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that one most .be c*lm and quiet by a 
wounded man's bedside l"

»*Oal<n uh*ll I bo ! Calm whoa our 
poor Adolf lies at the point ol death ? 
Jlo that taught me such sweet song* ! 
Who shall bo our minstrel at Wy iau- 
daol now ? Who shall help me to 
break my hawks, and be to me as a 
brother ?” And then approaching the 
bid again, she wept over him ss he lay 
insensible, and at last sobbed out : 
“ Sir Adolf ! Sir Adolf 1 my good 
brother !”

But no answer came. Covering her 
face with her bands, she fell back in 
an agony of grief into a chair.

Alter some little time thus spect, 
Robert, seeing that she was unable to 
command herself, and that her presence 
would be moie injirions than useful, 
took her by the hand.

Come, my child,M he sal \ “ leave 
this chamber till you are somewhat more 
mistress of your sorrow."

But she would not leave the room. 
“ O, no 1” she replied, 41 let me stay 
here, my father 1 1 will not weep any
more. Let mo care for my brother 
Adolf. Those fervent prayers which he 
has himself taught me, will I pour out 
for him by bis bedside."

And thus saying, she took the cushion 
from a chair, laid it on tie ground at 
the head of the bed, and kneeling on it, 
hf»gan to prav silently, while suppressed 
sobs burst from her breast, and her 
eyes overflowed with tears.

Robert de liothane remained till far 
ou in the night by Adolf's bedside, 
hoping to tee him come somewhat to 
himself. His hopes were, however, in 
vain ; the wounded man breathed feebly 
and slowly ; nor was there the slightest 
movement perceptible either in limbs 
or budy. Master Roger, too, began to 
fear seriously lor his life ; for a slight 
fever had made its appearance, and the 
sûfferer’s temples already began to burn.

Those of the nobles who were present 
at the conference and were not lodged 
in the castle h-d already taken their 
departure, not without a feel tog of con
tent at what bad happened ; for, ai true 
knights, they rejoiced at having an 
opportunity of once more doing their 
old prince a pleasure and a service. 
Such of them as were the Count’s guests 
betook themselves to their bedchamb
ers. Two hours later not a sound was 
to be heard at Wynaudael but the call 
of the sentinels, the baying of the dugs, 
and the screech o' the night-owl.

CHAPTER IV. #
The journey which, at the suggestion 

of Charles de Valois, Count Guy was 
about to undertake, was a matter of no 
little risk, Doth to himself personally 
and to the whole land of Flanders ; for 
there was only too much reason to be
lieve that tue ;king of France would 
think all measures go. d which might 
secure to him as long as possible the 
possession of those wealthy province*.

Philip the Fair and his wile «Joanna 
uf Navarre, had, in order to provide 
.nnds for their reckless prodigall y, 
drawn, so to say, all the money of the 
realm into the treasury ; yet for a l 
this, the enof mous sums which they ex 
tracted from the people did not suffice 
for their insatiable wants. Him un
principled ministers, above all Enguer 
rand de Marigny, daily incited the 
king to levying fresh taxes, raising the 
already exorbitant salt-duty, and laying 
the most intoh rabie burdens on all 
three estates of the realm, regardless of 
the murmurs of the people and the fre
quent symptoms of armed resistance. 
Again and again he expelled the Jews 
from France, in order to make them 
pay enormous sums for permission to 
return ; and at last, wuen every other 
uie&us was exhausted, he resorted to 
the plan of debasing the coin of the 
realm.

This debasement of the coinage was 
a desperate and ruinous expedient ; for 
the merchants, not choosing to part 
with their wares for mere worthless 
counters, left the kingdom ; the people 
fell into poverty, the taxes could not 
be levied, and toe king found himself 
in a most critical position. Flanders 
meanwhile flourisred by the industry ol 
its inhabitants. All the trading nations 
ot Europe and Asia regarded it as their 
second country, and carried their goods 
to its cities, as to the universal market
place of the world. At Burges alone 
more money and goods changed hands 
than in the whole of France ; the city 
w*8, in truth, a very mine of wealth. 
This did not escape Philip’s observa
tion, and for some years he had been 
teenpied with plans for bringing the 
land ol Flanders into his own possession. 
First he had laid down impossible con
ditions to Count Guy, in order to drive 
him Into contumacy ; then he bad 
arrested aud imp isoned his daughter 
Philippa ; and at last he bad overrun 
and seized upon Flanders by force of 
arms.

