyes burning from
weeking—the wrong of compelling me
to dress and adorn, bedeck, bejevel my-
self, banish all traces of the load of ap-
prebension and pain that was resting on
me, simulate gaicty and high spirits,
and gd mingle amongst heartless people
of whom I hated one-half and despised
nearly all the rest—to dance; and smile,

TELLS FIS STORY|

Canada people are telling of the Sy

wher |

rancher, prospector, |

i the rich prize my would-be proprietor

offered in exchange for me—all to-gra- |

tify her love of pomp and wealth and
v 1tw—she. the vain, selfish woman,
who never experienced one throb of real
| love! She made me go to the last ball
| of the scason; slic chaperoned me, and
paraded me, and  chowed me off—as

\ surely as ever a slave merchant did his. '
i before the |

Circassians and Georgians
|eyes of rwieh pashas! 1 danced with
Lord Hemry Mountrevor to Madam Viv-
ian’s express de ;1 promenaded
conservatory with him; I sat with him
beuind bowers of orange trees in blos-
som; wijth swiles I eiled to his pro-
testations of admiration; 1 gave him
every artful encouragement that a ball-
room coquette uses to capture a golden
prize in matrimony—and I gave him a
flower from my bonquet at parting, I
remember—a rose—a white rose—and he
kissed it, and placed it in his coat, to ex-
hibit its withered remaips to me for

weck after!  Winnie, .do you know

lay it was—the day that I danced
the |

oNt the close of the last
sehson with Lord

ball of
Monntrevor? 1t was
the twenty-ninth”of dJuly eighteen hun-
died and--—-

“The day—thc day  that——" broke
from Wimnie's lips involuntarily, in tae
shock of the moment,

“The day—the morninz—the nour
Allirt  Gardiner lay dy ng am-
| ongst &t s in a st land,” Lady
i itdred , slowly; ud when 1 dis-
l(u\'nn‘d the truth afterwards, bitterly
las 1 hated myself, theer were two oth-
whom 1 hated still worse---Msdam

! when

ers

Vivian and Lovd Ienry Mountrevor, ‘1|

. 1 .
hated every one in the world but my
Consin Siephen—-my poor, dear, old,
kind heartcd Stephen—whno eaae  with

the tears running down his c¢h cks, eall-

‘voor bereaved, dearvest little
i sympathy say
mad actimg foolis
Lady Mildred,
in her generous sympathy,
if every grief of her own
cent, loving life were as nothing com

ine me hi
At
croinyg or

“Oh,
z¢bbed,

ing as

dear!
frel

inno-

pared to the stermy vindieative nnscry |

of this prond, noble, misguided nature.

“pLt hicaven Lelped you to forgive your- |

that
wrong is conld be
no one meant ernelly to
it w s0 cruel; and to-
Menntrevor, of course,

1, after vou mist

self and cvery one eise for
tentional w
when

| called.
1, althongh

rong—if

war.ls,

said Lady

[ became the wife
afterwards, and the
Now. if you please,
Tais storm
s afiected me strancely, ternfied e
{ of my self-pessession and reticener:
but 1 yopose perfect confidence in your
voomanly honor and de! of fee'iny.?

“Of course yow spended Win-
ully, fearing that bad
offended her.

C =1 know 1 mav.” &aid Lady Mounive-
var, quietly: and  then, \Winnic
moved drom her side to the window to
recommenee her angious watching and
listening, she prt her arm around ler,
drew her towards her, and kissed
with a gentle eardiality that male \Wm-
nie’s heart beat fast with pleasnre.

S think one conld make a friend of a
womai v yoti,” the wenltay pecress
caid.ywith thonghtful sadneoss; “he that
as it may, you can uever be buf an ol-
ject of interest and liking to me, Min-
nie—I mever shall; and ¥ may be able
yet”” ehe whispered, laying her check
to Winunie's, and wetting it with  her
tears, “to give you some days of hapoi-
nees —some yvears of happiness, I hopi—
for the hours of regret and the tears
you gaye to—his—Albert Gardiner’s
memory

She buried -her face in her handker-

Caerivon, Mildred,
*as vou say,
oanfrevor

mother s hetr,
Y 1 chanea the subjeet.

nie, 8OTEOW] she

her

and flirt and attract—to exhibit myself, |
in a word, for the securing more surely |

the |

d me from!

Winnie |

nnin- |

Llanyon’s white head appeared
'the dark background of velvet dranery.

“My lady, my lady,” he eried, agitated-
ly, “I thought it right to come and tell
| you, my lady, that there’s a large ship
__a merchantman, thev think—ashore on
the Black Reef of Trezarthen!”

CHAPTER: XXTV.

The first strugghng light of the gray
dawn was dimly revealng thronga tne
cold mists of the wild -March morning
the dreary expanse of froth-whitened
tossing water, the jagged glitterimg
peints of the Black Reef peering .:\lmve
the raging waves; but -most noticeable
of all, to the eyes of the score or two
of watchers on the-cliffs, did the iaint
gray haze cling around that dark mass
with the torn remmints of s ol
cordage beating idly and wildly
and the splintered spars and muwts
helplesely with their heads submergad
under the eruel waves that leaped and
dashed over them in fierce m: .

