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Then she asked Lucy to come, and

ghowed her into a parlor with neat
r furniture.

Lucy asked her about the singular
trees and flowers; and the doll told her
that they were painted by children, and
that was why they were so queer.
Then she asked Lucy if she would like to
gee some of the other ladies; and pres-
ently in came a troop of paper dolls,
all gayly dressed, and all with waists
smaller than their legs, for that is a
point on which they pride themselves.
Lucy noticed that some of them kept
close to the wall, and sidled along

acefully, without coming forward.

“Why do they do that?” she asked.

«Hush-” said the doll. “It is very
gad. They were made without any
proper backs, merely plain cardboard.

» They are very sensitive about it, so we

never notice it. It is strange to think
that makers can be so inconsiderate.”

Lucy felt uncomfortable; for she had
gometimes painted her dolls only in
front to save paint, and she mnever
thought of their minding. Looking up.
she saw one of her own dolls standing
against the wall, gazing at her with
reproachful eyes, although her mouth
was smiling hard; for that was its
nature. Lucy went up-and whispered
in her ear, “You shall have a back to-
morrow, the very first thing!”  Then
she asked, “Where are your sisters?”
and the doll, whose name was Gardenia,
said that Lilybell’s dresses were all
torn and that Seraphina was in the
hospital with a broren wrist.

“She is very delicate, you know,” said
QGardenia, “and the baby got. hold of
her yesterday.”

“But how did she get here?” asked
Lucy.

Lucy did not wunderstand, but she
asked meekly if she might visit the
hospital and the doll who had opened
the door for her offered to go, since
Gardenia “was a little tired.” So Gar-
denia stood against the wall, and looked
very proper, while Lucy and the other
doll (who was named Perrette) went
into a room full of white paper boxes
in which lay the sick dolls. Some of
them had lost arms and legs, and some
were suffering from a suffusion of paint
in the face; but the most . frequent
complaint was a crack or break in the
waist. They found Serephina suffer-
ing a good deal, but looking very love-
ly, with one arm stretched out on the
tissue-paper coverlet and the other
curved in her own graceful way. She
had been nearly broken in two, and now
had a piece of strong cardboard gum-
med against the small (the very small)-
of her back. ’

“Poor darling!” said~Lucy, affection-
ately. “Does it hurt very dreadfully?”

Yes, Seraphina said it did hurt; but
she added, with a sweet smile, “It is
the penalty one must pay for being ex-
traordinarily delicate!”

“It is too bad!” said Lucy. “The
next dolls I make shall have large
waists, as large as mine!”

But at this both dolls cried out in
horror.

“What!” they exclaimed. “ Would
you destroy our delicacy, our -chief
pride, the sign of our aristocracy ?”

“But if you break in two!”  said
Lucy.

“We can always break gracefully,”
said Seraphina; “and it is unquestion-
zbl_v the most elegant thing a doll can
0.”

Just then a doll looked in and told
Lucy her mother was looking for her,
and she had better go home. She wish-
ed to stay longer; but she ran through
the Public Garden and climbed down
the rose-vine and plumped into bed
again, and there was mamma standing
by the bed holding a cup of broth and
not looking the least bit surprised.

“You don’t know where I have been
said Luey.

“Oh, yes; perhaps I do, said mam-
ma. “Take your broth, my dear, and
then you can go off again.”

Lucy knew what mamma thought,
and she wanted to explain, as soon as
she had taken the broth, what had real-
Iy happened; but just then mamma
seemed to grow very large, and then
very dim, and then she was not there at
all, and then—it was breakfast time.

—Laura E. Richards in Youth Compan-
10N,
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A WISE OLD HORSE

The horse belonged to the late J.
Lane, of Frescombe, Gloucestershire,
England, and the anecdote was told by
Rev. Thomas Jackson.

Mr. Lane, on going home one day,
turned thé horse into a field to graze.

A few days before this the horse
had been shod, but had been “pinched”
as the blacksmiths call it, in the shoe-
ing of one foot; that is, the shoe was
too tight so as to hurt the foot.

The next morning after Mr. Lane
had turned the horse into the fiell to
graze, he missed him. “What can have
become of old Sol?” asked he. The
hame of the horse was Solomon. He
was so named because he was wise.

When Mr. Lane asked where old Sol
was, Tim, the stable boy, said: I
think some thief must have got him;
for I cannot find Sol in the field or
in the cow yard.”

“What makes you think that—a thief
has got him?” asked Mr. Lane.

“Well, sir,” said Tim, “the gate of the
ficld has been lifted off the kinges, and
left on the ground.”

“That is no proof that a thief took
the horse,” said Mr. Lane. “! think
that old Sol must have done that him-
self. I will tell you how we can find
out. We will look at the gate, and, if
there is a mark of Sol’s teeth on it,
we shall know he has let himself out.”

So they went to the gate, and there,

cn the top rail, was the mark of a |

liorse’s teeth,

“Now, why should old Sol want to
get out of this nice field, so full of
grass and clover?” thought Mr. Lane.

“Perhaps,” said Tim, “the black-
smith can tell us about him.”

“I will drive over to the blacksmith’s
shop and see,” said Mr. Lane.

So Mr. Lane drove over to the black-
smith’s shop, which was a mile and a
half off, and said to Mr. Clay, the
blacksmith, “Have you seen anything
of old Sol?”

“Why, to be sure,” said Mr. Clay.
“Old Sol came here today, and told me
I had made a bad job of it in putting
the shoe on his right forefoot.”

“What do you mean, Mr. Clay?” ask-
ed Mr, Lane. “Av#iorse cannot talk.”

