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ands of housewives
Sunlight Soap in prefe
nce to any other, because
jeanses the clothes more
oroughly, and at half the
ost without injury to
hands or fabric.
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very Dog Has His Day.
(on the stump)—Gentiemnen, in
career | have mever been ap-
ed with a bribe !
s fromn the rear.—Cheer up, old
Your luck may change !—Pick-

when
Cure

s disappear
oway’s Comm
g a_scar.

:;

thing.’
itesting the will? Ha,

Yt laugh. The lawyers have
to give him ten per cent. of
hey get,”—DBuffalo Express.

bTHER TREADWELL MINE.

Favorable Reports on Combin-
ed Gold Fields Property.
< learned gesterday that the
ions which have been conducted
Combined Goldfields properties
rder Lake during the present
are turning gut much more sat-
ry than was anticipated. In-
tion in connection with the com-
s claims, which cons?st of a large
pe, it is- thought is being  held
Reports from some of the best
who have been at Larder
wd who have looked at these
rtics, indicate that they are some
b best in New Ontario.
npson Handley, C. and M. E.,
. a report on the company’s
y that on two of the ¢laims
| reef on one property is 30 feet
and stripped for, 200 feet, while
yother claim the reef is 200 feet
and stripped for over 600 feet. An
lge assay taken after this year’s
spment. work on the property is
to run between $8 and $9.
h such a tremendous gold bear-
rea, many people think that the
bined Goldfields will more than
the record of the-famous Tread-
mine.

)

r—Do yuu want womnen to
inger Sister—No.

er Sister—Why?

weer Sister — Because I like to
about the Suffragettes.

he proof that wonen are more
ir than men comsists in the fact
few men cen avoid matrimony.

e Count—Vat! Ecoromize?

e Countess—Yes. Father says we
iving beyond his means.—Lippin-
s Magazine.

. MORSE’S
DIAN ROOT PILLS
re many common ailments which
» very different, bdt which all
se from the same cause—a Sys-
clogged with impurities. The
11s cause the bowels to move rég-
arly, strengthen and stimulate
e kidneys and opep up the pores
the skin. These organs immedi-
ely throw off the accumulated
hpurities, -and Biliousness, In-
gestion, Liver Complaint, Kid- P
by Troubles, Headaches, Rheum<
ism and similar ailments vanish.
~ Morse’s Indian Root Pills.

VE DOCTORS' BILLS

E——— e

Feel Headachy?

t probably comes from the
ile or some sick condition of
e stomach or bowels. No
atter which, put yourself
ght witl

BEECHAMS
PILLS

pld Everywhere.

In Boxes 25 cents.

Stories
of
Success

An inspiration book for young
It tells of boys and girls
have attended ot schools
'_ are now making a success
ife in tlre great profession of
ness,
We will send you a-copy free
-as long as they last. Better
write now.

THE KENNEDY SCHOOL,
9 Adelaide St.,, E.,
Toronto. -°

Agents Wanfed

to push and sell a
full line of The
Willmott Binders,
Mowers, Rakes,
Shockers, Shock
Loaders, Etc.

. Apply
— HENRY W. KING,
estern Representative.

MION oN1EB

Regina

= Do you trap or bu
Furs? Iam Banadn’z
i ]ariest dealer, I pay
highest prices. Yotir
shipments solicited.
b I pay mail and ex-

press charge
c;mps*iyﬁs Alsoéarzest deatr in e: {‘e:;:t’
e ins,etc. Quotati i
g e otations #nd shipping ug;

JOHN HALLAM, TORONTO

W. N. U. No. 776.
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larity blazed up in a last fierce,
flickering fire. The guns were
taken; they would go to Slavna; they
would never batter the walls .of Vol-
seni Into fragments. Slavna might be
defied wZain. “That was the great thing’
to Volseni, and it made little account
of the smakelike line which crawled
over St. Peter’s pass and down tofDo-
prava and on to Slavoa. Let Slavna—
hated Slavna--reckon with that! And
if the ‘snake or another like it came to
Volseni? ~ Well, that was better than
knuckling down to Slavna. Tonight
King Sergius was avenged, and Queen
Sophia had retirned in vietory!
For the “first time "since the King’s

OLSENI forgave Sophy its dead
and wounded sons. Her popu-

death - the -bell of the. ancient. church ~

rang joyously, and men'sang and feast-
ed in. the gray city of the hills. Thirty
trom’ Velseni- had beaten a hundred
from-Sldvna; the gun§ were at the bot-
tom of the Krath: it was ‘enough. I/
Sophy bad ‘bidden them, they would
have streamed down on Slavna ‘that
night in one of those flerce raids in
which their forefathers of the middle
ages bhad loved to swoop -upon the
plain.

