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DON'T SPOIL IT.

Use Wells, Richardson & Co.'s

Improved Butter Color,

Don’'t spoil the rich, pure cream that
you have gathered for buttermaking Dby
using a common and impure butter color
when you do your churning.

Wells, Richardson & Co.’s Improved
Butter Color will give your butter the
natural golden June tint at this time of
the year, and it never fades from the
butter. Do not accept or use vile and
worthless substitutes. At all times insist
upon getting the kind that makes prize
butter. Sold by all druggists and
general dealers.

Leamﬂrmrgaking

Learn at home how to cut, fit amd put
together everything in Dressmaking, from
the’ plainest shirt-waist to the most
claborate dress, without using paper pat-
terns. I will send for trial, free of
charge, to any part of Canada, The Elite
Tailor System, and first lesson showing
how to take measure, cut and fit a per-
fect: waist and sleeve for any lady.
Course of lessons taught in two weeks,
or-until you are perfectly satiasfied, to be
paid after testing, if satisfied, by cash or
instalment plan. We pay our pupils
from $8 per week to $6 per day working
for school, spare or whole time, in any
part of Canada. Write for particulars.
Address

SANDERS’ DRESS CUTTING SCHOOL

STRATFORD, GCAN.

WASHING Without
- RUBBING

TS

Here's a machine that :vuhu
clothes withont rubbing—aud all but
works itself.

Ghe New Century
Washing Machine
sends the water whirling through the
clothes — washes the dirt out of the
thread—yet never rubs or wears the
fabrics. ‘It's casy work, and you can
wash a tubful of clothes every five
minutes.
Our booklet tells the * reasons why.”
Write for a free copy.

The Dowswell lﬂ&m Limited
Hamilton, Canada

A CURE
FOR ECZEMA
That Kever Falls

Hundreds of bad cases
—afflicted for years —
worn out because of
loss of rest—unable to
resist tearing the flesh
—almost incurable,
have readily yielded
to the wonderful pow-
ers of our

1" SPECIAL
ECZEMA CURE!

) Equally effective in all
forms of skin and scalp diseases, such as Balt
Rheum,Ringworm etc. Consultation free at office
or by letter. When writing describe case fully.

OUR CURE FOR ACNE
(Pimples, Blackheads, Fleshworms)

is wondrous in its effect in clearing the face,
back and chest of those nasty, sore, disfiguring
blotches. Cases that the best physicians in
England and Germany pronounced incurable
have once more clear, pure complexions. We
don't COVER up blemishes, we CURE them.
That humiliating disfigurement,

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR,

or those dgly Moles, Warts, Red Veins,
¢te, permanently removed by our method of
Flectrolysis, Come during Easter holidays
Sa.i-faction assured. Send 10 cents for our
hind-oine book and sample of White Rose Cream

GFAHAM DERMATOLOGICAL INSTITUTE,

Diy:t. F. 502 Church Street, Toronto.
b, 1892, Tel. N. 1666.

L statienery. Yeung ladies wh'o are
W: DING intergsted in what is proper in the
v 6. of stationery for weddings, should send
fo . boekiet. Free for the asking. Latest
byv.ficos. Best imperted steck. Lynn Side

The Transformation of Jule.

“* S8ay, are you the woman what wants
to give a banty rooster away ?

I turned in astonishment at this singu-
lar inquiry. The boy standing at the
verandah railing was most unprepossess-
ing. I recognized him as * Jule,”” the
bad boy of the neighborhood, of whose
pranks I had heard. I was moved to
dismiss him promptly, and said, ‘“ No, I
am not the person.’’

He looked so cast-down as he turned
away that a kinder impulse came to me.
‘“1 haven't any bantams,” I said, ‘‘ but
I have an old hen that I would like to
give to someone who would take care of
her.”” It was an ancient Biddy, too
tough for the table, and possessed of a
lasting desire to sit. She had been
patiently trying to hatch two china eggs
for the past six weeks.

‘““ Would you, honest, give her away for
nothing ? ** he asked, eagerly. ‘I hain’t
got any money.’’

“Yes,” I said, “‘if you will take
care of her.”

‘“0, I've got a good coop made. I got
some boxes from the groc’ryman, and some
tar paper what was left from a house.
It’ll be as warm as anything in the win-
ter, and there’'s a window in it. I've
got some corn planted, too, and my
mother will give me enough to feed her
till mine grows.”’

So I packed ‘* Biddy "’ in a covered
basket and handed her over to her new
owner. As he trotted proudly away I
fancied that already he had a more man-
ly and independent air.

I  heard of him only
autumn. A woman who
was passing said to her
companion, ‘‘I've got a
lot of raspberries this
year, and for a wander

‘ Jule’ Biddle hasn’t
been around to steal
any of them yet.”

“It's curious how
steady he is lately,”’
said the other; S
wonder what keeps him
busy ? *’

Jule came to see me
one day in early Octo-

good

once before

ber. He was as ragged
a8 ever, but his hands
and face were clean,

which was a great im-
provement on his first
appearance before me.
‘“I've come to pay for -
that hen,’’ he an-
nounced, holding out a
dollar bill.

‘“Why, I don’t want
any pay,” I said; “1I
gave her to you.”
‘““Guess I'll pay for
her,”” he insisted, quiet-
ly.
‘“ Where did you get
the money ? ** 1 asked,
for I knew the Widow -

Biddle w as wretchedly
poor.
“I sold six of

my chickens yesterday.

