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e said,

feebly extending a hand to the box at
his bedside. “Give it—to some other
chap, nurse.”

“Helas!” murmured Madame Loisette
who had herself given five sons to
France. “So young to die!”

When the English captain’s pallid face
had settled into the stony lines of death,
when the long shuddering sigh told them
that he had passed on to join those many
other young knights ‘clad in shining
armor who have gone before,” the kindly
Frenchwoman carried the package out to
the surgery.

“From his wife, I think,” she said
softly, to Miss Ellen.

The doctor was taking a well-earned
rest on a small cot near. They spoke in
whispers, as they reverently undid the
cord and removed the covering of the
box.

“A woman’s writing. It is postmark-
ed ‘Salt Cove, England,”” said Miss Ellen,
examining the covering.

“Yes. That was his home, I remem-
ber.” ,

Miss Ellen found a card inside on the
very top, above the tissue-paper wrapp-
ings. She turned it about, read the
single message it contained and set it
down.

“These things,” she said, sighing.
“Ought we disturb them now? Let us
wait till morning. He said to give them
to the other boys, but they are all
asleep.”

“Even that restless one, yes. But he
can’t live. Not many days before he
too, helas——"
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%Iiss Ellen shook her head.

. Against the rules,” she said. “But
it’s only a line. You can see it. Or
shall I—>

“Yes. Read what it says.” :

Miss Ellen took the card and read
aloud:

“With best wishes, from Mary.”

Tllfz boy drew a long long sigh.

“Give it back,” he pleaded, and she
put.the card into his hot hand. “It was
for me, all right, wasn’t it9” "

“I can sleep now,” he said. “We can
open up the things in the morning. I—
I’m tired now,—so tired.” And so,
smiling contentedly his eyes closed.

They never opened again. At dawn,
still sleeping, he died, the remnant of
that happy smile on his thin face, the
card clasped in his hand. - Looking at
him Miss Ellen was repaid for her prick-
ings of conscience.

They distributed the contents of the
captain’s box among the patients. There
was candy. There were nuts and raisins,
a cake, “smokes,” a muffler and handker-
chiefs. Apparently the captain had
had a birthday recently too, for there
were numbers of packages with birth-
day greetings inscribed thereon, gifts of
friends in England. There was even a
tiny silken Union Jack and this Miss
Ellen kept herself.

She wondered if her white-lie was for-
given. She had always had a sort of
George Washington reputation and now
—being a person who possessed a deep
sense of honor—now she had lost it! But
something told her that the Mary in Salt
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meets with well-deserved approval.
Women prefer it because they have
alwaysbeenabletodepend absolutely
on its purity and uniform quality.
It never disappoints.

*Let Redpath Sweeten It . »

@ade in one grade only—the higliést.

Clark’s

There is no respite for the Germans in the trenches along the Flanders front from the
steady poundingpof the big British guns. By day and by night these gc_ayyhhgvyltzcrs k(;’(ip
up their steady cannonade of the Teuton positions while the great Britis nv%hstea 1});
moves forward in the great push that is squeezing the Hun out of Flandersh lc wt;r
of the big guns is an important factor in the task that the British have sctﬂt ﬁlrps}s vcs},‘ or
they are making the trenches of the enemy untenahle. This remgrkab]e ashlight g oto-
graph shows a squad of gunners preparling pr;e of the big howitzers for action during
the might.

1i i the card Cove would approve. And she had seen
aggil:ﬁ 1\{‘1\&: Ellé:nhﬁi&dcggte(tiouﬁer. She a soul enter t;,}?e mists of eternity with
whispered eagerly to the Frenchwoman faith in his kind unshattered. After all
who in turn smiled and nodded. To- what did it matter about her conscience?
gether the co-plotters in duplicity carried Things like this were being done each

Pork and Beans

The value of BEANS as a strength
producing food needs no demonstration.
Their preparation in appetizing form is,
however, a matter entailing considerable
labor in the ordinary kitchen.

CLARK'S PORK AND BEANS save
you the time and the trouble. They are
prepared only from the finest beans com-
bined with delicate sauces, made from
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,Bowel complaints cured
with one dose. Typhus and
low fever cured with two
doses. Diphtheria cured
with three doses.

Sold in bottles at 50 cents each, with full direc-
tions by the National Prug and Chemical Co.
of Canada, Montreal. Branches in all parts.

the purest ingredients, in a factory equip-

ped with the most modern appliances. .

They are cooked ready—simply
warm up the can before opening

MONTREAL

NNINGS, The Great PREVENTI
and CURE

« % ight.  Give it to me. Tp in this corner it says ‘from M. M’ FOR FEVER AND INFECTIOUS DISEASES

That’s all right ive it to I o SORE THROAT CURED WITH ONE DOSE

Scarlet Fever cured with
four doses. Cholera cured
with five doses. Influenza
cured with six doses.