But Sophy had no delusions. She
saw her crown—that fleeting phantom
ernament, fitly foreseen in the visions
of a charlatan—passing from her brow
without a-sigh.- She had pot needed

!
{

Diinstanbury’s arguments to prove to
her that there was no place for her left
in Kravonia.” Shé was content to have
it so: she had done enough. Sorrow
had not passed from .her face, but
serenity had come upon it in tuller
measure. She had struck for mon-|
seigneur, and the blow was witness to. |
‘her_love. It was enoligh in her and
'enotgh In little Volseni. Let the might-
fer:avengers do the rest!

She had allowed Dunstanbury to
Jeave her after supper in order to make
preparations for a start to the frontier
lat dawn. “You must certainly ¥o,”
'gshe had said, “and perhaps I'll come
lwith you.”

She went at night up on to the wal,
always her favorite place. She loved
the spaciousness of air and open. coun-
'try  before her there. Basil Williamson
found her deep in thought when he
came to tell her of the progress of the
wounded.

“They’re all doing well, and Peter

iVassip ~will live. Dunstanbury has
imade him promise to come to him
when he’s recovered, 80 you'll meet
him again_at all events And ‘Marie
Zerkovitch and bher husband talk of
settling in Paris. You won’t lose all
‘your Kravonian friends.”

“You assume that I'm eoming with
you tomorrow morning?”

“I'm quite safe in assuming that
Dunsfanbury won’t go unless you do,”
he answered; smiling. “We ean’t leave
you alene here, you know.”

«1 shouldn’t stay here anyhow,” she
\gald, “or at any rate I should be where
pobody could hurt me.” She pointed at
ia dim lantern fastened to the gate
‘ltower by an iron clamp, then waved
ther hand toward the surroanding dark-
lpess. “That’s life. isn’t it?” she asked

“You say he was a friend of yours?*

They bhad turned away from the door,
and Cagle answered:

“Yes, a friend and a man of. fine
qualifications, but an idler.” d
Brewster stooped to pick up a slip of

paper at his feet.

“What is this?’ he asked.

“Some of that patient’s writings,”
volunteered the attendant.

Brewéter read, “An idler is an enemy
to himself and a menace to society.”

He stopped and reread the words
thoughtfully. “It is the truth,” he mur-
rured under his breath. ;

But Cagle caught the words, and &
smile of satisfaction slipped from the
tail of his eye.

Beyond the gates Cagle turned abw

ruptly to his companion.
“Brewster, what are you doing these
“days in the way of employment for
your time?” :

“Nothing, absolutely mnothing. and
that is what has started me on the road
to ruin.”

«A friend of mine is in pressing need
of a secretary, and I think you would

sult him. The salary would be worth
your while if you're.not above”’—

“Hang the salary; it's the work I
peed. You have come into my life at a
mest opportune time for me, somehow,
and brought me around to my senses.
At any rate, my mother has begun to
look happy again,iand you’re the cause
of it,"though 1 don't quite know how
you have done it”

Cagle had turned away his head, and
a look that mingled pleasure and pain
passed over his featares.

Within a few months after Brewster
had entered upon his duties he was
recognized as a coming business man
of the highest qualifications. Cagle

had dropped back Into the old ruts, a; ing he went to Dunstanbury. Yet curi-

game here and a game there for the
pake of the sport, philosophizing quliet-
ly and watching with half hearted in-
terest the procession of huomanity. Oc=
casionally  he would pass the home
where Brewster lived and glance at the

name on the doorplate. Occasionally |

Brewster thought of Cagle, and he ree-
ognized the tremendous service the lat-
ter had done him. And it was not
strange that he should think of Cagle
as he lay one day on his back at a hos-
pital a crushed and bleeding form, the
result of a trolley actident.

He sent for Cagle, but no one could

find a man’ of that name, The diree- |

tory ‘did not give it
the haunts that Brewster named Enew
it. He then described the man minute-
ly, and a messenger Was sent out. A
man answering . the description was
;lqund, and the messenger approached

im. e -

“Are you Dent Cagle?” Sas asked.

|
i

|

!

l. death would: mean the loss of one of

\ pury’s, who had.come to count her

Peites amens | ery preparation in obedience to her bid-

“of her hand, she leaned forward and

“Why do you ask?”
«A man named Brewster, who is se-
«“You may call me Cagle. Where i3
the boy?”

«] will4ake you to him.” i

AS Cagle entered the ward where
Brewster lay he paused at sight of &'
woman who sat beside the cot. Deeply
concerned, her eyes were watching the
face of her son. But the patient .had
caught " sight “of the visitor, and he
murmured eagerly:

“Cagle!” ;

Margaret Brewster arose quickly and
turned to meet the man who had done
go miuch for her son. Then, suddenly,
ghe bowed her head and held out her
hand gently toward the visitor.

“«Not Cagle,” she said, “but Hugh—
Hugh: Morrison.” .

