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Catarrh
Cured

Catarrh is offensive—more 
than that it is the fore
runner of worse diseases. 
Catarrh spreads from the 
nose to the throat where it 
sometimes prepares the suf- 
ferer for diphtheria; it 
spreads to the stomach and 
bowels where it generates 
the worst kind of indiges
tion ; consumption, even, 
has been known to be help
ed along by catarrh.

If your breath is bad, 
you had better sweeten it 
up by getting catarrh out 
of your system. You should 
take something that w ill kill 
the disease germs, tone up 
your general health and 
particularly revitalize and 
invigorate the mucous 
membranes which catarrh 
especially attacks. Don’t 
fuss and fail with snuffs and 
sprays—get right straight 
at the disease by using the 
greatest of tonics, tissue 
builders and blood purifiers

(pronounced si-keen)
Sold by all druggists, SI per bottle.
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smile, half-paused as if about to of
fer assistance, flushed and went on. 
They saw her examining the pictures 
of graduated and forgotten classes, 
moving about from one to another 
with soft rustlings.

“It’s just like her to be dressed »?. I 
hour too soon, ” whispered Alice. “I 
knew as soon as I saw her that she 
was one of the kind of women who i 
are dressed an hour too soon. They j 
are a reproach and a public nuis- j 
ance."

Kdith gave a nod of thanks to Flor
ence for her services, and gathered j 
her voluminous draperies about her.
“You'll be an hour behind time, 

honey," she said, “if you don't ‘con
centrate on the subject in hand,' as 
Miss Reynolds used to say."

She ran ub down the corridor and 
paused for ». moment beside the 
fourth chaperon.

“I’m afraid you’ll think us all very 
lazy, or very vain," she said, lightly. 
“You’ll find we are much longer than 
you about making our toilets."

“Why should you hasten?" asked 
the other, in a voice which it seem
ed to the girl was as full of excite
ment as her own. “A good part of 
the fun of a party is in the getting 
ready, isn’t it?"

“Now that’s just what I have al
ways said!" cried Edith.

After Edith had gone on the little1 
chaperon rested against the cushions 
and listened. From the different 
rooms came the sound of girlish 
voices—the voices that belong to that 
expectant and enchanting hour before 
the party. After a time the doors 
began to open and the occupants to 
exchange visits, consulting together 
about the last touches to their cos
tumes. They had that frank vanity 
which belongs to youth and happiness 
and they atoned for it with their even 
more ardent admiration of each oth
er. None of them noticed that the 
little chaperon had eyes as excited 
and as glowing as their own. They 
hardly noticed her at all.

Then presently there was a great 
noise in the hall below. The escorts 
had arrived. The carriages were 
without. There was a last look 
in the mirrors, a final gathering up 
of fans, gloves and cloaks, and down 
the stairs, like a (lock of strong-wing
ed birds, swept the girls.

"Dear me," ejaculated the languid 
Mrs. Beach, “how violent they are!" 
And she trailed slowly after them.

Mrs. Clayton and Mrs. Kilpatrick 
had already gone down It was onl> 
the little incidental chaperon who 
lingered. She stood leaning over the 
banister, listening with a curious 
poignant happiness to the laughter 
and the talking that came up to her. 
Then she heard Mrs. Beach say:

“I can’t imagine why she is wait
ing. She’s been ready this hour or 
more."

The fourth chaperon flushed scarlet 
at having caused annoyance, and 
came down the polished stairs cau
tiously in her new slippers, holding 
to the banisters as a timid child 
does; and the company waiting in the 
draw’ing-room turned as by common 
consent to look at her.

Richard Sunderland went to meet 
her, and wondered to find her slim 
hand trembling as she leaned with 
gratitude on his arm.

At the ballroom she was swept 
along in the rout. There was a 
temporary entrance framed with 
screens in such a fashion that it 
looked like the mouth of a cornucopia 
and the little chaperon, sitting de
murely where she had been placed, 
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The Jirst Chaperone
(By Ella W. Beattie.)

But what a queer little thing she 
is—that fourth chaperon! I can’t 
think how she came to be asked, in 
the company of Mrs. Pierpont Clay
ton and Mrs. Kilpatrick and that 
stunning Mrs. Beach, with the Eng
lish accent and the red hair and the 
wonderful frocks, she’s quite too piti
ful."

