
Thé Weotsý' HomoMgnt hly. Wlunipeg,,October, 1910.

Thoutandi say I h Bs.

"Camp' has fouud -a-rosing welcome ini maniy a thousand
homes; why lfot gwe it Just one tuy in yours -'to-day,?
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BLACKWOOD'S LTD.9 WINNIPEG

BRAIN WORKERS4 ~who get littIe exercise, feel better ail round for
an occasional dose of

"NA: DRU -COI"Laxatives

They tn up the liver, move the bowels gently butfreely. cleanse the
system and clear the brain. A new, pleasant ând reliable laxative, prepared
by a reliable firm, and worthy of the NA-DRU-Cn Trade Mark.

25c. a box. If your druggist has flot yet aýt,-cked thern, send 25c. and
we wilI mail them.w

NATIONAL DRUG & CHEMICAL COMPANY
0F CANADA, LIMITED, MONTREAL. 21
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,with?q#it jy, and the. doctor smootiied
hon -'Slining 'ýIraids until ber beart

Il ihtge amoi hupnand
tlhen w1 "nt upntairm to e, éethe Grave
Gentleman' and thée Butterfiy 1Lady.''

The f gtterfly Lady was working pink
roses Ab a sti of white atin, and the
Clravie(Enëtieima had to b. dragged frow~
hie lý»ora iy ofo- the coniferenire.

«She is't any better," the doctor told
thein; "her brai» in too active, and hier
heart'mail wnong."

"My, family. have always had active
bruina,"1 the Grave Gentleman esserttd,
with pride.

The. Butterfly Lady cast a glance at
the doctor from under bier down-dropped
lido. - "Hearts'in my family have al-
ways gone wrong," sh. murmured..

The doctor reddened and t'witched
himself nervously in bis chair. "Her
brain hum b..» fonced," he blurted out.
"It'm -a vonder she isn't a chattening
idiot.'ý

the. dortor rose.' There were sparks
in bis eyés. ;.Shéie lutoonmuch alone,"
hoe sid-. "I, arn ong -40let lier read a
half-.hour;a day,insteffd of forbidding it
entirely,. foi ahe. in vorrying. What sike
reafly needà in young companionslip-
childreni or animais."

"Children make so muclt noise, 1 niust
have quiet," was the Grave Gentlewait'a
statement.

"A puppy, then."
"I don't like dogs."
"Or a kitten."
The Butterfly Lady threw Up hler flut-

tering bands. «'I hate cats.">
Tiie doctor groaned as li*e vent down

stairs.
The. littie girl found a half-hopr a

day such a teeny, weony time.' At first
she tried dividing it-fifteen minutes in
the morning and fifteen minutes in the
afternoon.. But that plan failed. It vas
impossible to leave Sinbad.up in the air
with the roc, or to desert, the. Swiss
Famil'v Robinson at the moment-of ship-
ureck,. to turn firom the White Cat
just as- she shed ber skin; and as for
closing .the fat brown book on Mr.
Pickwik at the Christmas dance, it
couldn't bie done!

ieue.t the morning flfteen minutes
always lengtbened to a fulllihalf-hour,
and. there you wer. v'itl tue day be-
fore you! And. it vas such an endless

day, with oass in thie way of hunihen
a*id dinner!

In the barren stretches the. Little Girl
mat in front of the library lb-e, and
thought and thought, and tholighit..
Soinetimea ah. vouldheur, the. swisit of
ilîken akints as the. Butterfly Lady

went to and f romn her carnage. And
liow and the.»-the Grave Gentleman
talked- in to get a book and out again

ini silence. The. littie Girl, big-eyed and
lônely-, would wish thnt they mighit stop
and sit with ber,- but tiiey neyer did,
and on. day aie feli asleep on the. rug,
and there the. doctor found her.

That very morning he had an inter.
view with the Grave Gentleman and the
Butterfly Lady thnt left them white and
shaking.

The. Butterfly lady followed hum
downstairs. "How could you say such

things to me!" sih. reproahed as they
tdt together in the lover hall.
"You have neglected her."
"For the. sake of old times you nîight

-have been kinder."
111 arn a bùsy man," he said gravely.

111 had forgotten old times until the
other day you called me in to attend to
the. eild."

"You said you would never forget."
"I was very young,-'' h. replied quietly.
At the. very first opportutnity he took

the Little Girl with biniin bis motor,
and they rode away togetlier through
the long miles of streets'. After a time'
tlî.y came to the. country viiere the ap-
pIe trees were pink and white by the
roadaide, and the Iambe frisk.d in snowy
bunches acroas the green pastures.

"Where are we goingt" ask.d the Lit-
tle Girl, with ber cheek against the.
doctor's rough coat-aleeve, for the doctor
had a way with bim. It vas just as if
be loved you, and you eouldn't feel
afraid!

"W7e are going," said the doctor, "«to
a little red bouse with a garden in
front, and in the little red bouse lives
a. littie old lady who bas four big cats
and a brindied dog and a eow and a
tamé crow."

"Oh!" the. Little Girl sat up and
stared at hum with shining eyea. "It
sounda like a fairy tale."

"'It isa fairy tale," said the doctor,
"and you are going to live there for
tItre. montb .
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