Nothing of all this had escaped the 
old Count's consideration, nor did he 
u truth conceal irom hims< If the possi

ble consequences of his journey ; but 
his grief on account of his younger 
daughter's imprisonment was such as 
induced him to reject no means, how- 
'ver desperate, which might possibly 
ead to her release. Doubtless, too, 
the safe conduct promised by Oharhs 
de Valois had tende i considerably to 
reassure him.

And now the old Count set out, with 
His sons, Robert snd William, and fifty 
Flemish nobles ; Charles de Valois, and 
a great number of French knights, ac
companying them on the journey.

Arrived at Compieguo, the Count and 
His nobles were sumptuously lodged and 
entertained by the Count de VaIo'h. 
until such times as he should be able 
to arrange for their admittance to the 
Map’s presence. This magnanimous 
prioce, moreover, so well used his in 
luence with his brother, that the latter 
was quite inclined to fall into his views 
with respect to the Count of Flanders, 
whom he accordingly caused to be sum 
Burned belore him, at his royal palace.

The Count was introduced into 
large and splendid hall, at the other 
end of which stood a throne, with 
a canopy of blue velvet wrought with 
golden lilies, and hangings of the 
like falling on each side to the ground ; 
a carpet, richly embroidered with gold 
and silver, covered the steps which led 
aP to this magnificent seat. Philip the 
Fair was pacing up and down the hall

with his son, Louis Matin ; behind them 
followed many French nobles, aid 
among them one to whom the king often 
addressed his conversai ion. This lavor 
ite was Messlre de N >g trot, the same 
who at Philip’s oummand had ventured 
to arrest Pope Boniface, with clroum 
stances of special coni.unooly.

TO BIS CONTINUED.

AN INCIDENT.

I.
“ A storm's coming, comrade."
“ Yes, corporal ; a terrible storm.

I know that « as wiud well It will be 
a very restless night on the sea."

44 May St. Joseph guard our sailors. 
The fishermen have all managed to get 
away ”—

44 Look, it seems to mo that I saw a 
sail there."

44 It was only the flash of a bird’s 
wing. You can hide frum the wind 
behind the indent of the wall. Good
bye. The guard will relieve you in 
two hours."

The corporal weit away ; the senti 
nel remained on the wall of the small 
fortress, which was surrounded by the 
rocking waves.

Indeed, a storm was nearing. The 
sun was setting ; the wind was grow
ing stronger ; tne s linnet tinted t.h« 
sky into a purple hue, and as the 
flame was spreading over the sky, the 
blue of the sea seemed ever deeper and 
colder. Here and there the white 
crests of the waves were already cat
ting through the dark surface and it 
seemed as though the mysterious 
depth of the ocean was trying to look 
out, ominous and pale from long up 
pressed rage.

in the sky, too, a quick alarm was 
set. The clouds were drifting from 
the east toward the west, where th y 
turned red, one after another, as 
though cast by a hurricane into the 
moith of a huge red hot oven.

The breadth of the gathering storm 
was already felt over the ocean. On 
the dark, rippling surface a sail w*s 
tlashing, like the wing cf a frightened 
bird ; it was a belated fisherman, run
ning away from the storm He had 
evidently g.vcn up hope of reaching 
the distant shore so he turned his boat 
toward the little fort.

The mail land had long disappeared 
bet ond the mist, and the water dust 
and the twilight of the falling night. 
The sea roared deeply and slowly, and 
one wave rolled after another toward 
the still illumined horizon. The sail 
now disappeared, now appeared again. 
The boat, wa* fa king, overcoming the 
wave* with difficulty, and si -wly near
ing the island. It seemed to the guaH 
who looked at the boat from the wall 
of the fvrt as if the darkness and the 
sea were sternly hastening to bring 
this solitary little craft to destruction.

A little light appeared in the wa’l 
of the fort, then another, and a third 
The boat could not be seen any longer, 
bat the fisherman could see the lights 
— a few trembling sparks over the 
boundless a itated ocean.

II.
“ Halt ! Who goes there ?"
The sentinel on the wall called to 

the boat aud aimed his piece at it.
But the soa was more terrible than 

this threat. The fisherman dared not 
leave the helm, for the waves would 
instantly hurl the boat against the 
rocks. Ojoside, the Spanish gunners 
with their old muskets were no Head 
shots. The boat cautiously waited for 
the breakers, like a floating bird, 
turned on the very crest of a wave, 
and then the skipper suddenly lowered 
the sail. The breaker burled th~ 
fragile vessel ahead and its keel 
slipped over the cobblestones of the 
bay.
“Who goes there?” the sentinel 

shouted again loudly, closely watching 
the perilous movements of the little 
boat.