*' But why do you call her the 
'fourth chaperon,’ Alice? Perhaps 
she’s the first."

“No, she isn’if. I know all about 
it. Dick Sunderland told me. When 
it was decided that the boys should 
move out of the fraternity house and 
give it up to us girls, not only for 
the night of the junior hop, but for 
the next nights as well, so as to take

time. The Beta Upsilons were wild 
to get her. And then it seemed well 
to have a fourth. Chaperons go best 
in pairs, I suppose. So they were 
casting about for some one, , nd Dick 
Sunderland asked Royal Waldn if his 
mother couldn’t come. You know 
she’s a writer. The boys said Royal 
seemed a little embarrassed,

“so many, and so many, and such 
glee."

The long hall—it was the gymna
sium on less splendid days—was trim-j 
med with ropes of greenery blended ! 
with the college colors. And alii 
about the hall ran the booths which I 
the fraternity men and different co
teries of “independents" had put up. I 

To these the groups of friends were)
andbut | to return after each danre, amt in j 

there was really nothing for him to these the chaperons sat in sociable! 
do but write and ask his mother, groups. There were ceremonies of a 
since she had been proposed. Audio sort—the presentation of delegates 
and behold she accepted, and here she fr0m each booth to the wives of ’the' 
is—the oddest little creature that I president and the faculty of the unl
ever tried to chaperon sixteen up-to- versity; then the grand march with 
date damsels!" , many elaborations under mellowing

“Well," said Florence Evelyn, me-1 an(j changing lights of violet and rose, 
ditatively, “1 thought she looked sea-green and yellow, then the form- 
very sweet and girlish.' ing 0f all the marchers into the ini-

“Sweet and girlish!" broke in Alice 
Castleberry, impatiently, shaking her 
hair down about her shoulders,
“What qualities are those for a cha
peron—"

But some one knocked at the door 
then, and without waiting for an 
answer, flung it open. It was Edith 
Hawtry.

“O girls," she said, “I forgot I 
had to be sewed up in this gown, 
and I haven’t brought so much as a 
spool of thread with me! Isn’t it 
ridiculous?"

“No—Oâily natural—for you, my 
dear," said Florence Evelyn. “Come 
in, beauty, and I'll be your maid. I 
have always been your maid, it seems 
to me. Who’s going with you to the 
hop’"

“Why, Royal Walden. Have you 
met him’ He’s a sophomore—this is 
his first hop. He's in a great state 
of excitement. I don’t believe he’s 
known quite so much in society as 
some of the fellows. But he’s a 
bright fellow, and handsome, too."

"His mother 
ons, I believe "

The girl flushed a little. "Yes, she 
is. Royal is just a trifle annoyed 
about it. That is, he says it’s out of 
his mother's line, rather. She’s al
ways lived very quietly. Her writ-j They Drive Pimples Away.—A face 
ing has kept her very busy." i covered with pimples is unsightly. It

There was a rustling of silken tells of internal irregularities which 
skirts in the corridor, and the girls, should long since have been corrected, 
turning to look, saw the fourth chap- The liver and the kidneys are not 
eron making her way down the hall, performing their functions in the 
She was gowned in baby blue crape, i healthy way they should, and these

tial of the university—and then, 
swiftly, the breaking up of all into 
the first waltz.

Some of the “faculty ladies" had: 
heard that Helen Walden was there,! 
and they came over to the booth to 
call. It was not a new thing for 
this quiet woman to have people tell 
her that she had brought them com
fort, and had taught them the mean
ing of certain things. All her isolat
ed life she had been privileged to 
know that sort of intimacy.

Her letter-boxes held treasures of 
correspondence never mentioned by 
her. The rich stream of sympathy 
that flowed from her pen and that 
brought to her rare if impersonal de
votion, was a thing apart from her 
actual life. A constitutional timid
ity, an inherited awkwardness, or 
lack of facility, and the absence of 
social training had kept her body 
ever lagging after her soul in grace. 
Words came easily to her pen, but not 
to her tongue.

