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We will buy you a 10c cake of Infants’ Delight with every 
25c purchase of Taylor’s Borax Soap. Cut out the coupon 
and present it to your grocer when you buy your next 25c 
worth of Taylor’s Borax Soap and he will give you 
ABSOLUTELY FREE the full size 10c cake of Infants’ 
Delight which we have bought for you. We pay your grocer 
the full price of 10c each for these cakes of Infants’ Delight which he hands 
out, because we know that nothing we can say will show you so quickly what 
a wonderful soap it is,—how it wears as thin as a wafer, how perfectly it 
cleanses, and how soft and smooth it leaves the skin.

Don't wait— 
Get your free Soap to-day

We are so sure that when once you have used Taylor s Borax Soap for 
• the Laundry, and Infants’ Delight Toilet Soap that you will never be 1 —a satisfied with other kinds,that we are msA __. S . buying thousands of cakes of Infants i1Weper for Delight and giving them away free for Taylor’s/ 

€ Delight to the ladies who buy Taylor s Borax Soap 
Borax Soap.N
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coupon at its face value 
for a regular 10c cake 
of Infants' Dolight 
Soa p. when properly 
signed by a customer 
who also buys 25c 
worth of Taylor’s 
Borax Soap. In accord­
ance with our agree­
ment we will redeem 
these coupons to allow 
you the regular profit 
on the Soap.

John Taylor & Co.
Limited

aare
This coupon, when properly signed and 
presented to your grocer at any time with­
in one week, with 25c in payment for five 
bars of Taylor’s Borax Soap, entitles bearer 
to a 10e cake of Infants’ Delight Soap 
free.
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count at the caterer’s. I had several 
bridges while you were away, and I 
had to do things on rather a bigger 
scale than usual, because Mrs. S— 
was coming, and the B’s, and I thought 
you wouldn’t like me. under the cir- 
cumstances, to do anything shabbily. 
They entertain so lavishly, and I knew 
some of the women objected to play 
for—that is, preferred to play for 
prizes. So I got prizes for all the 
tables—that is, for all the tables in 
their room. That cost rather a lot. 
They are all making a sort of fad of 
collecting cups and saucers this win­
ter, and I could get those easily and 
charge them at Ryard’s. Other things 
would have meant cash, and cost just 
as much. So I got cups and saucers. I 
don’t suppose the bill will come In till 
the spring. By that time I expect to 
be able to pay off that and the other 
little items myself."

"What other little items?"
"Oh, just a few little trifles I got for 

one of the other bridges I had! I’ve 
been to so many this winter that I 
owed quite a lot. I paid them all off 
while you were away."

“And what were the little items?” 
Played in the Other Room.

“Oh, flowers and ices and that sort 
of thing, and a man to open the door,

‘went.’ You've had the regular allow­
ance every week to run the house on. 
What have you been doing with it? 
Haven't you been paying as you 
went?"

His startled eyes searched the room 
for a possible evidence that it had 
gone into some extravagance which lie 
hadn’t noticed—some piece of furni­
ture, some hangings or decorations. 
Everything looked the same, and his 
glance came back to the little figure 
in the armchair. Her gown was a 
season old. and she wore nothing new 
in jewels. “What have you done with 
it?” he repeated, blankly.

“There is no use in making two bites 
of a cherry," was the enigmatical an­
swer. “I need extra money. I needed 
more when you were away last month. 
I simply had to have it, so I borrowed 
some from Bunson."

The patient look had gone from the 
man’s face.

“How much?” he asked, grimly.
Her eyes fell guiltily. “Forty dol­

lars," she said, with assumed non­
chalance.

“Forty dollars!" repeated the man, 
with tightening lips. “And is there 
anything else?”

Didn't Want To Be Shabby.
“Nothing much. Just a little ac-

and an extra maid to bring in the tea, 
and a few other prizes. I would love 
to have won a Doulton jug that 1 gave 
at one of the tables, but a hostess can't 
take her own prizes. It's a waste of 
time to play for them in one’s own 
house. If you come first you just have 
to tear up your score and let the sec­
ond one have it. So I played in the 
other room.”

"The other room! What other room? 
What do you mean?"

A Whole Months Salary
‘Went in 30 Days of Bridge

Send Your Patterns for
Brass, Bronze or Aluminum Casting: 

Prompt Delivery.