41 A brother!” replied the fisherman.
Open the gates, for St. Joseph’s sakt ! 

See, what a storm ! ’
1 Wait, the corporal will soon bo

Shadows began to tntve over the 
wall ; then a heavy door opened, a 
lantern flashed, the soicd of voices was 
heard. The Spaniards took in the 
fisherman ; behind the wall, in the bar 
racks, there was a warm shelter for 
him for the night. How happy will 
he be when he recalls in safety the 
gngry roaring of the ocean and the 
stem darkness, where, but a short 
while ago, his little boat had rocked 

The door was slammed, as though 
the fort had locked itself from the sta 
over which the first squall ha 1 already 
come, mysteriously coruscatirg in 
barsts of phosphoric foam. And the 
boat which had been brought into the 
bay rocked measuredly, and creaked 
softly under the blows of the broken 
but still powerful waves.

I I
In the corner tower there was a cell 

of a Spanish military prison. For an 
Instant th« little red light which had 
flashed from its window was obstructed 
and the figure < f a man was ‘•llhouetted 
against the bars. Some one glanced 
from there at tho dark sea, and went 
away. The light again began to blink, 
casting red inflections on the wave 
tops.

This was Juan Maria Jose Miguel 
Diaz, insurgent and filibuster. During 
the last rebellion the Spaniards had 
captured him and sentenced him to 
death ; bub later, through some one's 
mercy- he wa< pardoned. They grant 
ed him his life-they brought him to 
this Island and imprisoned him in this 
tower. Haie they removed his chain 
for they were now unnecessary ; the 
walls were of stone, there were iron 
bars in the window, and beyond the 
window was the sea. All that he had 
from his life was that he could look out 
of his window at the distant shore—and 
recall things —and perhaps even hope.

At first, during bright days, when 
the sun shone on the tops of the blue 
waves, and lit no the distant shore, he 
would gaze in that dtree ion for a long 
time, scrutinizing the outlines of his 
native mountains, of the vague gorges 
and the scarcely visible dots represent

ing tho distant villages. He could tell 
the bays, the roads, Mm mountain paths 
over which it seemed to him he saw 
light shadows wandering, and among 
them WAi one once so dear to him. He 
was waiting, hoping that the lights 
would 11 >h again and the olarais of 
smoke appear in the mountains ; that 
the sails flying his qaMvh flag of revolt 
and freedom would come Irom there—
( ven from that distant shore. He whs 
preparing for that occasion, ar.d patient- 
ly, cautiously, and persi tently, be was 
boring the stone near the rusty grates.

But years went by. All was quiet 
on the shore, a blue mist bung over 
the gorges, only a small transport boat 
stood out near the shore, and peaceful 
fishermen’s boats roamed abmt in the 
sea, like sea-gals after prey.

By degrees the past began to seem 
to him like a dream. As In a dream, 
the pacified shore slumbered in golden 
mist, and. as in a dream, fantastic 
shadows of the distant past roamed 
over it. And when he saw some smoke 
by the shore, and the military trans
port boat cutting through the waves, 
he knew that other prison wardens 
and guards were coming.

Thus more years passed in this leth
argy. Juan Maria Jose Mignel Diaz 
grew calm and begm to forget his 
diearns. His life, which had born 
granted him by his enemies, flowed on 
imperceptinly, dull aud monotonous. 
Even at the dinfant shore he now 
looked with dull indifference, and had 
long ceased boring the grates. What 
for ?

O ly when an east wind rose, which 
was particularly strong in those places, 
and the waves began to “hake the 
stones on the slooe of the little island, 
sadness, vague and blunt, began to 
stir in the depths of his soul even as 
the stones on the bottom of the sea.
It seemed to him that certain shadows 
again stood out against the distant 
mist-covered shore, and soared over 
tie waves of the 1 ea, and cried loudly, 
hastily, plaintively, alarmingly. He 
knew that it was the sea that cried, 
yet he could not help listening to these 
cries involuntarily. And a painful, 
gloomy agitation rose from the depth 
of his soul.

There was a worn out path on the 
stone floor of his ceü, from corner to 
corner, diagonally. He had worn out 
this stone with his bare feet running 
back and forth in his cage on stormy 
nights- At times during such nights 
he again bored tho wall near the iron 
bars. But on the very first morning 
when tho pacified sea kis-ed the rocks 
of tho inland, caressingly, he, too. 
calmed down and forgot the moments 
of his ecstacy.

