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' A*k my gtem rfer hie best suit, mnd he '«ill give you Windsor
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Firsi aid
te the cook
The handy packet of

$MEdwards' desiccated
Soup is something the cook is always
waning, always ready when she needs it.,

It solves the problemn of good soup on busy days
b=cuse it takes so littie timne to prepare. It helps
her ta mnake a tasty meal out of things that get «Ileft
o)ver."p It strcngthens ber own soups and suggests
niany a meal whcn, she's wondering what to give.

~Bay àpacket o/ dw -d'Soup to-day.
9 dwards' dsiccaed $oup

ùa" in hairet qarice-
Brown, TomaftWAite. TheEDWADSBrown qarjey a >i

P ourishnig uoup, prepr

DESICCATEIDo behef andl frezi
Tea hies, etherPmus o.upareppareil. SO U r pure1)

Mwards'desiccated Soup is made in Ireland
from specially selected beef and frorn the
finest vegetables that Irish soil can produce.

Maire your home attractive by giving it the
handriome and lasting protection of Sherwin-
Williams Paint. SWP is made of pure
materials, careful1ly mixed and ground by
powerful machinery, and is sold only in full
ImperWa Measure, Cans. A merchant in

your town seils

SiR WIN -WIL Ll/AIXS
PAÀINTSî & VA RNISIIES

7~f#ffDWN-WU A M 0. o Cnada, Limitd, Montrea.Toronto,Winnipeg.Vsucouver
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e iswlcx~etrsledfo tb
Greek, but he '«as more noted as a chient-
ist, and '«rote the oldest existing work
on ehemistry, entitled, 'The Summit of
Perfection."'"

"lWas there anything in it on photo-
graphy ?" asked Mr. Thurston.

"I arn not sure" Eleanor replied;
"but even if it bas net corne down to
us, there is no proof that 8uch a chapteir
did not eximt. It-rnay bave been de-
stroyed by the- Inquisition."

"Thank you," thought Winter, as hoe
made several. rapid notes in hie Énemo-
randurn book. - "There are soute Arabian
books of that period in the library of
the Eseurial which escaped the fires of
the Inquisition on account of the beauty
of their illumination. l'H look up 'The
Summit of Perfection."'

"Perhaps they caUled Geber's science
the 'black art' from this very dark
roorn," Eleanor suggested, unconscious of
her auditore. "I can fancy it hung '«ith
black velvet, a faint spark glirnrering
in a ruby glass duspended in one of those
beautiful Oriental lampe."

Thomas Winter choked a Iaugh. "If
she could sces the interior of that tower
now," ho thought, "the velvet hangings
replaced by dirt and grime, and the red
lantern I rigged from a penny candle and
a broken Bobernian glass cologne-bottlc."

Eleanor, ignorant of the rirth which
she was exciting, continued, "Thon, of
course, there muet bave been apparatuq
of strange shape, and phials filled with
potent elixirs, graduating-glasses of
purest crysta.l, a trickling fountain, and
tanks ffiled with* the Wonder-working
fluide."

"The Senorita lias thon visited the
Tower of the Magians t" It was the
courier Antonio '«ho asked the question.

"ýNo, Antonio. Why do you ask?"
ufleeause the Senorita bas .describod so

precisely the interior. A stranger lives
there now who holde no intercourse 'witlu
the people of Toledo. No, 1 have not
seen the roorn; but the little Candida,
daughter of the multeer '«ho keeps his
beaste below, clirnhed into the tower one
day '«hon the stranger '«as absent, and
telle me it is ftted up as the Senorita
lias said, even to- the ruby lamp and the
strange botties, '«hich were not of the
apothecary. If th Snor:tawoul lik

bier sorne time '«hon the stranger is
1 absent."

"The little Candida is very obliging,"
thought Winter. "I '«onder «hether thr
Senorita will accept thte offer."

Eleanor, however, disclaimed al curi-
osity. "The man is very probably an
innocent photographier," she said; "and
at all events, I have no desire, to pry into
bis affairs."

"Ah, no!" Antonio replied quickly.11
have been in a photographiers shop in
Madrid. It '«as a great, suîîny roon,
with a glass roof; not a dark tower
like this. A room without windows!
Surely tîtose must be evil deeds whicl
bide therneelves from the light cl
heavenl."

"WVhat is the man's iiationality t" ask.
ed '31r. Tiurstoit.

"Some sas' that lie is a «Moor frori
Africa, wlho lias cornie back after hidder
treasures. When they fled away the3
took 'wiÀth tîern mape Of tîteir estatei
anid the keys to their dwellings, inten(
ing to corne agaîn. So I say that tii
nman is a descendant of one of tit
old magicians '«ho bias returned in seare
of sonie charrn lef t walled up in, th,
towt-."

"Perimaps," suggested Mr. Tlîîrsto
ioIlicallv. -this is the old nîngician Ge
ler limself, %N-lo lias hteu Nvalied up -,i
tîtese %.cars, andd hi, at last liop>îed ou,
as f resh as ever, like a toad frint
block of samiidstý)uîe."