Cagle, or Morrison, took the hand
that was offered him and covered it
gently with his free hand, too full for

uttérance with the emotion of an old |

love that still burned in his beart.
“You saved me ffom-a-pretty bad
life, Cagle,” began Brewster from the
cot, “and I just wanted ‘to thank you
for it— What! ‘Why, you two-seem
to kuow each other,  How I8 this?”
Allowing Morrison to keep 'his hold

whispered: ~
“1 loved him, scn, before I met your
father.” , : :
A gleam of satisfaction shot from the’
boy’s eyes, preceding an expression of
agony which came as he sought to turn
himself. ; . et
Morrison placed his hand upon the
young man’s forehead and sald: <
«The first time I saw you, boy, I
recognized that strong_resemblance. to
your -mother, and-the smoldering ruln

of the old love leaped into flame again.”
“1f 1 bpelieved that I could g0 ‘to moD-
seigneur, I would go tonight—nay, I
would have gone at Miklevni. It was
only putting my head out of that ditch
a minute soonerl; If I believed even
that 1 could lie in the:church there
and know that he was npear! If I be-
leved even that I could lie there quiet-
ly and remember and think of him!
You’re a man of science; you’re not a
peasant’s child, as 1 am. What do you
think? You mustn’t wonder that I've
had my thoughts too. At Lady Meg’s
we did little else than try to find out
whether we were going anywhere else.
That’s all she cared about. And if she
does evér get to a next world she won’t
care about that. She’ll only go on try-
ing to find out whether there’s still an-
other beyond. What do you think?”
«]. hardly expected to find you 8O
philosophieally inelined,” he said.
‘«Ips a practical question with me
now. On its answer depends. whether I
- come- with” you “or stay here—by mon-
seigneur In the chureh”™ -
Basil said othing professiondal—
something abo rves and temporary
strain. ~But ‘he @erformed this homage
to medical etigdette in a rathar per-
tunctory fashion.. He had never seen
a woman more composed or more obvi-
ously and perfeetly healthy; Sophy
smiled and went on: - e
“But if T live, Pm sure at feast of
being able to think and able to remem-
per. It comes to a gamble, doesn’t it?
It’s just possible I might get more; it’s
quite” likely—I think it’'s probable—I
should lose even what I have now:”’
«1 think you're probably right about
the chances of the gamble,” he told
her, “though no doubt certainty 18 out

of place or at least one doesn’t: talk |

abéut it.. Shall 1 tell you what sclence:
says?”’ 2 S

“No,* ~said Sophy, smiling ~faintly.
“Seience thinks in multitudes, and I'm
thinking of the individual tonight,
Even Lady Meg never made much of
sclence, you know.”

He pointed at the smoky lantern.
«“That's not life,” he said, growing
more earnest, yet smiling. “That's now
—just here and now—and, yes, it's very
smoky.” He waved his hand over the
darkness. “That’s life. Dark? Yés, but
the night will lift, the darkness pass
away. Valley ‘and spdrkling lake will
be there and the summit of the heaven
kissing hills. Life cries to you with a
sweet voice.” .

“Yes,” she murmured, “with a sweet
voice. And perhaps some day there
would be light on the hills. But, ah,
I'm torn in sunder this pight. 1 wish I
had died there at Miklevni while my
blood was hot.” She paused a long
while in thought. Then ghe went on:
“if T go, 1 must go while it’s still dark
and while these good people sleep. Go
and tell Lord Dunstanbury to be ready
to start an hour before dawn and-do
yéu ‘and he come then to the door of
the church. If I’'m not waiting for you
there, come inside and find me.”

He started toward her with an eager
gesture of protest. She raised her hand
and chiecked him.

“No, I've decided nothing. 1 can’t
tell yet,” she said. She turned and left
him. . He heard her steps descending
the old winding: stair which led from
the top of the wall down into the
street. He did not know whether he
would see her alive again, and with
her message of such ambiguous mean-

ously, though he had " pleaded 80
urgently with her, though to him her

the beautiful things from . out ' the
earth, he was in mno distress for her
and did not dream of attempting any
constraint. She .knew ber strength—
she would choose right. If life were
tolerable, she would take up the bur-
den. If not, she would let it lie unlift-
ed at her quiet feet.