The Canada Metal Co., Limited, Fraser Avenue, ToronhHow One Toronto Man Became Wiser and His Wife 
Sadder When the Skeleton Stalked Out of the 

Family Cupboard—"All the Women. 
Except a Few. Play for Money."

den suspicion became conviction, and On inquiry in London it was lear 
that Mr. Fuggle is a booking clerk 
the Marble Arch Station on the "T 
penny Tube." He had on a previ 
occasion lost his memory, and 1 
found wandering aimlessly at 
Great Western termius at Padding! 
He is 30 years of age and married. 
Feb. 19 he was at work, and left 
the usual hour for his home. Sit 
that time all trace of him, howe 
was lost, much to the distress of 
wife and friends.

How he got to Leicester is a my ate

“Oh!" impatiently, ‘with the ones
who preferred to play for—who didn’t the skeleton stalked from the cupboard, 
want to play for prizes, I mean. Don't "Is that how It is?" he asked, with a

searching look into her abashed face. 
“Is that where all this money ‘went'? 
Is that why you dodged your butcher 
and your grocer, and borrowed more 
when you had used that? Is that why

bother me, Billy! You don’t under­
stand."

But Billy was beginning to under­
stand. He made no comment but on 
the back of the gas bill he jotted down 
a column of figures.

[The Ferret, in Toronto Star.!
The past season of bridge whist has 

left many things in its trail, pleasant 
and otherwise. Among the "other- 
wise" are a sadder woman and a wiser 
man. The former was a bridge fiend. 
The game had taken such complete 
possession of her that, through con­
stant indulgence, it had developed in­
to a feverish malady. No Invitation 
was ever refused, no opportunity to 
play was ever missed. Whatever came 
between her and a game was put aside 
as of secondary importance and she 
was everywhere, for she was popular. 
An honest little soul she was, who 
never quarrelled over anything her 
partner did, never said biting things 
across the table, never made another 
woman feel embarrassed or uncomfort­
able, never stooped to gain a trick by 
unfair means. But she was a foolish 
little butterfly, and a very unlucky 
player.

The man, on the other hand, took no 
interest in the game, and never played 
it; but being out of town five days of 
the week, his wife went unchecked 
along lier chosen path. And that path 
led to trouble, for the man had only 
an average salary, and with everything 
at top-notch price, he had to stretch

his small income to snapping point, 
sometimes, to meet his expenses.

Wrestling to Make Ends Meet.
Pencil in hand, and a pile of bills 

in front of him, he sat at his desk one 
evening wrestling with the question of 
ways and means. Things downtown 
had not been running smoothly, and 
things uptown had been growing a 
little heavy for his overburdened 
shoulders. Debt he abhorred. His 
principle was “get only what you can 
afford, and do without whatever you 
can’t pay cash for." But the problem 
of just how to do it was gradually 
growing serious.

Across the room his wife sat, gazing 
with unseeing eyes into the glowing 
fire. Her trouble took the form of a 
skeleton in the cupboard; and, while 
it clamored for immediate attention, 
she felt she had to keep the door close 
shut for fear its presence would be 
discovered.

She looked uneasily once or twice at 
the worried face of the man and the 
pile of papers in front of him, and she 
plunged suddenly at it.

"Billy," she began, haltingly, “I want 
some extra money."

The man stopped in his reckoning, 
and shoved his papers aside.

"What's up?" he asked.
"Everything. I've had nothing but 

annoying experiences all week, and 
Briggs wrote very insolently this 
morning about his account—” She 
stopped with a sudden wave of re­
membrance. and bit her lip.

"Briggs!" echoed the man, his eyes 
wide with astonishment. "I gave you 
sixty dollars last week to settle that 
bill. What did you do with it?"

you have piled up a lot of bills we
think of anything else?" have no means of paying? You have 

been playing bridge for money?"
"Can you

he asked, with ominous quiet. “I have 
here Briggs’ sixty dollars that ‘went,’ "Of course, I have,” she admitted, 

turning a red face towards him. "All 
the women, except a few, play for 
money. You are left out of everything 
unless you do. We don't play for big 
sums, like the men do. and we never 
lose more than—well, more than just 
a few dollars at a time. If the luck's 
bad; but—where are you going, Billy?"

Billy was shuffling angrily into his 
overcoat and cap.

"Down to the club," he answered, 
with measured politeness. "It is bet­
ter for the man of the house to do the 
gambling, if there is going to be any 
done. We seem to have plenty of 
money to throw away on games of 
chance. I am going back to poker."

The door shut with a bang, and the 
woman gazed fearfully past the accus­
ing pile of papers in front of her into 
a future full of tragic possibilities.

about sixty for overdue tradesmen's 
accounts, ten for the caterer, twenty 
for prizes, ten for the florist, and ten 
for any other little things you may 
have forgotten to mention. That 
brings the amount that ‘went’ to one 
hundred and seventy dollars. Is there 
anything else?"