But after the faculty ladies baa left 
is one of the chaper-j her, and she sat unnoticed by the 

other ladies of her booth, who were 
receiving old friends, her usual sense 
of loneliness returned to her. It was 
not sadness precisely, for she did not

which matched the blue of her eyes, 
and about her neck was an old-fash
ioned necklace of garnets. In her 
hair, where the silver shone among 
the rich brown, was one red rose. 
She looked Into the room with a

pimples are to let you know that the 
blood protests. Parmelee’s Vegetable 
Pills will drive them away, and will 
leave the skin clear and clean. Try 
theml and there will be another wit
ness to their excellence.

mind feeding that she was alone. And 
she gave herself up once more to the 
dreams and the memories that hail 
been haunting her ever since she had 
received the invitation to be present 
at the junior hop—an event counting 
for nothing in the lives of the wo
men about her.

All through the ball the silent 
fourth chaperon sat dreaming.

She saw in the magic mirror of 
memory the pretentious but comfort
less house where her girlhood had 
been spent—that house with its im
posing exterior, its lack of fires, of 
service, of conveniences within. She 
remembered the bare bed-room, de
prived of all girlish luxuries.

Here, when school had been denied 
her. and heavy burdens of housekeep
ing and child-tending and sewing had 
been put upon her, she used to come 
in the chill evenings, and cowering 
down under the old army blankets, 
studv and read. The e was no one 
to guide her. She took what came to 
hand. She made the most of every
thing And, study over, her girlish
ness reasserted itself, and curling 
down between the cold sheets, she 
indulged in certain favorite trivial 
fancies.

She saw herself at school among 
chat tiling well bred girls,— such girls | 
as she did not now and was never 
to know in her own childhood,— and 
sliaied with one of them a delightfull 
room in an ivy-grown dormitory. | 
She pictured the routine of the 
school-day, the clean, honest, hearty, 
delight of the study hours, the at
tractions to certain professors, the 
aversion from others. She went the 
length of picturing these individuals 
till she knew even their eccentricities. 
She dreamed of the festivities. What 
mysteries of preparation' What teas
ing expectation! What splendid es
corts! What gaiety and music and 
conversation and bewitchment'

And the girl who dreamed it all 
had never so much as known what 
it was to have a party frock—or an 
invitation to a party, for the matter 
of that.

Then came marriage and happiness 
and responsibility of another sort, 
and still poverty, and the incentive 
to work because others needed the 
shelter of the home that John Wal
den had built for her. Then, almost 
without her knowledge, she had be
gun to write. And the thoughts born 
in solitude, the dreams and the disap
pointments, came to help her.

She had talent. She was born with 
that something which may, for lack 
of a better term, be called taste. 
So her writing found its place. At 
last what she had taken up almost 
carelessly became a necessity to her. 
Moreover, there was never a time 
when her roof did not shelter one or 
several relatives or friends. And her 
own dear children came to increase 
the need for her labor. So she had 
gone on from year to year, keeping 
close to the immediate duty, and still 
heating down the vagrant love of joy 
which had, curiously enough, been 
born in her who seemed so grave.

It was her money which had sent 
Royal, her eldest, to college. The 
old house in Hopperville had there
fore known its close economies. But 
Royal understood. He was grateful. 
He was trying to deserve it. And it 
was encouraging to know that every
body liked him, that he had “made" 
one of the best fraternities, and that 
he had held his own in his classes, 
not so much by force of brilliancy as 
by steadfast determination not to 
disappoint his father and mother.

And now at last here was the 
junior hop, as others called it—the 
party beautiful, as Helen Walden 
thought of it. It had not come at 
eighteen for her. It had come after 
forty—and the wonder of it was that 
it seemed to have accumulated glory 
every year, till now it swam before 
her a fair vision.

To the others it was a passing 
thing. But the fourth chaperon knew 
that for her it would abide. Her 
own austere youth was forgotten now 
in this new vision and understanding 
of youth. For these six hundred 
rhythmic figures in the fairy rout 
seemed merged in one enchanting and 
joyous composite. Here was girlhood 
in its triumph. The little chaperon 
was suffused with happiness.

The hours passed slowly for some 
of the other watchers, but swiftly for 
this one. The night was almost 
spent, and still she was wandering in 
the fields of dream. And it was 
time to go home. They drove back 
gaily.