His mood . could mot be Dunstan-

presence as the light of the life that
| -was his. Yet Dunstanbury heard the
message quietly and quietly made ev-

_ding. That done. he sat in the little
room of the inn and smoked his pipe
with Basil. Henry Brown walted his
word to take the horses to the door of

“her fove

—~

; = -
a-.7

morrow'morning ¥’

and give her back

have said goodby.”

ger.

cept this ring which

Volseni.” ¢

ing will take the "title
He ‘will' not be “our
you never see our old
heart for Volseni.
‘your leadership. The

as free men.”

the gate. She
and the three
Englishmens
rode through,
Henry Brown
leading the pack
horse by i
bridie. The ¢
mountains were
growing gray

with the first
epproaches of
dawn.
through Sophy
paused a mo-
doory -
“Peace be on this
seigneur lies buried.”
with thee,” answered
traditional words of
kissed her hand aga
parted.

up the ascent to St
The road under their

Stopped, and. Sophy i

silence. X

of it is to be changed.

hand. “Farewell, m
whispered very low.

hour.

eye of memory: stood

batliff

look back.

and how the red star
apd In joy. in love

others death. In the

Dunstanbury on her

hope: Some’ day” the

“Why areyou: 8o
admiration of the wis
people?”’

in office for: the

the church. Basil Williamson *had dl-
vined his friend's feeling for Sophy

AN TR P

Washington Star,

“and wonderéd it bis calmn .
wIf 1 felt the doupt that you do, 1

love of hers which was finished, whose

Lukovitch knew Dunstanbury’s plans.
He was waiting for them at the gate, ,
“his arm in a-sling, and with him were | madaim. Tells you all about the habits |, M. ds
the Zerkovitches. Thesé last. they of savage animals,
would see again. It was probably fare
well forever to gallant Lukovitch. "He
kissed the silyer ring on Sophy’s fin:

« prought nothing'into  Kravonia,™
she said; “and I carry nothing ouf ex:

geigneur was. ! You will- be our bailiff,
though our ‘eyes mnever see you, and

Madame, have a kindly place. in your

«Volseni is written on my ~heart,”
she answered. “I shall not forget.”

As’ she rtode [t was probably. fare
well forever to gul
lant Lukovitch:

«“Peace be on thy head andf&rmng A

trampled’ with the march of “thousands
-of men~who had passed over it in an
irresistible advance,on Slavna. !

At the summit of ‘the pass they falmost had the better

3
“] have loved this lang » at last she | ’ - said >
sald. '“It has given-me much, and very #f he’d “had "tin cints instead of-‘a

much it has taken'away; Now the face nickel -he’d “have: murdered . the two other day

the memory of it will not change.” "
She 1doked across the valley, across| = ;
the sparkling face of Lake Talti, to the

 They set their horses’ heads toward
the frontier. They began the descent
on the other side. The lake was gone,
the familiar hills vanished. Only in the

last ehosen leader of the often it has looked down upon a scene

mountain men. But the | . i
memory. of the red star :;l}x(:h tﬁsbhagxscé.”lmtened to_soft words

At the sum- lived after her—how she
mit - Sophy. loved monseigheur and | hand away.
turned to avenged him, ‘

) face was fairer than the

face of other women and more pale,

arms, promising to some glory and to

and in the cabins among the' hills-you
may hear the tale of the red star yet.
To the unconquerable: heart life |’
stands unconguered.. What danger had
not shaken not even SOTTOW could over- |
throw. She rode into the future with

on the summit-of heavax kissing hills. | »
THE END. - -

Ee—————ET

“Because,” answered 'Senator Sorg- |
hum, ‘“the plain people have kept me
last twenty years."’—

gnest-at 2 well-known

end she Was}iismed in the far East.

now mourning | had brought with him a supply of his
iments, and by aranging

church. Ttmust | with the ;he:?d‘Waim-tﬁe# were placed
be: of  another |on the fable, One day ‘another guest
Jove that he {saw the appetizing bottle on his neigh-
_spoke—of one|Dors table o :
pred. in. ber na- sive him scmg of {thet, sauce. .-, -
turs: - the - WL ~ “T’m sorry, SiL said the waiter,
/ “put it is tgle private property of this

in “the 1ittlegiavorite co

come of ber}.splemany

‘temperament |  The minister, however, overheard |
and of her be |the other's request, and told the wait- |,

fhg the woman | ér to pass the bottle.
that she was | The stramger poured

The spirit which mixtire on his meat and*took'a liberal
had brought her{mouthful; . Aftersa moment he turned
to. Slavna had with tears in his eyes to the minister.
g “You're a minister of the gospel?”’

made her play

her part. there. Yes, sir.

every change

and chance of fortune, had never laid| ever met who ‘earried samples.”
down the sword till theiblow ‘was
struck—that spirit ‘would preserve her

33

ances.”

Star. R

Book

Herald. - .15 i

‘curious.
monseigneur: pul

by his own will
bailiff, as mon-

gray walls again.

you nor the blow we struck under | the Tungs, often being
fight at Miklevni night, ‘and weakened b
may well be the last that we shall fight finally ' discovered - a )
‘ mula’ which willi'cure -any cough. in

five hours by -the clock. It is a lax-
atgf tomﬁ: cough-syrup 'whicht%anfse
: : made at home by anyone an e for-
She bade her friends farewellgandimyls s here given for the benefit of
then ordered Lukovitch to throw open those' who pass sleepless nights in
g Those. who have

tried it say it is jgoagical, and beats
any - high-priced, slow-acting cough’

painful paroxysms.

medicine ever sold

drops every thalf hour

ren less' according to-

cannot break it.