“Q true, he did not say it in words;
but he said it by act as plainly as I can
say it. He came to the forge where I
stood, and then held up his foot and
looked at me, as if he would like to say;
if he could, ‘Mr. Clay, you are getting
careless in your old age. Look at that
shoe. See how it pinches my foot. Is
that the:way to shoe a decent old horse
like me? Now, are you not ashamed
of yourself? [Ease that shoe at once.
Take it off, and put it on in a better
Way.,”

“Can it be that old Sol said all that
by his look?” asked Mr. Lane, laugh-
ing.
§A11 that and more,” said Mr. Clay.
“He stood still as a post while I took
off the shoe. And then I put it on so
it might not hurt him. And, when I
had done it he gave a merry neigh, as if
to say, ‘Thank you, Mr. Clay,’ and off
he ran. And now if you’ll go back to
the field you will find him there eating
his breakfast.”

So Mr. Lane laughed, and bade Mr.
Clay good morning, and back to the
field he drove. And there he found Tim
putting up the gate, and there in the
field was old Sol eating grass, and as
happy as could be. Was not Sol a wise
old horge.—Child’s World.
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A little girl of seven was out having
tea with a friend when a lady visitor
called and took . ome notice of her.

“And have you any little sisters at
home?” the lady asked.

“No,” answered the child, and after a
moment, addea, thoughtfully, “but I
have two brothers at home—and they
have a sister—and I'm it.”
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A Purely Vegetable Pill.—The chief in-
gredients of Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills are
mandrake and dandelion, sedative and pur-
gative, but perfectly harmless in their action.
They cleanse and purify and have a most
healthful effect upon the secretions of the
digestive organs. The dyspeptic and all who

suffer from liver and kidney ailments will’
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The Secret of B;imty

is a clear velvety skin and a youthful
complexion. Beetham's La-rola is
unequalled -for imparting a youthful *
appearance to the skin. Before and after
exposure to the weather, out-door
exercise, etc. it is extremely beneficial
and soothing. La-rola possesses a

delicate rose perfume and is quite
greaseless; get a bottle from your
chemist to-day and ensure a pleasing -
and attractive complexion. « « « ¢ .
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An Encouraging' Message

I have a message of hope and good cheer, of encouragement and
inspiration to every suffering woman. have endured the torture due
to female troubles and the consequent despondency and mental agon

almost to the point of despair, and I have been restored from this
condition to a state of vigorous health, and to the happy, exhilarating
frame of mind which accompanies physical well beu;f. Thngnchmg'e
has been brought about wholly by the use of ORANGE LILY.
. In addition I have had the privilege and pleasure of inducin,

multitudes of other suffering women to give ORANGE LILY a trial,
and have reccived thousands of enthusiastic acknowledgments of the
blessings it has brought to them. The following is a sample:

Truro, N. S., April 5, 1909.
Dear Mrs Currah.—Your very kind letter was received yesterday.
Tn reply to your question about my health, I am thankful to say that
I am very well. As I have never given you a statement of my case
you may be interested in it.

For several years I have suffered untold agony. This suffering
was continuous, but I would have violent attacks every few weeks,
each attack lasting several days. The first Sunday in November, I felt the pain increas-
ing and so did not go to prayers. The rest of the family did go, and soon after the
forcing down pains seized me and I had to remain on the floor until their return,
was in great pain all night and was very sick for a whole week.

Then Mrs. L. came to see me and told me of *your wonderful medicine. . I got my
husband to send for it right away, as J was too_ sick to write myself. (My doctor could
do nothing for me.) I have used 5 boxes of ORANGE LILY, have had three months
of good rest, and am now well, never better in my life. I have not had the old pains
since. I often ask my husband if it is myself that is going around and doing my own
work. I can scarcely believe it. It brings tears of joy to my eyes. I could shout it to
all the world. I cannot speak enough in its praise.

Your friend, MRS, E. H. F.

Receiving, as I do, dozens of such reports each day, I feel impelled to make known
to my suffering sisters the merits of ORANGE LILY. It differs from other so-called
remedies in that it is not taken internally. It is strictly local treatment, and is applied
directly to the affected organs. Its curative elements are absorbed into the congested
tissues, expelling the stagnant foreign matter which has been irritating the membrane and
oppressing the nerves, and a growing feeling of physical and mental relief is noticeable
almost from the start. It is a positive, scientific remedy and even if you use no more than
the Free Tral treatment you will be very materially benefited.

FREE TRIAL OFFER

I want every reader of this, who
suffers in any way from painful
monthly periods, irregularities, leu-
corrhoea, inflammation or congestion
of the womb, pains in <the back, etc.,
to send me their addresses, and I will
forward at once, without charge, 10
days’ treatment. If your case is not
far advanced it may entirely cure you,
and in any event it will do you much
good. I am so earnest in making this
statement, and so positive that it is
true, that I trust every sufferer who
reads this notice will take advantage
of my offer and get cured at home,
without a doctor’s bill. Address, en-

closing 3 stamps, Mrs. FRANCES E. CURRAH, Windsor., Ont.

find in these pills the most effective medicine

in concentrated form that has yet . been
offered to the suffering.

Ifit's made of
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We Have It.

Write us and mention
your wants,

UNIVERSAL SPECIALTY (0. §
Box 2704. ,,Hontrc_g!:‘

Dr. T. A. Goodchild
EYE SPECIALIST
Late Chief Clinical Assistant
Royal Ophthalmic Hospital, London, Eng.
Steele Block
Hours: 10-12; 2-5 Phone Main 3247
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