He knew that it was not the iron 
bars that kept him there. He was kept 
there by this wily, now angry, now 
kindly tea, and also — by the sleepy 
calm on tho distant there, which slum
bered lazily in its mis's, and had tor- 
gotten that which was stirring in the 
captive's memory.

IV.
Thus more years elapsed, which now 

seemed only as days. The time of a 
dream cannot be measured, and his life 
was by this time all a dream—dull, 
painful and leaving no trace.

But for some time of late strange 
visions had begun to flash through 
this dream again. Daring very bright 
days he saw the smoke of bonfires on 
the shore. There was unusual commo
tion iu the fort ; the Spaniards were 
hastily repairing the defects in the old 
walls which bad come during the years 
ot undisturbed peace. Steamboats fly
ing the Spanish military flags were 
now plying between the shore and the 
island more frequently than before 
Twice he saw monitors with towers just 
above the water crawling through the 
sound, like heavy-backed sea monsters, 
nias gazed at them with a dim look in 
which there was an t xpression of amaze
ment. Once it even appeared to him 
as it he saw in the gorges of his native 
mountains, brightly illumined by the 
sun that day, white smoke of gun 
boats, small as pin heads, rising blight 
ly and suddenly against the dark green 
background, and then softly melting 
in the light air. Once the monitor 
moved toward the shore, and several 
quick reports rang out over the sea. 
He seized the iron grate and shook it 
firmly. It rattled aud swayed. Rub
bish and broken tile fell from where 
the iron bars were fastened in the 
walls.

But a few more days went by. The 
shore again was hashed in calm slum
ber ; the sea was deserted, the waves 
rolled one over another quietly, pen 
stvely, idly striking against the rocky 
shore.

But this morning the sea began to 
stir him once more. Several waves 
had already rolled over the break 
water which divided the sound, and on 
the left side he could hear tho stones 
being swept from the bottom to the 
slope of the shore. Toward evening 
the smother of the sparkling foam 
flashed now and agai-t before his win 
dow. The waves had begun their deep 
song, and the shore responded with 
deep dull groats.

Diaz only shrugged his shoulders 
and decided to go to bed earlier than 
usual. Let the sea speak as it pleased 1 
Let the belated boat wlich he had 
noticed from the window come out as it 
pleased from this agitated mass of 
water 1 A slavish boat from a slavish 
shore. What had he to do with this 
boat ; with the voices of the sea ?

He laid himself down on his mat 
tress.

When the Spanish guard brought the 
lantern at the usual hour and pub it 
from the corridor into the hole over 
the locked door, the light fell on tho 
prone figure, and the pale face with 
closed eyes. It seemed that Diaz slept 
calmly ; only at times his eyebrows 
twitched together, and over his face 
came an expression of dull suffering, 
as though something had quivered 
weightily in the depth of bis slumber
ing consciousness, even as those stones 
trembled in that ocean’s depth.

Bit he suddenly awoke, as if some
one had called him by his name. A 
squall, having rolled over the break
water, struck the wall. From the win 
dow he saw how white heaps of ptios 
phorio foam came flying, and even

after tho water had subsided, the roll 
was filled with hissing and whistling 
sounds. The echo penetrated the 
1 »cked door and rang out through the 
orridors. It seemed as though some 

thing stern had 11 >wed over the island 
and was now calming down, dying iu 
the distance.

Diaz at once rose to his feet. It 
seemed to him that he had slept only a 
few seconds, and be glanced into the 
w ndow, t x,looting to soo the white 
sail ol the little boat. But all was 
d*rk. The a a was raging amidst per
fect darkness, and all he could hear 
was the noixe of tho departing squall.

Although such storms were not fre
quent there, still he knew well the dull 
rattling, the whistling, the hissing, and 
the subterranean quaking of the rocks 
But now there came a new sound, some
thing soit, caressing, unfamiliar.

The captive rushed to the window, 
and, again seizing the bars wiih both 
hands, peered into tne darkness. The 
sea was foamless and wl d. The dis
tant shore was all lost in a heavy mist. 
Only tor a few instants the red be
fogged moon appeared between ‘he 
shore aud the clouds. Uncertain re 
flections trembled on the crests of the 
enraged breakers, a d died out. Only 
the noise remained, powerful, wild, 
res less, and calling joyously.