San. ..o :

Lukovitch in the ] _
£ farewell. He ‘when sudderr changes

: |tey the strongest constitutions, colds
i, R0 thfy _“‘e | and eoughs and.ailments of t.h«a’th,roal

horses' feet was |

WIS

fierce. fight, in which

“She sat there for a long while in|search of his clothes disclosed one lone

five-cent piece

But'in my heart  of -us I"’—Everyhody’s.

\

onseigneur!” she his son this advice:

“My boy, mever run

Thé day ot Krayonis was done. The | o & street car—there will be anofher
nead of the great snake had reached | PP e ol
Slavna. Countess. Ellefiburg and young ,b"d} I T

Alexis were in flight. Stenovies took

The déath of monseigneur 'was. indeed {loway’s Corn Cure if used ‘as directed.
avenged. But there was no_place for 3 i
Sophy, the queen of a tempestuous

altogether on’whether

old Volseni: still

“A.h,” Sighed

" A Olergyman’s Sample’s.

: : ‘A minister who had been doing mis-
shouldn’t be calm,” said ‘Dunstanbury |sionary work in India recently return-{:

- “But 1 know her. She will be trué‘to ad . to. London feor @ wigit.’. He was. &

and . asked the waiter to

“Yes,” admitted thi mjnis-ter. ; '
«Well, you're the first . minister_ Tie

“T gitess,” said My. Erastus Pinkley,
to life now. and|‘‘dat 11 move into de theart of de big}’
some day give life back: to. her. city

_He was right. When they came to
the door of the church she was there,
For the first time since monseigneur
had died her eyes were red ‘with weep-
ing, but her face was calm. She gave
her hand to Dunstanbury. = .

“Come, let us mount,” she gaid. " “T|‘olks to keép'chickens

. “Yes, sah. I's been interfered wif a
good deal.. I wants to-git somewnere .
where ‘it’s ‘agin deglaw foh de white | .
2 Washington |

ent—Roosevelt’s jatest. work,

Severe Lady at Door—Don’t' Need it. i1
I’ve. hud three! husbands: — Boston'{"

e e e

_i*“Where do all the pms go2” inquir- :
ed the man with the penchand fpr_hhg

“T don’t know;”” answered Mr. Chug-’
on my Bager—the ring of the balliffs of | gins. . But: since I bave been:fooking us =
0 : 2 : with an automobile 1 _have been, able
| “Keep it.” said Lukovitch. 1 think |to tell what, becomes of all the tacks:”
there will be no more bailiffs of Vol- | —Washington Star. e

"seni, or Some prince not of our choos- s

COUGHED-ALL NIGHT

Till This Recipe Was Tried. Cure Fol-
' lowed in B Hours. /

A prominent medical max; wheo suf- |12 :
We shan't forget | fered with a severe cough and cold on E:')]; I got'the quarter and saved the

+Mix in a bottle one-hali ounce fluid
wild.cherry bark, one ounce compound
| { essence cardiol and three ounces syrup
white pine compound.

Then take omne-half to one teaspooniul
three or four times a day. Give child-

01d Lawyer (to young partner)—Did Ppill
you draw mp old Mongybag’s will. 5

4 Young Partner—Yes,
ment, leaned sideways in her saddle tight that all the

and kissed the ancient lintel of the delfbines 18 0 OOR

B “Old’ Lawyer (with . some disgust)—
place” she.sald. | The ‘next' time. there is.a will to be
«and peace to the tomb where: mon: jdrawn up Tl do it nuyself.—New York
A B e s

While' more prevalent

may come at any season.

, and use-of the

from attack. For

. Two Irishmen, bent on robbery, held
ing Scotchnian. After a long,

“Truth, Pat,” said Mike disgustedly,

PR

) Most Southerniers are galiant. An'| knew -
gray walls of Volseni and Xkissed her | exception is the Georgian who . .gave negro.”—Success Magazine:

: s S PR Sl e
She—Don’t you ‘think it is silly iny
young people to. sit holding hands? . !
He (absently)—Well, that depends | a_castle which had been a stronghold
they hold win-| of the "O’Neils. :
I ferin ~visited’
.Dan Mulligan, and drew & line ‘with
hig stick round it, tellng Mulligan
that he was to build a protecting wall

ning cards;—Baltimore American.

Lifebuoy. Soap is. delightfully re
: reshing for Bath or Teilet. For wash
set In its gray mountains. Sophy rode| ing underclothing it

forth from Krayvonia in|€leanses and purifies.
her sheepskins and her —
silver ring, the last gueen

] he the .enraptured swain,
of  Kravonia, the last|holding her lily white

‘hotel, where,

: : : Sverything pleased hum except the ab-|
He could not be speaking of that senice "of . the’ Very torrid sances ha

spices to whichhe had beeome aceus~{’ i

Fortumatel lyhe 13

>

somie of ‘the

Was

, prising how soop 1 found relief from the
severe pain.
L Buk was obtained and I persev

A8 using this balm alone.. In‘'s couple of
.days the swellin
siderably,  the

THE 'WEST! REGINA, BASKATOHEWA N.