Whenee she had come, or whit
was bound, no one knew; but there, on
the Black Reef, beneath the (rowning
| precipice of Tregarthen Head, on  the
wild Cornisi coast, hady the good ship
| found her doom.
| “A hemmegrant ship her be, sir
"bout fifteen hundred tons, T shud
| one of the coastguard men remaried
his officer.

(To be Continued.)
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It's the CLEANEST, SIMPLEST, and BEST HOME
DYE, one can buy--Why you don't even have to
know what KIND of Cloth your Goods are made
of. Mistakes are Impossible,

Send for Free Coior Card, Story Booklat, and
Booklet giving resuits of Dycing over other colors.
The JOHNSON-RICHARDSON CO., Limited,

Montreal. Canada. 3

BANISHING THE BLACKHEAD
PEST.

The green soap treatment is an excel-

fight

Green <oap, as many of my

lent weapon with which to
blackhead.,

readers know,

the

is really not green at all,
but yellow incolor, and can be obtained
at any drug store that

ane,

is worthy of the

Lefore using the green soap, wash the
foce with warm watey
the pores and ~often

| Then apply e g
rubbing it
{ the pores, 1
with wiarm water,
complexion b
peculiardy

i ordel
the

Lo open
hiaekheads.
cen soap to

wontly |

e

mt  thorougidy into
again
hair
are

enowa the face

uelng aocamel’s
it the blackheads
ate.  Avoid
the skin by too rough treatment, how-
ever,

After tim gkin thoroughly
dried, and is still warm, massage with .a
gocd skin food or face cream. 1i the
blackiheads still remain, rub the cream
into that part of the skin and apply
hot water, It will an extraordinar-
ily persistent blickhead that will sur-
vive this treatment. "

As a rule, | shonld not advise anyone

obst

has heen

Le

heads. An expert ¢an sometimes do_this
| to advautage, but the <fforts of an ama-
teur are likely te leave an ngly mark
| on the slkin that way rvemain i

tual ccar,

the blackhead finds easy lodgment in the
face. Cold water is an excellent astring-
ent for large pores. and should always
be applied atter the face has  cen bathed
in warm water. A mixtme of rosewater
and benzoin is alw helpiul on occa-
sion, Take a tablespoonful of rosewater
and add to it ten drops of benzoin. Ap-
ply to the face with a soft cloth.—Wo-
man’s World for Janunary.

From & woman's point of view, to

chief for several minutes, and n the
pouse there again came aciess the mo-

A

be compelled to eufier in silence takes
il the pleasure thom 1.

l’rv.-t:‘n‘le ';-:hl. G

irritating |

theﬁ

|

boat can get alongside. Sailors have mo

|
|

I
{

came nearer, and a trem- |

i
|
i
|
|
\_
I

|
|
|

face, |

Vigorous Health Restored
To Run-Cown Woman-

Seemed to Have Lost All Ambition,
Was Pale and Ana>mic.

Made Wonderh;ll Recovery When Dr.
Hamilton’s Pills Were Used.

>

“T was never actually sick.” writes
Mre. Norman Ta  Pierre, wiie of a
well-known resident of Labeniene,
“vet T mever coull get strong like’
other women. I ate well enough, but
gomchow rich and red Llood T could
never make. When T marr'el T togk
a great pride in mv houseeening, het
it kept me tired all the time Mis.
Loehance. mv neighbor. looked well
—she told me her heslth  had been
made up by Dr. Hamilton's Vills. r
only thouneht of pills as a phvsie] bt
now T know that Dr. Hamilten’s Pilis
are, more, fere they quickened  my
gtomaeh, Fver and howels—n~de me
stonter and stronger. eave s we  Buch
eoler in mve chee¥s as 1 never hat be-
fore. T sineerely believe Ty llamil-
ton’a Pills  shonkl le wsed by every

oman—that’s why 1 wrife this Jot-
ter.” )

No med’ene inv'err-tes anl venews
Nieadth “and li'e Dr. Homilton'z
930 mper-hax, five for §1.00. at
all drameists. and «torckecners, o1 post-
poid from dha Cotnyrhozesa Co Baiinle,
N. Y., and Kingston, Ont.

NEW HEAD OF JAP"
GOV A MENT

anirity

The violent poiitical ricts that over-
threw the Japanese ministry have re-
sulted in Japan's leading naval author-
ity assuming control ef the govern-
ment.

Count Yamamoto, the new premler,
was' for more than 15 years minis
ot the navy, and did more than any
other man to place Japan’s navy where
it is—in the great powers’ clags.

He holds the title of admiral
years'old and received his ent
al t iing in Japan.. In politics he
lines up with the constitutional! party

WHAT FOLLOWED A CUT

A Magistrate’s Wonderful Experience
With Zam Buk.
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