Juan «Maria Jose «Miguel Diaz felt 
that all his ueiug witiuu iiittt trem
bled aud stirred like the sea. His soul 
was awakening from its long sleep, bis 
consciousness was clearing up, his long 
d -rmaut Ct sires were coning to lue 
again. Aud suddenly he recalled 
ch arly that which he had seen on this 
shore several days before. That must 
have been no dream 1 How could he 
regard that as a dream ? There was 
commotion there firing of shu s. That 
was a struggle, an awakening, a re
bellion. He seized the bars and in an 
impulse of strange animation shook 
th'm firmly. Again rubbish and broken 
• ilo came down, a few stones fell, 
and the grate bent down on the window
sill.

And under the window, in tho bay, 
the little boat was rocking and creak
ing.

V.
By this time tho guard was relieved.
44 St. Joseph 1 Holy Mary 1" mat

tered the new sentinel, acd covering 
his l ead with his hood, dis Appeared bn. 
bind the projection in the wall. Now 
a new squall was rushing over the sea, 
rising and falling, the white crests of 
the foam flashing in the darkness. 
The wind was in a fit of frenzy, the 
island trembled and groaned. Huge 
rocks, for years buried in the dep h 
n< w crawled toward the shore like 
pal * phantoms.

Diaz jumped from bis tower windows 
into the sea. The water at once cov
ered him, deafening him and knocking 
him off his feet. He lay a few seconds 
unconscious, with horror in his sou’, 
chilled and wretched, and something 
huge, wild, hostile, howled over him.

When the roaring had somewhat 
subsided he opored his eyes. Dark 
clouds were scurrying over the sky.

Only the stone wails of the fort re
mained motionless and quiet amidst 
the general confusion. When it be
came comparatively quiet one could 
hear the sounds of the Vespers from 
the barracks, and the drum sounding 
the retreat. There, beyond the walls, 
peace seemed to have locked it*elf in. 
The little lamp in tho c >rner tower 
shed an even, unblinking light.

Diaz rose, and like a beaten dog, 
started off toward the light. But the 
sea is deceitful and terrible. He would 
enter his quiet cell, would replace the 
grate, would lie down in ' is corner on 
the cot and sleep the heavy but safe 
sleep of cap ivity. But he must care 
fully replace the grate so that the 
patrol should not notice that it was 
broken. They might think that he was 
trying to break out of prison on that 
stormy night. No, he did not want to 
run away. Death was awaiting him at 
sea.

He clutched the cornice with his 
hands, lifted himself to the windows 
aud paused.

The light of the lantern fell on the 
walls, on the outworn floor, on the 
mattress which lay in the corner. At 
the head of the bed was the following 
inscription deeply cut into the stone :

44 Juan Maria Jose Miguel Diaz, in
surgent. Long live Freedom !’*

And everywhere on the walls were 
large and small inscriptions, some 
deeply engraved, others scarcely 
visible ; 44 Juan Miguel Diaz. Miguel 
Diaz "

Then came figures. At first he had 
marked the ti e by the day, by the 
week, later by the month : 41 Holy
Mary, two vears already.” " Three 
vears. O Lord, save my reason. Diaz, 
Diaz.”

The tenth year was marked by 
plain number without any exclamation 
point. Then he had left off counting

altogether. Only his name appeared 
here and there, engraved by a weak 
and lazy hand.

Suddenly it appeared to Diaz that he 
saw a mau outstretched upon his bed, 
sleeping soundly. If i h bosom rose 
quietly, trar quilly. Was that he ? 
The same Diaz who had entered here 
full of power aud love of life and lib
erty ?

A new squall was rushing toward 
tho island, howling and roaring. Diaz 
released his grasp and dropped to the 
shore again.

Tho sentinel, on the wall, with his 
back turned toward the wind, and ho d- 
tng bis gun with both hands so that the 
hurricane should rot tear it from his 
grasp was mumbling prayers.

VI.
The little boat wts moving, scarcely 

visible in the darkness, approaching 
that spot where the sea, no longer pro 
tected from the wind, was furiously 
seething. Suddenly, the white sail 
rose in the air, tossed by the wind, 
hook, rose, and disappeared.

Diaz glanced back at that moment, 
and it seemed to him that the dark 
little island rocked and sank into an 
abyss, together with the evt u, dead 
light which had followed him until 
then. Before him wore chaos and fury. 
His Congealed soul was overflowing 
with intense delight. He elute tied the 
helm in a tighter grasp, stretched the 
sail, and shouted loudly. This was an 
outcry of irrepressible j >y, of boundless 
delight, of awakened life which had be 
come conscious of itself. Behind him 
rang out a mu 111 id gun shot, then the 
roaring of a cannon resounded in the 
distance. Juan Maria Jose Miguel 
Diaz, with tightened eyebrows aud a 
firm look, s'ared forward, his heart 
still filled with the sa ne delight. He 
knew that he was free.