Then while they rested the girls 
occupying the seats, the boys sitting 
Turk-wise on the floor, they sang 
their good-night songs. Into their 
voices the languor and half-sadness 
that come with the closing of a long- 
planned-for joy crept unconsciously. 
The girls blended their voices softly, 
and the mandolins made a sweet 
accompanient. Helen Walden sat 
among them conscious of a growing 
sense of fellowship. The dreams were 
coming nearer, changing and taking

to themselves more substantial char
acter.

Edith Hawtry, more lovely now 
than at the beginning of the even
ing, sat close beside her. Alice Cas
tleberry regarded her with a friendly 
curiosity, Florence Evelyn openly 
sought her. The young men turned 
their glances toward her, too, as she 
sat there in the firelight, radiant with 
an almost mystical look of youth, 
her soft contralto mingling with the 
other voices.

■Well," said Dick Sunderland, at 
last, "it’s time to go home, boys. 
Breakfast at eleven, mind, and no one 
to be late! And I wonder," he paus
ed and looked round him at the fire- 
lit faces, “I wonder who of all of us 
has enjoyed the junior hop the 
most?" 1

There might have been a noisy re
sponse, but for some reason there 
was not. There came instead an in
stant’s pause, and then the vibrating 
tones of the little fourth chaperon, i 

"I have!" she declared, with the| 
impulsive tones of one making a con-1 
fidence. “I have enjoyed it the most 
of all! For you see, in a way, it 
was my first party."

The fire crackled, hut no one spoke. 
They wrere looking at her as she smil
ed at them, it seemed, young as them
selves, with a sudden youth of the 
spirit.

“I dreamed of it all my girlhood— 
urenied of such a time as this. 
Dreamed of being the very core of it. 
because 1 was a student, you know, 
and was entitled to it. But it never 
came. Hardly any of the particular 
things of which I dreamed came, 
though other things did that brought 
happiness. And sometimes there was 
happiness even in the things that oth
ers thought were only sorrows. But 
still, no matter how old I grew, the 
dream of the beautiful party kept 
haunting me. It seemed as if it 
would have to be mine, after all And 
that is why, though 1 knew I was un
fit ted for it in a way, that I accept
ed your invitation and came here to 
act as chaperon—I who was never 
chaperoned, and who, in my old- 
fashioned. country way can hardly be 
said to believe in anything of the 
kind."

The firelight, or the hour, or the 
long hours of dreams, or the atmos
phere of reluctantly relinquished de
light, had moved her out of her ha
bitual and utter confidence and friend
liness which distinguished her writing 
and made it as a cordial human voice 
speaking to each reader, she express
ed her thoughts.

Royal might have been offended, — 
it is easy for boys to take offence at 
what their mothers do,—but for the 
first time, perhaps, he really under
stood her. He had a perception of 
her long service for others, or her 
hidden dreams and little, dear per
sonal selfishness never indulged in. 
He saw, as the others saw, a lovely 
woman, simple as a child, rich with 
sacrifice, speaking out of a friendly 
heart the absolute tru’h.

It was Edith Hawtry who rose and 
ran to the table where an armful of 
American Beauty roses lay fresh from 
their wrappings — roses which had 
come too late to be carried to the 
ball. She brought them and laid them 
in Helen Walden’s arms.

"Debutantes tarry flowers," she 
said, her voice thrilling. So, laugh
ing, the others brought flowers, too, 
and heaped the slim arms full, and 
stood round her while they sang, 
“Good Night, Lady," with slow ca
dences.

Then the boys made their way re
luctantly into the sharp frost of the 
night, and the girls went up the 
stairs together, Florence Evelyn with 
her arm about Mrs. Walden's waist. 
At the bedroom door she kissed her.

“No party is so beautiful as a first 
party," she whispered 

The other girls all came to make 
their good-nights, and they bent on 
Helen Walden an intimate and affec
tionate regard. She felt streams of 
love pouring toward her. The good
night words of the boys rang in her 
ears—words of quickly won and hon
est friendship. Royal's kiss was still 
on her cheek. Her heart beat hap
pily, and as she laid her burden of 
owers in the jar of water that ha. 

been brought her, she looked up to 
see Cecily Beach watching her with 
her languid gaze.

Mrs. Beach was a woman who could 
at times be cruel. She had a swift 
satire that pierced like a rapier. But 
she had a nobler side, too. And 
now she put out her hand with a 
swift gesture. Helen Walden placed 
her own slender hand within it, and 
the two stood so for a moment in a 
silent pledge of good will.