" INJURED
: pres ok st “And you préach  the doctrine” of {" A TR

“¥ou assume that Dm had welcomed | overlasting fire?<" v

coming with you to- and caught at} :

=

0T C

St

sy gpesk for Zaw Buk becauss 1t
oured me of a terribly bad foot,” ‘says
Mrs, . Alice Berryman '0f 180 John:St.

She adds: ¢ The

injury was caused b S wagon wheel, snd -
‘R the sore was on :{v'ﬁg

came vory inflamed and swollen ard so

. b ; > .|, B painful tiat I fainted sway. In spite of

#1 understand that you are rather, treatment, the wouad got no better and

unpopular in your present location be-

sause of some ‘hen-<coop disappear-

“foot. - It be-

$he foot became more and more swollen
until it was several times its usual wize.
The flesh was terribly bruised and black-

and it guite, im; ible- for me
ﬂ&? "%’gibmd’lmhe: at last
uk. This

me & box of Zam-B

te the foot and it was sur-

A further supply of Zam-
sl ered in

had: gone. down oon-
iscoloration - was less

’Qistinct snd the pain was banished. In:
four days I eoukf;o

£

about &s usual

‘v the
aad injured foot had been thor-
cured by the timely use of Zsm-

URED. | Didyo

ERBAL BALM

u ever ask yourself:
“How is it that Zam-Buk isso
popular ?” It is because it is
_superior and different to other
salves, Contrast them! Most
salves are nine-tenths
oil or fat. Zam-Buk hasn't &
trace of animal fat in it. Most
salves contain mineral coloring
matter. -Buk is absolutely
without! y salves con

isonous astringents. Zam-

uk doesn't. i
" Zam-Buk is  actually more
ggworhﬂl% antiseptic than
orude oarbolic acid. Yet it
stops ins of cal pain
and smarting when put om &
wound.

It heals more quickly thah any known

“abscess uloers, eczems,

POISONED FINGER HEALED.

Mrs. Frank St. Denis of 305 Thomp-
son B&,,Win‘;x:seg. speaks for Zam-Buk
because it o her of & poisoned finger,
which had csused ket gays of agony.
Hear her experience. She says:

<¢ One morning, while washing, Ifelt &
slight pain in the end of my .
This graduslly go$ more acuteuntil by
the evening of the next day the end of
the ¢ had become swollen and hard
and so blue I became alarmed.

/**The pain fruz® was almost too much
to bear. It made me surn quite sick!
Poultices of first one kind and then
another were 2 plied, but seemed to
give me no relief. My daughter-in-law,
who had had some previous ience
with Zam-Buk obtained a box for me.
I anointed the sore place liberally with
this bglm, and in a few hours, the
throbbing aching pains were subdued.”

Further applications of Zam-Buk gave
me more eass, so that lwﬂdmsﬁ:ﬂa
sleep. In a few days the nail came off, bub
druggiste e atioe aaiokly T coutinted s tes
box or Zsm-Buk Co., Térento, for price. | until in the end it had broug Mﬂ-
Send 1o stamp for trial box. somplete cure: - - ol

kept awake all
y loss of sleep,

at you!’

age. This will

sir; .and . sO

in - winter, | 5
in' the weather Bestb

At the first

o?nes yealqess Panch:

LS

the Seotchman | Cure  any

, of it;-they sue-| Bleeding or Protruding X1
rned to look back. | ceeded in conquering him: A- th?_mgy, 14 days or money refun@ed. 50c.

alter a woman |

is unegualled
aodt

e i it .

cent piece,
nearly cho

e -

Received No Quarter. ’

“ihe ustal fee ‘per visit of physic-
ians in my eity,”’
an Ohio sdoctox,. “‘is. $3.
curred .to me to.doubt. the equity of
this fee until 1 was called in by &
German restaurant keeper to attend
his four-year-old boy.

