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Clean Your Land This Fall
Attach a HAMILTON 

PULVERIZER to your 
plow when Fall plowing.

The PULVERIZER will 
pack the soil around all 
seed in the ground. Wild 
oats, etc., will germinate. 
Then King Frost comes and 
kills everything that has 
sprouted.

Your land is left in a 
clean and productive con­
dition. Otherwise all seeds 
lie dormant till spring.

Thousands of farmers 
have proven to themselves 
and to their friends that

our PULVERIZER will clean the land. If no local dealer write direct.

THE HAMILTON PULVERIZER Co., Ltd.
346 Somerset Bldg. Winnipeg, Man.

LIFE’S BATTLE
MAN THINKS OF MANY THINGS BUT THREE 
MATTERS SURELY.

HEALTH '

WEALTH

HAPPINESS

LET US EXPLAIN TO YOU WHY IRRIGATED 
LANDS IN ATTALIA, WASHINGTON, WILL BRING 
ABOUT THESE THREE DESIRED RESULTS.

THE DAHLHJELM CO.
G. LOUDON DABLEY, MGB.

244 Grain Exchange,
------- WINNIPEG CANADA

FREE TO YOU—MY SISTER FREE TO YOU AND EVERY SISTER SUFFER­
ING FROM WOMEN’S AILMENTS.

oasil

I am a woman.
I know woman's sufferings.
I have found the cure.
I will mail, free of any charge, my heme treat­

ment wilh full instructions to any sufferer from 
women's ailments. 1 want to tell all women about 
this cure—you, my reader, for yourself, voir 
daughter, your mother, or your sister. I want to 
tell you how to cure yourself at home without 
the help of a doctor. Men cannot understand wom­
en's sufferings. What wo women know from ex­
perience, we know better than any doctor. 1 know 
that my home treatment is a safe and sure cure for 
Leucorrhœaor Whitish discharge, Ulceration DIs- 
placemen tor Falling of the Womb, Profuse, Scanty 
or Painful Periods, Uterine or Ovarian Tumors or 
Growths, also pains In the head, back and bowels, 
bearing dow n feelings, nervousness, creeping feel­
ing up the spine, melancholy, desire to cry, hot 
flashes, weariness, kidney and bladder troubles 
Where caused by weakness peculiar to our sex 

I wanttosendyouacomplete 10 days treatment 
entirely free to prove to you that you can cure 
. Remember, that It will cost you nothing to give 
iOuld wishto continue, it will cost you only about 12 

_ . -- — -- - - It will not interfere with your work or occupation.
Just send me your name and address, tell me how you suffer, if you wish, and I will send you the 
treatment for you rca^e, entirely free, in plain wrapper, by return mail. I will also send vou free 
of cost ,my book—“WOMAN’S OWN MEDICAL AO VISER” with explanatory illustrations show 
Ing why women suffer,and how they can easily cure themselves at home. Every woman should 
have it and learn to think for herself. Thenwhenthedoctor6ays-“Youmusthaveanopera­
tion, you van decide for yourself. Thousands of women have cured themselves with my homo 
remedy. It cures all, old or young. To Mothers of Daughters, I will explain a simple homo 
treatment which speedily and effectually cures LeucorrhceA, Green Sickness, and Painful or 
lrreerular Menstruation in Young Ladies. Plumpness and health always result from its use 
* i, Wherevc»r you live, I can refer you lo ladies of your own locality who know and wili gladly 
tell any sufferer t hat this HomcTreatmcnt really cures all women".- diseases and makes women 
well, strong, plump and robust. Justsend me your address, and the free ten days’treatment is 
yours, also the book. Write to-day, as you may not see this offer again. Address :
MRS. M. SUMMERS, Box.-* t>4 " - WINDSOR, ONT-

yoursclfat homo, 
tho (mil mont 
ccntti a week, or

ly anrl surely 
ami it you t 
cent sa day.

as they went speeding their canoe down 
the stream. The turning tide bore 
them lightly on its bosom, and they 
chanted a wild, monotonous refrain as 
their paddles flashed and dipped alter­
nately in stream and sunshine ;

“Ah! ah! Tenauoich tenagaj 
Tenaouich tenaga, ouich ka!’’

“They are singing about me, no 
doubt," said Fanchon to herself. I 
do not care what people say, they can­
not be Christians who speak such a 
heathenish jargon as that: it is enough 
to sink the canoe; but I will repeat my 
paternosters and my Ave Marias, seeing 
they will not converse with me, and I 
will pray good Sts^ Anne to give me a 
safe passage to St. Valier." In which 
pious occupation, as the boatmen con­
tinued their savage song without paying 
her any attention, Fanchon, with many 
interruptions of worldly thoughts, spent 
the rest of the time she was in the Indian 
canoe.

Down past the green hills of the 
south shore the boatmen steadily plied 
their paddles, and kept singing their 
wild Indian chant. The wooded slopes 
of Orleans basked in sunshine as they 
overlooked the broad channel through 
which the canoe sped, and long before 
meridian the little bark was turned in to 
shore and pulled up on the beach of St. 
Valier.

Fanchon leaped out without assis­
tance, wetting a foot in so doing, which 
somewhat discomposed the good humor 
she had shown during the voyage. Her 
Indian boatmen offered her no help, 
considering that women were made to 
serve men and help themselves, and not 
to be waited upon by them.