“I envy you," Cecily Beach said, 
with feeling. “I envy you for a hun
dred reasons that you would not un
derstand even if I cared to explain. 
You are a very happy woman. And 
you have something ir you that will 
keep you from ever being anything 
else! Now let me confess that I was 
very weary, and I would not have 
come here to please these young peo
ple only that I wanted to meet you. 
And yet I was afraid to meet you!”

“Me?" cried Mrs. Walden, incredu
lously. "Afraid of me?"

"I needed you—and I wanted to let 
you see it, but could not think how I 
should do it. Now—now, I am no 
longer afraid. Will you be my 
triend?"

Helen Walden, the dreamer, looked 
up to see the most beautiful and im
perious woman she had even known 
standing there before her wistfully. 
A sudden sense of power— true and 
sweet power—swept over her. The 
curse of timidity seemed lifted for
ever. She felt as if it would never 
descend upon 1er again to paralyze 
her impulses and cheat her of delight. 
Her morbid shame at her lack of

It Lays a Stilling Hand on Pain.— 
For pains in the joints and limbs and 
lor rheumatic pains, neuralgia and 
lumbago, Dr. Thomas' Eclectric Oil 
is without a peer. Well rubbed in. 
the skin absorbs it and it quickly 
and permanently relieve! the affected 
part. *Its value lies in its magic pro
perty of removing pain from the body 
and for that good quality It is prized.

schooling, her consciousness of her 
old-fashioned ways for the first time 
appeared contemptible. She stood, 
rich in life’s experience, eager for 
friendship, ready for the fulfilment of 
her dreams. She held out both hands 
with impulsiveness.

“Oh," she said, “by all means let 
us take every good thing that life can 
bring! I have never been afraid of 
sc row. Now I am not going any 
longer to be afraid of joy. Tha Oum- 
panion.

Good Listeners

In conversing with one’s friends no
thing is so chilling as an apparent 
lack of attention and sympathy. It 
might be added that nothing is more 
vulgar were not the listener’s indif
ference common to the majority of 
our most cultured people. If when 
one is addressed sbe will remember 
to incline the body slightly forward 
an attitude of rapt attention will 
soon be unconsciously assumed and, 
whether really worthy of it or not, 
new recruits gained for the always 
popular, as rare, class known as 
“good listeners."

A Tale of a Bonnet

Part 1. The Bonnet.
A bit of foundation as big as your

hand;
Bows of ribbon and lace;

Wire sufficient to make them stand.
A handful of roses, a velvet band

it lacks but one crowning grace.

Part 2.1 The Bird.
A chirp, a twitter, a flash of wings, 

Four wide-open mouths in a nest; 
From morning till night she brings 

and brings,
Foi growing birds they are hungry 

things—
Ay! hungry things at the best.

The crack of a rifle, a shot well sped, 
A crimson stain on the grass;

Four hungry birds in a nest unfed—
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timonials to be convinced that Hollo
way’s Corn Cure is unequalled for 
the removal of corns, warts, etc. It 
is a complete extinguisher.
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Ah' well, we will leave the rest un
said;

Some things it is better to pass.
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THAT DODD’S KIDNEY PILLS 
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Jan 15—(Special).—“Yes, I have 
good health, ever since I used Dodd’s 
Kidney Pills." The speaker was Mr. 
T. H. Bel yea. postmaster here, and 
one of the most highly respected men 
in this part of the country. Asked 
to give his experience with the great 
Canadian Kidney Remedy Mr. Belyea 
continued:

“I had been troubled with my kid
neys for a number of years. I tried 
sex oral kinds of plasters and other 
kinds of medicines, but did not seem 
to get any lasting benefit. Hearing 
Dodd’s Kidney Pills so highly recom
mended I decided to try them and 
they made a complete cure of me. 
That is two years ago now and as I 
said before I have had good health 
ever since I used Dodd's Kidnev 
Pills."

Dodd’s Kidney Pills cure once and 
for all. There is no stage or 
form of Kidney Disease that they do 
not cure completely and permanently.
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Tomlin’s Bread
Would be hall marked. Well, it would, if a critical but generous 
public could place the stamp thereon—they have classed it now as 
the best and proved it by giving the preference daily.

Office Rhone Park 553. Factory Located at 420 
to 438 Bathurst Street


