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NORTHERN NAVIGATION CO., Limited

“A Fresh 
Water Sea 
Voyage”
to S. S. Marie, Port 
Arthur, Fort Wil
liam and Duluth.

Sailings from 
Sarnia, Mondays, 
Wednesday and Sat
urday.

Special Grand 
Trunk train service 
between Toronto 
and Sarnia Wharf, 
via Hamilton and 
London, connecting 
with steamers.

TICKETS AND INFORMATION FROM ALL 
RAILWAY AGENTS. OR THE COMPANY AT 

.SARNIA,ONT,OR COLLINGWOOD. ONT.
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a That 
Georgian 
BayTrip”
to Mackinac Island, 
S. S. Marie and way 
Ports, via North 
Channel.

Sailings from 
Collingwood and 
Owen Sound, Tues
days. Thursdays and 
Saturdays.

“Among the 30,000 Islands’’ Effective June 16th—Daily Service, Sunday excepted, 
between Parry Sound, Penetang and way ports. Spe
cial Grand Trunk Service between Toronto A Penetang

“There, now, that’s square. Perhaps 
you would like to rest a little and look 
about you. ’ ’

Melicent ran her needle securely in 
and out of her work and sat up 
straight to get the ache out of her 
shoulders.

All this time Melicent’s eyes were 
growing more and more surprised, for 
the walls of the room where they were 
sitting were hung with .caps and long 
embroidered robes and dolls’ dresses 
and strips of embroidery and shoes.

“Yes,” whispered the sewing-bird, 
who had perched himself upon her 
shoulder. “Everybody who ever sewed 
has something here. This is the 
Stitch-keeper’s House, and no matter 
how the stitches are put in, everyone’s 
sewing is put up on the walls and kept. 
The very best piece of course. ’ ’

“Oh,” cried Melicent, for she had 
caught sight of her own name. She 
got down and weit across the room to 
look at it. But it wasn’t hers after all, 
for the stitches were so tiny that you

could hardly see them. “Your great
grandmother in Biverby did it,” said 
the sewing-bird, swelling with pride.
‘ ‘ I helped. ’ ’ And see, right beside it 
hung the fire-screen that great-grand
mother ’s great-Aunt Lydia had made. 
Melicent had seen it before. There was 
a picture of each of the flowers in the 
Biverby garden embroidered upon it.

* ‘ Does my sewing really have to go 
up there!” inquired Melicent in an 
anxious whisper.
“Yes,” said the sewing-bird, mis

chievously. “Unless you should happen 
to try hard enough to make the next 
piece' better.”

“But look up here,” he cried, flut
tering up into a corner and hovering 
before some long tattered streamers of 
white silk with bits of blue sewn on 
with golden thread, that hung beside 
some strips of red and white and some 
white stars sewn on blue. The names 
underneath them were Jeanne D’Arc 
and Betsy Boss.

“They were battle flags,” chirped the 
sewing-bird excitedly. “And see, this

“GOIN’
FISHIN’?”

Is the Inevitable question from 
every boy and “old boy” 
as the summer months come 
round

R.

Of course you are ! But where ?
Almost innumerable unfished waters in new territory are made 

accessible by the rapid expansion of the Canadian Northern lines 
from year to year.

The Transcontinental from Montreal and Ottawa westwards will 
pass through the northern part of Algonquin National Park with its 
hundreds of lakes teeming with fish.

Through the virgin territory north of Lake Superior, noble rivers 
and streams in abundance, that rival the world-famed Nepigon waters 
for trout fishing, cross the line.

In the famous Rainy River country, bordering on Minnesota, is 
Quetico Park, an Ontario Government Reserve, 1,000,000 acres in 
extent and dotted with uncounted lakes where fish abound.

Every angler should read “Where to Fish " and “The Rainy 
River District—Quetico Forest Reserve.” Write and ask

L. FA1RBAIRN, General Passenger Agent
68 King Street East TORONTO, Ont, for them.

IN ANSWERINC ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION

was made by a princess.” He darted 
to where, on the next wall, hung a bed
spread with peacocks and hummipg— 
birds and orange trees and rabbits and 
daisies and lizards and a brook with 
çurly waves, worked all over it.

All of the sewing was not so pleasant 
to look at. Miranda Isabella Brown 
had put in a patch with the wrong 
color thread and had finished it out 
with a hairpin. Little Star-in-the-pine- 
tops had mended the tear in hefr leather 
skirt with big, uneven stitches.