The woman had shrunk to a very 
small speck in the big chair, and her 
voice had lost its cheerfulness as she 
answered:

“Just the forty for Bunson."
“Yes, I had forgotten Bunson. That 

brings the total up to two hundred and 
ten dollars."

“I had no idea, Billy—"
“Two hundred and ten dollars." re­

peated the man. “I suppose the whole 
of that ‘went,’ in one month one way 
or another, into bridge?”.

“Yes—one way or another."
“And do you remember what my sal­

ary is? Have you stopped to think in 
the last thirty days how much we 
have to live on?"

Can’t Always Be Shaving.
“Oh. I don’t know. Billy! I can’t 

be always shaving things down to a

Asthma Catarrh
WHOOPING COUGH CROUP 
BRONCHITIS COUGHS COLDS

Noted Prima Donna and Her Protege
ESTABLISHED 1879

A simple, safe and effective treatment for bron- 
chial troubles, without dosing the stomach with 
drugs. Used with success for thirty years.

The air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired 
with every breath, makes breathing easy, BC other 
the sore throat, and stops the cough, assuring 
restful nights. Cresolene is invaluable to mothers 
with young children and a boon to suffi rera 
from Asthma.

Send us postal for descriptive booklet.
ALL DRUGGISTS

Try Cresolens Anti­
septic Throat Tablets 
for the irritated throat
They are simple, ef-
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LOST HIS MEMORY -
Englishman Who Regained It 

Under Influence of 
Hypnotism.

€P

fective and antiseptic. 
Of your druggist or 
from us. 10c in stamps.

Vapo Cresolene Co.
Leemtn j - Miles Bldg

MONTREAL
WAS SO RUN DOWN

COULD NOT DO ANY WORK.

cent, and waiting to cut up every 
dollar I spend. And I don’t see why 
you are worrying me about things like 
that! The bills can wait, and be paid 
off gradually, and I suppose your sal-

0
Hypnotic influence appears to have 

played an important part in bringing 
back the lost memory of a London 
man who was found at Leicester, Eng- 
land. The man was discovered in St. 
John's Church, Leicester, on Feb. 27. 
and could give no account of himself. 
He was taken to the Leicester work- 
house. and was put under hypnotic 
influence.

This seems to have had effect, for 
next morning he gave his name as 
Ernest Fuggle, of Godolphin road. 
Shepherd’s Bush, London, and said he 
remembered being at work as a rail­
way clerk on the Central London Rail­
way on Monday, the 19th, but that his 
memory since then had been a blank.

Thought She Was So Far Gone Noth­
ing Could Cure Her.

MILBURN’S HEART and NERVE 
PILLS Made Her Strong and 

Healthy.

LET US 1
CURE YOU

ary would cover them, anyway. We 
are not beggars."

The lines in the man's forehead grew 
deeper.

"Not yet." he said, bitterly, "but we 
soon will be if you go on playing 
bridge at that rate. We can't run tan­
dem with people like the B’s, or try to 
keep pace with Mrs, 8. They have as 
much pin money as we have income. It 
will take every dollar of my salary for 
a month to pay for your bridge non­
sense, and, meantime, who is going to 
pay the running expenses of the 
house?. The tradesmen won’t supply 
us for nothing."

“And 1 can't play bridge for noth­
ing,” retorted the woman. "You have 
your club. You smoke cigars. I sup­
pose you treat all the men you want 
to. You go out to the hunt club, and 
down to the Woodbine when the races 
are on. but I don't sit in front of you 
with a pencil and a bit of paper and 
count the cost of everything you do."

"If you did you would find I had 
never yet spent one month's salary" on 
one month's pleasure! It is ridiculous! 
I don't know how 1 am going to get 
out of this hole you have got me Into, 
and all for a foolish game and a lot of 
trifling gew-gaws that you put up for 
prizes. I don’t understand you."

A curious little smile played for a 
moment on the woman's lips.

"Yes," she agreed, "it Is foolish to 
play bridge for silly little prizes."

“Then why do you do it?"
“I don’t."

Skeleton Stalked Forth.
“But you do. What else are all 

these bills for? Didn’t you just 
admit—” He stopped short. A sud-

MEN
If you Sumer from 
Kidney or Bladder 
Troubles, Varicose 
Veins, Blood Diseas- 
es, Rheumatism, 
Ulcers, Sores, Skin 
Disease, Nervous, 
Run-down Constita- 
tien. Hydrocists, 
Rupture, Piles, or any 
Kindred or Associate 
Chronic, Special Disease. 
COME TO NO—The beat GOME IU treatment 
is always the cheapest- 
a little advice may be all you need—it is 
Free for the asking.
OUR MOTTO, Small Fees, Quick ----- Results, Easy Terms. 
Don’t let money matters hold you back- 
no one is too poor to receive the full benefit 
of our best efforts. Call or write in strict 
confidence. Consultation free. Special 
Parlor for Privacy.•

DR.HUNT INSTITUTS
61 W. Fort St, DETROIT, MION,

“And there’s Myers,’ ‘went on 
woman, hurriedly.