“The youngster had igwallowed. a 25-
and was in a bad

recently “remarked
1t ‘never oc-

way. He

ked to'death before L got to

The Pill That Leads Them All.—
; are the most portable and com-

pact of all medicines, ‘and when easy
to take are the most acceptable - of
preparations.
their power to be popular.” As Parme-
lee’s-Vegetable Pills aré the most pop-
alar of all pills-they must fully meet
all - requirements.
_pounded-and comp ; :
roven to be effective in regulating the

«“And T ‘must’ confess his protest
seems logical.”” ¢

The lecturer raised his voice with
einphatic ‘confidence.
agsent;’’ he said, “that there isn’t a
man_in this audience who has ever
Take twenty | done anything to prevent the destruc-
for four hours.|tjon 6f our forests.” '

A modest-looking man in-the back
of‘ the hall ,sbo-o% up. ge 2 4
tone up and rid the system of deep- Sad(f;—'_eﬁvei;’fo;;f;tﬂ%‘;z‘ffg i %
seated cnughs every time. TR = 2 G

P

ive ‘organs, ¥
medicine ‘107

i < Mrs. Dihs-ﬁmythe—vge iue,jusé; bac}]lg
It high 1 hen they rode | W 2 5 > U1 tr6m the continent, where ‘my daugh-
was high morning P:te:'n ey boak :a,}glx_rb--of the de_rangcment use Bickle’s { 1. has been finishing her' education.

s pass and+\Anti-Consumptive ‘Syrup. TInstant Te-| gho speaks all languages 3
came to'the spot where their cross {lief will be experienced PEBRe ;
track joined the main road over the | medicine until the cold disappears will
pass from Dobrava and the capital. In | protect the lungs

silence they! ‘the ‘samtoit, | anyone with throat or
ence they | mounited {o ‘the sminit. LSRN A

The Professor—Alt Does she speak
Esperanto?:
2 Mts, Dibs-Smithe—Like a native !—

'14." e e £

-- PILES CURED IN 6 to t4. DAYS
PAZO OINTMENT is .guaranteed to
case.

_New Light on Holmes.

Two old. ladies wandering about the
Public Library Building in Boston the
entered Bates Hall and
gazod-interestedly at @ bust of Oliver
Wendell Holmes in black bronze.
“Well.” one old lady remarked very
audibl{) to' the othHer one, “I never

v - batoré that Dr: Holmes was a

T worked a slick game to keep my
wife from bBuying cigars for. me this'
P Ao e EeTy. | $lad ik U B8 R s

A Y | S What did you do?”
* = ; ‘Told. her
: No matter how deep-rooted the corn smoking ~on . the first of J anuary. —
_orders ‘where the had lgoked to: rule:|or wart may be, it ‘must yield to Hol- Detroit Free Press. 4

T e e e
. & Carrylng::Qut Orders.

On Lord Dufferin’s estate, near Bel
fast, there once

Nevertheless, the parent entered
g yigorous Iirotest _whe?, mtm:}slwer azo
. is query, put my iee & e rate
simple “for=fp vaqubted, - ' VT
 ‘Dot’s robbery!” was the prompt
response, ‘Dree dollars for reeovering
a quarter! Vy, doctor, I am surbrised

T " venture %o

But they must attest

Accurately . com-

osed of ingredients

here ' is ‘no_ surer
‘had: anywhere.

 of _ Itching, Blind,
Protruding Piles in 6 to

1’ thought - I'd . give up

| Seranton Tribune.

All Sunsets Are Not Alike.
Mr. and Mrs. Peterby were sitting

Expressing Themselves.
One of the bright young men attach-

‘on their piazza. It was late afternoon | ed to the American Embassy at Lon-

and the sun was making his final pre-{ don tells of his initiation into the mys-
paration to gild the western heavens. | teries of the Cockney dialect.
Peterby sat in mute admiration. He had visited some resort or an-

“Did you ever see such a superb | other where he chameed to overhed¥ an
sunset?” he exclaimed, rapturously. exchange of femarks between a mother
“T¢ is simply wonderful! Amazing!” {and her nine-year-old son.

Mirs. Peterby did.not join in his en- “Sammy,”’ said the mother, as she
thusiasm. She shifted, uneasily in her | opened " a box of  gandwiches, ‘““what
chaidr. sort o’ sandwich wil ye ‘ave?”’

“You would think anything was “I’ll ’ave ’ani, mother,” said the
good,” she replied. “You've just had | boy. ;
asgood dinner. But its just am ordin- “Don’t say ¢ ’am,” son,” rebuked the
ary sunset, nothing more.”’, parent.  “Say flgm?

% Where are. you ' going? . "asked| ‘Whereupon, another, Cockney, who
Peterby. . “Why can’t you. sit still? | was standing fiear the American,
Just like a woman. No artistic ap- chuckled with glee:

eciation.” “Do ye mark that, sir?” asked he.

“pP1l be back presently,”” replied “Both of ’em thinks as ‘ow they’re
Mr.s Peterby. sayin’ ¢ ami 7

Four, or five. minutes passed.  She
MADE IN CANADA

came back and sat wown. There was
a silence. ¢ i

“Jt is beautiful,”- whispered Mrs.
Peterby. Don’t think I ever saw a
finer sunset, See that exqusite colox-
ing off there—and those feather effeects.
Pefectly lovely!” i

Peterby turned his face slowly. and |
gazed at her.

@What did you do in the house just
now,” he asked.

Mms, Peterby’s face beamed.