“Not that I wanted to touch one of 
their savage hands," muttered Fanchon, 
“but they might have offered one assist­
ance! Look there!" continued she, 
pulling aside her skirt and showing a 
very trim foot wet up to the ankle; 
“they ought to know the difference be­
tween their red squaws and the white 
girls of the city. If they are not worth 
politeness, we are. But Indians are 
only fit to kill Christians'or be killed 
by them ; and you might as well courtesy 
to a bear in the briers as to an Indian 
anywhere.”

The boatmen looked'at her foot with 
supreme indifference, and staking out 
their pipes, seated themselves on the 
edge of their canoe, and,_began to 
smoke.

“You may return to the~city,” said 
she, addressing them sharply. “I play 
to the bon j Dieu to strike you white— 
it is vain to look for manners from an 
Indian! I shall remain in St. Valier, 
and not return with you.”

“Marry me, be my squaw, Ania?" 
replied one of the boatmen, with a grim 
smile." The bon Dieu will strike out 
papooses white, and teach them man­
ners like palefaces."

“Ugh! not for all the King’s money. 
What ! marry a red Indian, and carry his 
pack like Fifine Perotte? I would die 
first! You are bold indeed, Paul La 
Crosse, to mention such a thing to me. 
Go back to the city! 1 would not trust 
myself again in your canoe. It re­
quired courage to do so at all, but 
Mademoiselle selected you for my boat­
men, not I. I wonder she did so, when 
the brothers Ballou, and the prettiest 
fellows in town, were idle on the 
Batture.”

“Ania is niece to the old medicine- 
woman in the stone wigwam at St. 
Valier; going to see her, eh?" asked the 
other botaman, with a slight display of 
curiosity.

“Yes, I am going to visit my aunt 
Dodier; why should I not? She has 
crocks of gold buried in the house, I can 
tell you that, Pierre Ceinture!"

Going to get some from La Corriveau 
ch? crocks of gold, eh?" said Paul La 
Crosse.

“La Corriveau has medicines, too! 
get some, eh?" asked Pierre Ceinture.

“I am going neither for gold nor 
medicines, but to see mv aunt, if it 
concerns you to know, Pierre Ceinture! 
which it does not!"

Mademoiselle des Meloises pav her 
to go, eh? not going back ever, eh?" 
asked the other Indian.

“Mind your own affairs, Paul La 
Crosse, and I will mind mme! Madem­
oiselle des Meloises ; aid vou to brin" me 
to St. Valier, not to ask me imperti­
nences. That is v „gh for vou!" 
Here is your fare; now you can return

MAPLEINE
TAPIOCA PUDDING
One cup of tapioca, the yolks of two 

eggs, a small piece of butter, twe 
tablespoonfuls of granulated sugar 
one cup of milk and one teaspoonfui 
of Mapleine.

Have the tapioca well soaked in 
water or milk and cook till bluish in 
color, then add the milk, eggs, sugar 
and Mapleine.

Mapleine is the new flavoring better 
than maple. It is sold by grocers 
everywhere, 60c. per bottle. If not 
send 60c. in stamps to the Crescent 
Mfg. Co., Seattle, Wash, for a 2-os. 
bottle and recipe book.

to the Sault au Matelot, and drink 
yoursélves blind with the money!"

“Very good, that!" replied the Indian. 
"I like to drink myself blind, will do 
it to-night! Like to see me, eh?” 
Better that than go see La Corriveau! 
The habitans say she talks with the 
Devil, and makes the sickness settle 
like fog upon the wigwams of the red 
men. They say she can make pale 
faces die by looking at them! But 
Indians are too hard to kill with a look! 
Fire-water and gun and tomahawk, and 
fever in the wigwams, only make the 
Indians die."

"Good that something can make you 
die, for your ill manners! Look at my 
stocking!” replied Fanchon, with 
warmth. "If I tell La Corriveau what 
you say of her there will be trouble in 
your wigwam, Pierre Ceinture!"

"Do not do that, Ania!" replied the 
Indian, crossing himself earnestly; "do 
not tell La Corriveau, or she will make 
an image of wax and call it Pierre Cein­
ture, and she will melt it away before a 
slow fire, and as it melts my flesh and 
bones will melt away, too! Do not tell 
her, Fanchon Dodier!" The Indian 
had picked up this piece of superstition 
from the white habitans, and, like them, 
thoroughly believed in the supernatural 
powers of La Corriveau."

"Well, leave me! get back to the city, 
and tell Mademoiselle I arrived safe at 
St. Valier," replied Fanchon, turning 
to leave them.

The Indians were somewhat taken 
down by the airs of Fanchon, and they 
stood in awe of the far-reaching power 
of her aunt, from the spell of whose 
witchcraft they firmly believed no hid­
ing-place, even in the deepest woods, 
could protect them. Merely nodding a 
farewell to Fanchon, the Indians silent­
ly pushed their canoe into the stream, 
and, embarking, returned to the city by 
the way they came.

A fine breezy upland lay before 
Fanchon Dodier. Cultivated fields of 
corn, and meadows ran down to the 
shore. A row of white cottages, form­
ing a looselv connected street, clustered 
into something like a village at the 
point where the parish church stood, 
at the intersection of two or three roads 
one of which, a narrow green track,but, 
little worn by the carts of the habitans, 
led to the stone house of La Corriveau, 
the chimnev of which was just visible as 
you lost sight of the village spire.

In a deep hollow, out of sight of the 
village church, almost out of hearing ot 
its little bell, stood the house of La

Fruit Lands
LAKESIDE ORCHARD TRACTS

LOWER ARROW LAKE, B. 0.

Rich soil, delightful climate, ir­
rigation unnecessary, easy terms. 

For particulars apply

LAKESIDE ORCHARD CO.
Renata B. C.