“Get back to Briggs, insisted

the

the
man. “How is it you didn't settle 
that?"

“Why' don't you follow the hounds, 
Billy ? A fox would be run to earth in 
no time with you after it. I didn't set­
tle with Briggs simply because I had 
nothing to settle with.”

“But I gave you sixty dollars—"
“Oh, yes! Yes!" she broke in, im-

Many women get run down, and are 
finable to look after their household 
duties, owing to their nervous system 
becoming unstrung, and when this 
happens, the heart starts to work in 
sympathy with the nerves. In Milburn’s 
Heart and Nerve Pills is combined a 
treatment that will cure all forms of 
nervous disorders, as well as act on the 
heart itself. Mrs. F. McFadyen, Brook- 
side, Sask., writes;—"It is with the 
greatest of pleasure I write you stating 
the benefit I have received from using 
Milburn’s' Heart and Nerve Pilis This 
spring I was so run down I could not 
do any work, and one day a neighbor 
advised me to try your Pills. I told her 
that I thought nothing could cure me, as 
I was too far gone. But she told me to 
get a box of Milburn's Heart and Nerve 
Pills, which I did, and before I had 
finished them, I began to improve, and 
when I had finished the one box I was as 
strong and healthy as any person. 
Anyone who is suffering from heart 
or nerve troubles should take your 
Heart and Nerve Pills and they will 
soon discover their worth."

Price 50 cents per box, or 3 boxes for 
$1.25, at all dealers, or mailed direct 
on receipt of price by The T. Milburn Co., 
Limited, Toronto, Ont.

“I know you did. Keep onpatiently.
You’ve toldpounding that into me.

me that three times inside three min­
utes. You gave me sixty dollars, but 
thirty of it went on Monday, and the 
rest on Wednesday. I had nothing to 
give him."

It Just “Went."
“I don't understand," protested the 

man. "What do you mean by ‘went’? 
Did you take it to settle some other 
account?"

‘Yes—no. It just went," repeated 
the woman, confusedly, and her little, 
incapable hands, palms upturned, 
opened and closed suggestively. “But 
since we are on the subject of money, 
Billy, I wish you. would just let me 
have enough to wipe off all the little 
bills that have been accumulating — the 
grocer and the butcher, and the others, 
and I can start a month clear. It's 
only a matter of forty or fifty dollars 
—perhaps a little more—”

“Great Scott!" gasped the man,

BABY’S OWN TABLETS
CURE CONSTIPATION

No ailment causes more suffering 
to little ones than does constipa­
tion. Hardly a little one escapes 
this trouble — many of them suffer 
from it continually. The surest cure 
and safest remedy—one that is abso­
lutely guaranteed to be free from 
harmful drugs—is Baby’s Own Tab­
lets. They never fail they have cured 
thousands of cases. Concerning them 
Mrs. Lev. Blanchet. St. Racine, Que., 
writes: "I have used Baby's Own Tab­
lets for constipation and vomiting and 
have found them an excellent remedy, 
and I have recommended them to 
several of my neighbors." The Tablets 
are sold by medicine dealers or by 
mail at 25 cents a box from The Dr. 
Williams' Medicine Company, Brock- 
ville, Ont.
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A Woman’s Sympathy
Are you discouraged? Is your doctor’s 

bill a heavy financial load? Is your pain 
a heavy physical burden? I know what 
these mean to delicate women—I have 
been discouraged, too; but learned how to 
cure myself. I want to relieve your bur­
dens. Why not end the pain and stop the 
doctor’s bill? I can do this for you and 
will if you will assist me.

All you need do is to write for a free 
box of the remedy which has been placed 
In my hands to be given away. Perhaps 
this one box will cure you—it has done so 
for others. If so, I shall be happy and 
you will be cured for 2c (the cost of 8 
postage stamp). Your letters held conft- 
dentially. Write to-day for my free treat- 
ment. MRS. F. S CURRAN, Windsor, Ont.
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Marguerita Sylva, the prima donna, aid her Canadiar protège. Miss Kitty
Seville. The prima donna, on the left is wearing a black velvet suit, edged"What in thunder are you talking 

about? Briggs' money ‘went,’ and now 
you imply the housekeeping money and toque.

with sable, with lace ruff. and very handsome chinchilla Russian stole, muff
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