"Perliaps," Amntonmo nssentedl. -11,e
dark enoriglifor a %Iloor, amimul the hti
Candida cave lie is nmoclristianl; vî
lie may lhave the power~ of thi t-vil eyi
for lusi glatîte is fit-rve amdi wieked.">

"ln(le(l it i,!"W inter ajluîuust Itter.(
the ejaeulatioti alil naît k t rlloi-kl
t hat the po-.-îhlt u tu-e foi. t1îjý,aulver'
<ipimiiomi lay iii thle fau-tt tnt Il(. liait u]

clined .Antouiio's tuoil'eit ru sluow vluillii
catîmedral for a i: u.i riiiîulî

ed to cbuck the luttle ath,, h-
clîin. anomissioni lui "u u]t, lueli
mîarked as lie N%-aî- ir it \ i l-

-en -nilwliO liaid lioltt t- ,e rr

tok'en of tpr iit I irrt tIr r
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]os Reyes, and Winter repaired to. his
Magian's tower. "I wish 1 could have
had a glirnpse at the lady," lbe said te
himself. '1bbe is a remarkably sug.
gestive young person. It wasn't exa(îtly
tlîat what slie saill was B0 brilliant, l'ut'
suie bas started nie on a train of thoîîglt
that 1 arn sure I can make sornetliiig of.
Naw, if lever 1 rnarry, that is just .viat
I shiould like in a wife, a wornan who
would Ile an inspiration. 1 think 1 can
nmake soîiething, too, of that idea of an
exhîumed Geber corne to ife again in bis
laboratory and flnding all his enchiant.
mente surpassed by modern science. 1
wonder 'what the girl looks like. 1 he-
lieve I will take rny camera and casuially
stroli dnwn to the convent of.San Juan.
Something rnay corne of it."

-And sornething did, but not what
Winter had expected. Entering the
chapel of tlîie little jewel-box, buiît in
the exuberant style of the later Gothie
by the great Cardinal Xirnenes, Winter
heard voices in the adjoining cloisters.
Shielded by the ivy which screcned the
window, hie could see Eleanor fitting
about the cloister garden, abso rbed in
admiration of the series of fine effects
rendered by the luxuriant serni-tropical
foliage in its setting of arches carven
in ail the exquisite caprice and ricbness

Lof the Spanish flamboyant achitecture.
It was a rare spot, and Eleanor was

1presently busy withber camera, rapt in
1a fine ecstasy of enthusiasm, and uncon-

scBious of the beautiful poses into whicb
1elle threw herseif as she moved f rom
9ebady corridor te sunny garden, now

pausing to scent a rose, to catch a few
3drops from the fountain, to place a
2carnellia on the breast of tbe image of

the Virgin under one of the canopied
niches, or to bestow a. little caress on ber

3father as lie rested on one of the stone
8benches once used by the Franciscan

friars. Xinter thought that lie had
neyer seen se graceful or so beautifu!
a girl, and mentally compared ber rapid

8and agile movements with those of a
0 umming-bird.
1 The photograp.ier's instinct was too

astrong for bim to resist, and instead of
e presenting himsecf openly in the cloister,

bee had bis camera in order in a moment,
e and fromn bis poinýý of vantage behind thle
'ivy bad soon filled ahl bis plate-bolders
Swith different views of the same lovely

subject.
With ail bis triumph lebeadl an un-

Be easy feeling that the proceeding was not
quite an honorable one; but hie quieted

-bis conscience with the mental vow that
li e would lock these plates f romn mortal

A Wlnnlng Start

rA Perfectly Digested Breakfast Tiakes
Nerve Force For the Day.

S Everyýthing goes wrong if tce break-
fast lies in your stomach ike a mud
pie. What you eat does harm if yoti
can't digest it-it turns to poison.

A bright lady teacher found this te
inbe true, even of an ordinary lighit
mbreakfast of eggs and toast. She says:

"Two years ago 1 contracted a very
es annoying forni of indigestion. My
d- stomach wvas in such condition that a
li simiple breakfast of fruit, toast andi egg
ie gave me great distress.

eh "I ivas slow to believe that trouble
li could conie frorn such a simple diet,

but finally had to give it up, and fould
on a great change upon a cul) of hot Pos-
ýe tum and Grape-Nuts with cream, for
iii m fin forîîincg eal. For more than a
li year I have hiel to this course and

]l ave 'lot sulTered exeept whien inl-
judiieioisl y varvinc mv (iet.

is "I hiave been a teaeher for several
Lle years andt fiuid thiat miy easily digested
le breakfast mneans a saving of nervolls

eforce for thte entire day. M 'y ga ina0f
t('11îPurnds iii weight also causes lue

edto wat to testifv to the value of

-e rape Nults lîolds first rank at Our

J ine wt'uby Caîtadian Postunii Co.,
t - \Viliultir i, t

he 'lîi' a ireasoi." Rendthie litt le
Ve 1'toîL Iiehd to Wellville," in pkgs.

clt Ever read the abovo lotter? A ncwv

Il I one appears ram tire to tire. They
Iaie genuine, true, and full of bumian

O\ iuiterest.
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