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BOVRIL

Builds up Muscular Tissue

BOVRIL is in itself a valuable food and it also aids
the system to draw the full store of nourishment from
ordinary diet, thus building up

Sound Nerve and Muscle

‘CAMP’ COFFEE is

ready almost before you know it. = Add boiling
water, sugar and milk to taste, and there you are
a drink for a King.

CAM P ’COFFEE

—steaming, re freshing, fine

But to be sure of the PU RITY, the QUALITY, and the truest
ECONOMY, you must take care to always ask for ‘CAMP.’

e SOLD EVERYWHERE =a

Sole Makevs—R. Paterson & Sons, Ltd., Coffee Specialists, Glasgow.
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FOR HUMAN USE;

FOR USE ON ANIMALS.

Sprains, Sore Shoulder, | Rheumatism, Sprains, Ryruririon.

Rheumatism, Sore Udders of Lumbago, Backache, b Seaama 22
#] Curbs, Cows notin Milk, | Sore Throat Bruises, )

Splints when For Sore Mouths from Cold, Slight Cuts,

forming, in Sheep and | Cold at the Cramp,

Sorung Sinews, Lambs, Chest, Soreness

Capped Hocks, For Foot Rot in | Neuralgia of the limbs

Overreaches, Sheep. irom Cold, after

Bruises, Sprains in Dogs, nic exercise,

Broken Knees, Cramp in Birds, Bronchitis,

Elliman’s Royal Embrocation. |Elliman’s Universal Embrocation,
ELLIMAN., SONS & CO.. SLOUGH. ENGLAN.
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The Scruples of Harold

Continued from page 43

And it was at that moment that a
window was flung open somewhere up-
on the first floor at the far end of the
building, and I saw my mistress’s face
and that she had the little dog clasp-
ed in her arms.  And it was then
that somebody rushed past me—a man—
though, at the moment, T could not
recognize his face, and while we all
stood there helplessly he got a ladder
up against the side of the house—in
spite of the flames and the smoke—and
he was soon climbing up it to the win-
dow at which my mistress stood.

And it was not till a minute or two
after my mistress and her rescuer had
reached the ground, and that Mme.
Maisie had been given into the charge
of her friends, that I realized—ah, mon
Dieu, can you imagine my feelings?
For the man who had mounted the lad-
der turned towards me, and for the
first time I saw his face.

It was not Monsieur Harold at all—
it was Monsieur Donaldson !

For now, I said to myself, the matter
can be no longer in doubt. It will be
Monsieur Donaldson who will claim my
mistress’s hand, and it is well, for he
is a brave man and deserves his good
fortune. Not that Monsieur Harold
would have been less brave had for-
tune brought him to the spot. Of that,
ma foi, I am quite certain, for, as it
was, poor fellow, he risked his life
again and again in his efforts to save
the horses.

My mistress, too, as you may guess,
she had to keep her bed, and of course
I tended her—ah, but it was an anxious
time! We had been taken in at the
house of a neighbour, and, of course,
the rest of the house-party had dis-
persed to their own homes—all except
Monsieur Harold and Monsieur Don-
aldson, who had found accommodation
at the village inn.

It was two or three days later that
Monsieur Donaldson himself called to
see my mistress, and I—as I conducted
him to the little boudoir which had
been given over to her use, and where
she spent the day lying upon a couch—
cheeks—I said to myself that now the
time had come, and that Monsieur Don-
aldson would leave the house that after-
noon an engaged man. For I knew she
would accept him—there was so much
gratitude in her heart.

It was about an hour later that she
called me to her, and she was smiling,
smiling happily. Monsieur Donaldson
was there, too.

“ Clementine,” she said, and there was
that sparkle in her eyes which had been
absent from them for so many days.
“You may congratulate Mr. Donald-
son.”

I was about to murmur a few words
when my mistress interrupted me.

’

“Mr. Donaldson is engaged to be
married to Miss Brittain,” she said.
“He has come to tell me so. He got

engaged to her upon the very day that

the fire broke out at the Manor.”
And would you believe it? Monsieur

Harold called that same afternoon,

after the other had taken his departure,
and he, too, remained a long while with
my mistress.

[ waited impatiently until Mme.

Lime
Sulpher Solution
is better than any home-made
spray, hecause always of the same
strength and uniform quality.
Specific Gravity stencilled on
every barrel. One barrel makes
12 barrels for spring or 40 for
summ er
spraying.

VANCO LEAD ARSENATE
< KILLS ALL CHEWING INSECTS
ore eflecting and more lasting th Pari
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Maisie called me to her, and then my
heart fell, for she was weeping, and it
was a few minutes before I understood
that her tears were tears of joy.

For at last—at last, everything had
been settled, and Monsieur had declared
his love and been accepted. But—would
you believe it>—he was pig-headed to
the end, and he would not have pro-
posed to my mistress at all—or, at
least so he declared—had he not learnt
from her own lips that she was no long-
er the wealthy widow that all the world
had taken her for.

I have only to add that I am still
with Mme. Maisie. She is Mme. Fos-
ter now, and she lives with her husband
in London, and they are really very
well off indeed.

For, as it turned out, the pictures
were not quite all destroyed. Several—
and those the most valuable, although
damaged somewhat—were saved, and
they realized a large sum of money
when they eventually came to the ham-
mer.

And sometimes I wonder if my mis-
tress knew the day that Monsieur Fos-
ter proposed to her that those pictures
might be saved, or whether, indeed, she
believed that they were all utterly des-
troyed, as she had maintained.

I cannot say; Mme. Maisie

knows.

Journal Juniors

Continued from page 17

alone

beautifully neat. I have known lots of
boys and girls of fifteen who did not
write nearly such a good hand as you.
Your description of sugar-making is
very clear and good. Is it from your
own experience?—C. C.
&
2387 St. Clair Ave., West Toronto,
Feb. 2nd, 1011.
Dear Cousin Clover:

I read about the competition on maple
sugar last night.

One day last spring we got a spike
and an axe and went down to Black
Creek 'to find a maple tree,

We soon found one, and drove the
spike in, about a foot from the bottom.
We put the tube in. At first we had
no luck, for only a drop came

very
slow.

Spying a squirrel, the smaller boys
went to chase it. but we called them
back, and told them not to hurt any

animal that did not hurt them.,

Meanwhile the sap had increased its
speed, and our tin pails were about
half full. Having tasted it, we found
It not very nice, so we built a fire and
boiled it a little. It seemed better.

We boiled it a bit more, and it got
cold; the bottom was granulated. We
boiled it even more, and there was an
inch of sugar on the bottom. We took
it home and ate it there.

\‘\"ils‘hing the club e€very success, I
remain,

W. B. Warp (age 11).

Certified by I, Ward, sister,

W. B. Ward, your letter nearly
went into the waste-paper basket, be-
cause you wrote on two sides of the
paper, which you mustn’t do. But it
was so Interesting to learn that the de-
lights of making maple sugar can be
enjoyed just outside Toronto that 1T
saved it. Yes, don’t let silly boys chase
the squirrels; it doesn’t do either the
boys or the squirrels any good.—C. C.

METALLIC
CEILINGS

are everything that plas-
ter, wood and wall paper
are not.

Metallic Ceilings are fire-
proof, absolutely,

Metallic Ceilings  don’t
crack or crumblei— don’t
get damp or mouldy—don’t
need repairs.

Metallic Ceilings are far-
and-away the most eco-
nomical building material
You can put in a house.
You don’t believe it? Wae
can prove it. Write us for
the facts.

The Metallic Roofing Co.
MANUFACTURERS Fced
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