“But that wasn’t her fault,” ex
plained the sewing-bird. “Because all 
the needle she had was a thorn pulled 
from the end of a leaf. She never had 
to bother about threading it, though,” 
he chuckled, “for the thread was fast 
to her thorn-needle. All she had to do 
was to pull it off the plant. ’ ’

And there were yards and yards of 
plain hemming and patchwork quilts 
with tiny squares sewn over and over. 
There were fine frilled linen shirts, but, 
as I’ve already told you, there were too 
many kinds to say the names of.

‘1 Do you suppose that everybody knew 
that their work was to be put up 
here!” Melicent whispered to the sew
ing-bird. They had stopped before a 
hem that had not even been properly 
basted. »

“Oh, dear no,” chuckled the bird. 
“The little girl who did that thought 
that it was only a stupid task that was 
of no use anyhow.”

’Melicent grew red. She began to feel 
the she would not care to look at any
thing else. She turned her back on the 
sewing-bird and went over to the table 
where her red lacquer workbox stood.

The old man looked up from the pen 
he was mending.

“It’s interesting, isn’t itt” ând he 
beamed at her over the top of his spec
tacles.

“Yes,’’said Melicent. “But mayn’t 
I go home to my mother now! She’ll 
think it queer if I stay away so long. 
Thank you for showing me so much.”

“Not at all,” said the old man; “1 

should like very much to have you come
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again ; but I trust that it will be under' 
slightly different circumstances. ’ ' 
“Yes,” said Melicent, firmly, “I'll 

try and put my stitches, in so that they 
will never need to be taken out.” Then 
she made her best dancing-school cour
tesy and said 1 ‘ Thank you ’ ’ again. But 
when she opened the red lacquer box, the 
sewing-bird refused to go in. “What 
were wings made for ’ ’ he remarked, as 
he made a dash at the piece of white 
muslin and flew out of the door with it. 
This time he waited for Melicônt. He 
did his best to keep pace with her feet, 
but at last his patience failed, and he 
gave a dart and a glide, the muslin 
flapped in the breeze and he vanished.

When Melicent came in at the door 
she found him sitting on the table edge. 
He never moved a feather when she eat 
down and picked up the muslin, for 
there was still a whole inch of hem be
tween the last stitch she had put in and 
the blue-headed pin which marked the 
end of her task. His eyes twinkled 
mischievously, that was all. Melicent 
put in each stitch very carefully, for 
she meant sometime to do a piece of 
needlework that she would be proud to 
see upon the walls of the Stitchkeeper’s 
House. When she had finished, she put 
in the needle and pinched the sewing- 
bird’s tail, so that he said, “Owl ” and 
dropped the other end of her sewing. 
Then when she had folded it and put it 

the red lacquer box with her 
and her thread and her stork 

Assors and her little scarlet emery 
that was made of an acorn cup; when 
she had done all this and had pushed 
her box' back on the table, she looked 
at the sewing-bird and remarked as 
severely as she could, because of the 
twinkle in his eye:
“You said that I should never sew 

again. ’ ’
“You’ll never hate it again, will 

you ” answered the sewing-bird, cock
ing his head sidewise at her.
“No,” said Melicent, as she began un

screwing his perch from the table. 
“Liking it makes prettier stitches.”

Cured Diseases 
of the Kidneys

And Is Depended On to Right 
maoh and Liver Disorders.

8 to*

Once Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver 
Pills are introduced into the family 
and their efficiency becomes known 
they are usually found too valuable 
to do without. For everyday ills aris
ing from liver and bowel disorders 
they bring relief promptly, and when 
complicated diseases of the kidneys 
and liver develop they often prove a 
successful cure after the doctors have 
failed. As an illustration, you may 
read the following, which was receiv
ed a few days ago :

Mrs. John Wright, 53 McGee 
Street, Toronto, Ont., states ; “We 
have used Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver 
Pills for ten years, and would not be 
without them. My husband suffered 
from kidney trouble, and after taking 
treatment from several doctors with
out receiving any benefit, tried Dr. 
Chase’r Kidney-Liver Pills, which 
worked a complete cure. Since that 
time we have used them for all Sto
mach and liver disorders.”

One pill a dose, 25 cents a box, all 
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., 
Limited, Toronto.
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