“Why,”” she replied, “the cook was
going -to leave, but she told me she
would stay another month.”’—Success
Magazine.

it is to the advantage
of every housekeeper
in Canada to use them
Was Doing Her Best.
William Pruette, the singer, tells of
a servant girl who came to Mrs. Pru-
ette in tears and asked permission to
go home for a few days. She had a
telegram saying her mother was sick.
“Gertainly you may go,” said Mus.
Pruette, “only don’t stay longer than
is necessary, as we need you.”

A week passed; and not a word from
her. - Then came a note which read: :
“Dear Mrs. Pruette i will be back
nex week an plese kep my place for

me mother is dying as fast as she
' 8. V. GILLETT “.‘lﬂ.‘lmt

can.”’—Success Magazine.

SWhat is the reason you wereso late
in discovering the North Pole?’:
“Well,” answered the explorer, “you
see, they have such’long nights in the
Arcti¢c regions that I overslept.” —
Washington Star.

Stories
: of
: e : Sucocess
“T'm gomn%toI a fancy dress.ball this . Y ;
evening, & want an appropriate . e :

- : € 11. An inspiration book for young,
costume he said to the customer, : le. It tells of boys and girl

113 < 3 9JA - J
What is your bussnesct who have attended our schools

“Oh, I'm a milkman.” P d
«“Ah, then you'd better put on a pair and are now making a success
of pumps.”’—Detroit News. 't’;:g;;: the great profession of

We will send you & copy iree
—as long as they 4ast. Better
‘write now.
THE KENNEDY SCHOOL,
9 Adelaide St.; E.,
Toronto. :

Visitor—I understand Mme. Scenerio
is giving your daughter ‘music  les-
sons,

- Unecle Hiram—Givin’, did you say?

Visitor—Yes. :
Uncle Hiram—Wa’al, by gosh, three
plunks an hour fer singin’ lessons
don’t look much:like a gift to me.—

e

lF your baking goes wrong,

stood a historie ruinm,

One day Lord Dui-
it with “his - steward,

-

on that line. And then he went to
India - feeling secure as to the preser-
_vation-of the great historiec building.
When he returned to Ireland he has-
hand and look-| tened to ‘visit the castle.

It was

of Volseni, the ing up at the refulgent orbof night,| gone. He rubbed his eyes and looked

1*see yonder moon'!

“T want

«Qip1” “she éxclaimed, jerking her

ow her]gtand I was not in earnest with-all the
| others.””—Chicago Post, 1, e

~castle?”’

you' to ‘under-| thing?

“The eas

leaving not
{or: Dan: and inquired, ‘“Where’s the

htle, my “Jord—that ould
Suré, I pulled “it down to
build ‘the “wall wigit. e

And think' how| again. * Yes, gone it ‘certainly was,

a trace behind. . He sent

glowed in Sorrow | .
and in eclash of |

street of Volsent

right hand, pa-

tience in his' mind ‘and in his' ‘heart. 5

sun ‘wotld shine

strong ‘in your |-
dom of the plain |

spondenge

' There is a

century in
Family’—t

.+ 4. Phonetic ngl]ing. :
Phonetic spelling was evidently in
faghion . in_ i
when  even
gpell ‘his own —‘name consistently.

the sixteenth  century,
Shakespeare - could not

.letter «dug from the cotre-
of a lady of the sixteenth
the book‘of the ‘‘Cotswold

he Hicks-Beaches. Juliana
writes—it is-a matter:of debt between
| the cautious
Kal'dar"-,—"

widow and “My lord a

My lord Ammaril and your .
|} wife T hénor and love, but your false
swearing" and promise “F hoterle a
pore.’’ - What she. really. meant was

* ,that ¢ %m
' I'not break i Lav (with

" disgust)—The next time there is a ‘will

4o be drawn I'll “do/it.—New Yeork.

Sun.

“utierly abhor.”’—Landon Chronicle.

“Bungled.*”

/" 'Old Lawyer (t6’ young partner)—Did

- ‘{'you draw up’ old Moneybag’s ‘will?
R ifY,oun‘gﬁBﬂtper—fch, sir; .and. so. tight .
relatives in the world can-

Old Lawyer (with some

-

ST TSRS,

investigate — find the cause.
Look to your stove, your yecast,

your baking methods.

If you succeed in pinning the trouble
down to the flour—then take up the
flour question in dead earnest. -

Consider that flour, to be successful
from a baking standpoint, must be fine
to produce light bread or pastry, pure to
make that bread or pastry wholesome,
s . . .

3 and rick in nutriment to make it

?gllirie’s

Royal Household

has these three qualftics in the greatest
degree. _ :
Ogilvie’s Royal Household is milled
by the most modern methods, and -
®nade only from Manitoba Hard Wheat
which contains <he highest percentage
of nutriment.

“Royal Household Flour, never
disappoints.” :

20
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