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PIMPLES and
BLOTCHES
Always yield quickly to
our home remedles. Why
have a spotted, blotched
complexion when you ma.y
have it clear, pure, and
fine?

AGNE AND PIMPLE
CURE

has cured thousands and will cure you.
Consultation invited. No expense.
SUPeRFLUOUS HAIR, MOLEýS, WARTS.
etc., eradicated forever by our method of
electro lysis. satisfaction guaranteed.
Bookiet "R" on request.

Hiscott Dermatoliolca1 Institute
61 Collage Street, TORtONTO. Buta>. 1892

The Experience is,'in the Tank

Trust your films

and plates to

TANK
DEVELOPMENT

You'11 get better
pictures than by the
old method, to Say
nothing "of the free-
dom frorn dark-room
worries and bother.

KODAK FILM TANKS, for

use with Kodak and BrOWnie Film
Cartridges, $3.00 to $7.50. No

Dark-room.

SEPTEMBER ON THE'ST. LAWRENCE.

HOSE who have taken holidays in July and August look on with ruefulTeyes wlien the late-goers depart in the first month of Autumn for river
or lake. ln the case of the September traveller, it is the late bird
which gets the worin. The boats and trains in July and August are

overcrowded with noisy families 'bound for Muskoka or Montreal, but the
clamour lias died with the summer when the September trips begin. Then
you congratulate yourself that you were so sensible as to wait during the heated

lterm for the days when, as one of our own poets tells us, "the, river blue is
deepest."

There are gloomny souls who can sit on deck and talk of departed June
and comning December, whule the river is turquoise under the blue sky and
jade under the clouds of gray; but, like dear old Omar, most of us reck littie of
"past regrets and future fears." Whio cares, for the headaclie of yesterday or
tlie heartaclie of to-morrow wlien the boat sways above the whirling rapids
and the cedars on the island send their fragrant healing across the waves ?
Then a boy with magic fingers is playing such music as only those born under
a melodious star can evoke for milder mortals-Hungarian dances tliat mock
the wild water, Chopin waltzes that ripple witli the outer current and dreamy
ballades which echo across to, the dim hlue shore wliere from a sleepy French-Canadian village, there is lifted a silver cross, shimmering in the liglit of the
perfect autumn afternoon. Yes, this, too is Canada-the East of quaint
villages and stately spires, with stories of past struggles in the names whicli
make the St. Lawrence a river of music.

Beautiful, too, lie the river and the city, as one looks from the mountain
front on another September day of dreams and sees the miglity stream, thesmiling green islands and the distant heights of border hlis veiled in the violet
liaze which is Septeniber's faîry cloak. Is it any wonder tliat our poets have
let English bards sing of the May, while they have opened their hearts to thesoft loveliness of the days "wlien the other world is near"? The air, as yet,lias no unkind chili of frost but the yellow gleam of goldenrod, theý scarlet
toudli in the woodland are a deeper glow than any summer pageant gives us.
Ottawa lias a picturesque cliarm; Kingston a grave dignity of fort and stream;
the cities of the Pacifie a mountaîn majesty; but Montreal from the mountain-
side on a golden September afternoon is grande dame in the richest brocadewith embroidery of ruby and sapphire. Talk not of her dirty streets, where
the mud gladly adlieres to, the wayfarer, nor of lier grasping aldermen and.
lier practical politics. On a certain September day 1 found lier a faîrylandwith ivory gates wide open, and who-would revule tlie scene where Aladdin
gave the lamp anl extra rub?

-But the gates of fairyland are closed at five o'clock, wlien one cornes
back to earth, or rather St. Catherine Street, to, delectable tea-rooms wliere a
mierry mnatrori fromn Melbourne entertains one in a soft Australian voice witliwitticîsms at tlie expense of the Canadian accent. It is quite impossible to
quarrel with tlie friend from Melbourne because she is of Irish "distraction"
and altogether a "dear" who lias made tlie mountain drive an liour toremember.

O N a Saturday morning the steam er Beaupre was crowded fromibwtstern wîth sturdy Frendli-Canadian citizens wlio were evidentîy lient onsomething more than a pleasure excursion.
"Where are those people going ?" I asked of a young wvorkmnan who

iiac just rolled a heavy barrel towards the R. and 0. steamer.
"To Sorel. The First Minister, lie speak there to-day.> The accent

was unmistakably that of Quebec. He nodded towards the deck of the river
steamer-"You can see him-First Ministery"

At the bow, accompanied by members of lis Cabinet' and surrounded
by an adzniring group, was Sir Wilfrid Laurier, smiling with that easy,unaffected grace whidh bas made it difficult for political opponents to beanything but personal friends. The workman on the shore Iooked steadilv at
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MATRIC. IN1 ONE YEAR-.
Shortliand and Commercial also.

Catalogue on request.
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SALT
Lils ait. Ikery grainin

'a pure, dry, clean crysta.
That is why it never

cakes--dissQlves instant-
ly-eand goes farther

Ttthan any other.

Insîst on havinga-WINDSOR

8A14'r.