A man gave me a dollar apiece. He
said they were fancy stock. I don’t
know how it happened. I just bought
common eggs.”’

‘““S8o you raised chickens,
How may have you? "’ s
‘“ Sixty,”” was the unexpected response.
‘“I traded some of the first brood for
another hen. She hatched two broods
this summer, and your hen hatched three.
Then I worked for Mr. Dawson, and he
gave me another brood.”

‘“You have been very fortunate,”” I
said.

‘“0, I don’t know. I kept the coop
clean, and took good care of ‘em. The
preacher, he gave me a book about
chickens. I'm going to make an incuba-
tor by next spring, and I'm going to
rent the vacant lot next to us, and make
a big chicken-yard. I'm not going 'Lo
sell any more chickens this fall. AN
keep them, and have eggs to sell in the

did you?

P Dept. 5, Simece, Ont. °

spring.”"

When he, left he again offered the. dol-
lar.

I earnestly assured Him that I'could not
possibly have sold it for more. -

The next two or three years of Jule's
life would make a long story, for in that
time he changed from a bad boy ‘into an
bonest, capable young business man. On
the outskirts of ‘our city stands a modest

home’ which belongs to the Widow Biddle, i

and the acres behind it ‘devoted to wire
netting ' chicken yards and snug-looking
coops, are the property of her son.
has paid for the house and farm out of
his earnings.—Exchange. Sent by Nellie
Gray.

A Modern Grandmother.

I want to see a grandmother like those
there used to be,

In a cosy little farmhouse, where I could
g0 to tea ;

A grandmother with spectacles and
funny, frilly ecap, e
Who would make me sugar cookies,

take me-on her lap; &

And tell me lots of stories of the days

when she was small,
When everything was perfect—not like to-
day at all.

My grandmother is ‘! grandma,”’ and she
lives in a hotel,

And when they ask ‘‘ What is her age ? '
she smiles and will not tell. ;

Says she doesn’t care to realize that sheé
is growing old ;

Then whispers—‘“ But you're far too big
a boy for me to hold.’’

An Old-fashioned Grandmother.

Hér dresses shine and rustle, and her
hair is wavy brown,

And she has an automobile, that she
steers, herself, down town.

My grandmother is pretty.
her ? Rather—yes ;

Our Norah calls her stylish, and om the
whole I guess

better than the other kind, . for
once when I was ill .

‘““Do I love

She's

She helped my mother nurse me, and

read to me until

I fell asleep ; and stayed with me, and
wasn’t tired, and then

She played nine holes of golf with me
when I got out again,

Yet, because I've never seen one, just

once I want to see

A real old-fashioned grandmother, 1jke
those there used to be.

—Helen Leab Reed,

We finally compromised on twenty-..
five cents as ‘the price of the hen, ‘when
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. & skeeter.’’

"Here they fong dqwi gt TLlE:

schoel
tunity to get .
ages in his poc

With her long wa
anxious in spite of its

lane, -lest he should be forced
fess all his: terrible secret.:
The first person who met hin
the school-yard was Foxj
““ Have you got that 2%
salutation.

X, 3%;

“you'

fo

rolled his
out the q
dimes into

‘e M’

,» ‘‘and Go
spot if I giy
¥ t, Hughie,”” said Foxy,
soothingly, putting the . money int
his pocket.” ¢ You 'needn’t  be
mad abhout it, .. You bought the
‘toliand the rest right'enotgh, ¢
you 27" . dpfied
I know I did, but—but, m
me, you big, sneaking thief—and t
you—'' Hughie’s voice broke in :
rage. - His face was pale, and hi
black ‘eyes were glittering with fiere
fury, and in his heart he was |
scious: of a wild longing to fall’
Foxy and tear him to pieces. : {
Foxy, 'big and tall' ‘as’' he ws S
glanced at.Hughie’s face, and sayin
not ‘& word, turned 'and fled to t
front of the school where the ot

on the
”»0

[

Hughie followed slowly, his hesg
still swelling with furious rage, @
full of an eager desire to -
Foxy's: ng, fat face VT e
At the school door stood Miss
Morrison, the teacher, smiling
as ool

her wi: a ’_ on of sweet
between his clénche you
red-head ded devil, you
I'll make you smile ot
sid “?;o your ‘hig, fat n .

| i are you swear f 3
was Fusie, # inggt i

‘' Oh, Fusie,” crivd Hu
get Davie and get into the we :
I'm not going in to-day. I hate the
beastly place, and the whole gang of
lei;e" utho little . harum-scarum
- Tench waif, was ready for anything
in the way of adventure. - To him
anything was better than the oven
monotony of the school routine.
True, it might mean a whipping both
from teacher and from Mrs. Me<
Leod ; but as to the teacher’ p-;
ping,Fus{e‘w_sspremédi?& .&
for a free day in the woods, and ag to
the other, Fusie declared that Mrs.
McLeod’s whipping < wouldn’t . hurt

¢}

To Davie Scotch, however, pl
truant was a serious matt.erl.)v mﬁ%
had been reared in an atmosphere of
reverence for ‘established ‘law and
order, ‘but When ‘Hughie gave come
mand, to Davie there seemed noth<
ing for it but to obey. B
The thrée boys watched till the

school was called, and then, crg
SoMhchi £

ing along on ' theiif |
the heavy cedar-loys f W
Ped into the ba.lsam“'""et.ll:i‘;=° éket'L b
edge of the wo \nd-