The boat rose on tho very top of the 
breaker, trembled, swayed and began 
to con e down. From the wall it was 
seen for the last time. But the small 
fort k'pt sending shot after shot into 
the iaging sea.

VII.
Next morning the sun again rose in 

a clear blue sky. The la«-t fragments 
of the clouds were still moving in dis
orderly ta«hion ; the soa had calmed 
down, rocking as if ashamed of its de
bauch of the night before.

The distant shore, re'resked aud 
washed by the storm, lay clearly out 
lined in the transparent atmosphere. 
Everywhere life was laughing, awak 
eued after the stormy night.

A small steamboat was cruising along 
the shore, spreading over the waves a 
long tail of brown smoko. A group ol 
Spaniard-, watched it from the wall of 
the fort.

“ He was surely drowned," said one 
of them. 44 That was sheer madness. 
What do you think, Don Fernando V ’

The young officer turned his thought
ful face to the man who spoke.
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“ Yos, ho was probably drowned," he 
said. “ But it may be that he is look
ing at his prison from those mountains. 
Iu any case the sea givu him a few in
stants of freedom. And who knows 
whether one instant of real life is not 
worth years of mDerablo existence!

“ But what was that over there ? 
Look 1" Aud the ofli ;er gave his field 
glass to the other one, po ntlng to the 
i-out-h end of the mountainous shore. 
White smoke appeared hero and there 
on one of the extreme capes occupied 
by the insurgents. Not a sound wai 
hoard, but the smoko kept appearing 
and vtniwhing, strangely enlivening the 
deserted gorges. A volley rang out in 
answer from the sea. and when the 
smoke fell on the sparkling waves all 
became quiet again. The shore and the 
sea were silent.

The < Ulcers exchanged glances. 
What meant this inconceivable commo
tion among the rebelling natives ? Was 
this the answer to the question as to 
the fugitive's fate.

Tnere wan no answer.
The sparkling waves laughed enig

matically, rushing upon the shore of 
the island and breaking against the 
rocks with a ringing r> >bo.—Translated 
from the Ruvsiau of V'adimir K«m>benko 
by Her r an Bon stein for The Now York 
F« ven in g Post.
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\y h - ; h r a- <! vm'll l" able to do your wash- 
Infj and ironing on tho same day. N<.w 
we make it so easy for you to try the ‘ 
Gravity" Waslier. Read this

“WOO

EXCEPTIONAL FREE TRIAL OFFER
Our faith in the machine is ho great that 

we will send it to any responsible person for

Ona Month’s Trial FREE
without any advance pnyment or deposit what
soever. We pnv all the freight ourselves. You 
mav wash with it for :I0 days and then if it 
doesn't do all we claim f'-r it, ship it bimk to us 
at our expense. Note, w are the only 
manufaetur-rs of washing machines on the 
continent willing to make this great, offer. Let 
us send a ' WOO Gravity ” Washer to you.

Write to-day f-r m,r lian.lt.ome t....kM with half tone
IlhistnUInn* Hli-'Wlmr tlm lm'lhoils <>1 w.'rhln* 111 (llir-T'-nt 
countries of th" world anil our own miuhluea iu natural 
color*—sent fris» ou request.

LOOK FOR THIS LABEL ON THE TUB. 
pouo genuine without it.

Address me person B- BATH Manager
The 1900 WASHES CO., 355 Yonge SI., TORONTO, CAN.

&oSïïwBhi
l'T-ir VABLArf*-- ' ATI

The above free offer i: not good in Toronto and auburbe—special arrange! o made fur title district

"It's simply astonishing the way

St George’s 
Baking Powder
has taken hold of my customers."

" They say it makes lighter, 
tastier, finer-grained Biscuits and 
Cakes than any other they ever

Send for our new 
Cook-Book — free.

National Drug ft Chemical Co.
23 of Canada, Limited, Montreal.
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It’s a heavy strain on mother.

Her system is called upon to supply 
nourishment for two.

Some form of nourishment that will 
be easily taken up by mother’s system 
is needed.

Scott's Emulsion contains the 
greatest possible amount of nourish
ment in easily digested form.

Mother and baby are wonderfully 
helped by its use.

ALL DRUGGISTS: SOc. AND $1.00
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