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episode, the bystanders bad been vari 
oosly affected by R.ibsrt tie Bathune’s 
bold outbreak. Many of the French 
üuigh.s had felt inclined to take his 
words amiss ; but the laws of honor 
did not allow their interfering in the 
quarrel. Charles de Valois shook his 
nead with an air of annoyance ; and it 
was easy to see from his manner bow 
much the whole aflUir vex >d him. Bat 
3 nmlle of pleasure hovered upon the 
lips of the old Count Guy, and turning 
to De Valois he whispered :

** My sod Robert is a brave knight, 
a« your king Philip experienced at the 
siege of Lille, when many a va lant 
Frenchman fell before Robert's sword. 
The men of Bruges, who love him bet 
ter than they do me, have given him 
the surname of the Lion of Flanders, a 
title which he well deserved also In the 
battle of Benevento against Manfred."

“ I have long known Messlre Robert 
de Bethune," answered Do Valois : 
“ and every child, I ween, knows the 
etory, how with his own hand he won 
the Damask blade he now wears from 
the tyrant Manfred. Hia deeds of arms 
are far and wide renowned among the 
chivalry of France. The Lion of Hland 
?rs passes with us for invincible, and 
has well earned hia fame."

A smile of contentment gilded the 
old man's face ; bat suddenly his vis
age darkened, and his head sank upon 
his breast, while he sorrowfully re
plied :

Ah 1 Messlre de Valois 1 is it not 
a misery that I have no heritage to 
leave to such a son ? To him who was 
ho well fitted to bring the house of 
; landers to fame and honor ? It is the 
thought of that, and of the imprison
ment of my poor child Philippa, which 
is last hastening me to the grave."

Charles de Valois made no answer to 
the old Count's lament. He was sunk 
in deep thought, so that even the rein 
had fallen from his hand, and was hang
ing from the pommel of the saddle 
Count G ay long watched him as he thus 
sat, and could not enough admire the 
generous feeling of the brave knight, 
who was evidently, from his very heart, 
concerned for the woes of the house of 
Flanders.

But suddenly the French prince sat 
op in his saddle, his countenance beam 
lug with joy ; and laying his hand, 
with a sort of confidential familiarity, 
upon that of the old Count, he ex 
claimed :

44 It is a suggestion of heaven !"
Guy looked at him wi>h curiosity.
“ Yes !"' continued Da Valois, “ I 

will bring it about that my brother, 
Philip of France, shall restore you to 
the princely seat of your fathers."

"And what spell of power, think you, 
have you found to work this miracle, 
after he has conferred upon yourself the 
fief that he has taken from me ? *
“ Give me your ear, noble Count. 

Your daugher sits disconsolate in the 
dungeons of the Louvre ; your fiefs are 

cne fr.m you, and their heritage from 
your children ; but 1 know a way by 
' hich your daughter shall b • released, 
and yourself reinstated."

What say you?" cried Guy, in 
credulously. 44 That I cannot believe, 
Messire de Valois ; unless, indeed, 
your Queen, Joanna of Navarro, should 
have ceased to live."

44 No : without that. Our King, 
Philip the Fair, is at this moment hold 
:ug court at Ccmpiègne ; my sister-in 
law Joanna and Ki-guerrand de Marigny 
are both at Paris. Come with me 
:o Compïègne, take with you the chief 
nobles of the land, and falling at my 
brother's feet, pray him that he will 
receive you once more tu allegiance, as 
3 repentant and faithful vassal."

44 And then ?” asked Gay, am zed. 
“ Then he will receive you into his 

favor, and you will rec >ver both your 
and and your daughter. Be of good 

courage, and trust to these my words ; 
or, the queen absent from h's side, my 
rotuer is all generosity and magna 
imlty."
" Oh 1 blessings on your good angel 

>r this saving inspiration 1 and on you, 
’essire de Valois, for your nobleness 
' soul !" cried Count Guy, joy tally. 
O God I if only f may be able to dry 
e tears of my poor child ! But alas !

• ho knows whether instead of that, I 
ay not myself Had a dungeon and

ettors iu that fatal land of France !"
" Fear not. Count ! fear not 1" an

gered De Valois, " I will myself bo 
our advocate and your protector ; and 

safe conduct under my seal and 
princely honor shall secure your free 
return, even should my efforts be in 
rain."

Guy let fall his rein, seized the 
rench prince's hand, and pressing it 

with fervent gratitude, exclaimed,
“ You are a noble enemy 1" 
Meanwhile, as they thus discouised, 

’ey had reached a wide plain, appar 
nfcly of endless extent. watered by the 
urgling stream of the Iv re ko l. Ail now 

made ready for the sport.
The Flemish knights took each his 

«icon on his wrist ; the strings which 
eld the birds were made ready for 

-asting off, and the hounds, were 
roperly distributed.
Knights and ladies were promiscu

ously mingled together ; by chance 
harles de Valois found himself by the 

ide of the fair Matilda.
“ I cannot but think, fair lady," said 

o, " that you will bear away the prize 
i the day ; for a finer bird than yours 

have never beheld. What perfect 
plumage 1 what powerful wings ! and 
hen the yellow scales upon her claws 1 

Is she heavy on the hand ?"
41 Yes, indeed, Messire," answered 

latilda , 44 and although she has only 
>een broken to a low flight, yet she 

w-ould be quite a match for any crane 
or heron."

44 it seems to me," remarked De 
al ois, " that she is somewhat full in 
tish. Would it not be better, lady, to 

give her food softer ?"
11 Oi, no ! excuse me ; no 1 Messire 

;0 Valois," cried the young lady, 
piqued for her reputation f.»r good fal- 
c >nry, 111 am sure you are wrong 
there ; my bird is Just as she should 
he. Something of these matters I think
* know ; I have myself trained this 
nuble bird, have watched her by night, 
*nd prepared her food myself. But 
quick, Messire de Valois, out of the 
WaY » for just over the brook there flies 
a snipe."

While the prince fixed bis eye upon 
the point indicated, Matilda quickly 
unhooded her falcon, and cast her off.

The bird gave four or five strokes 
with her wings, and the i circled grsoe- 
tully before her mistress.

*' Off, off, dear falcon !" cried 
Matilda.

And at those words the bird rose 
skyward like an arrow, till the eye 
could no longer follow it ; then tor 
some moments, poised in the air and 
motionless, she sought with her piercing 
eye her quarry ; there, afar off, flew 
the snipe, and more swiftly than a stone 
from on high, stoopedShe falcon on.the 
poor victim, which she soon held In"her 
sharp talons.
“ There, Messire de Valois 1" cried 

Matilda, exuliiogly ; 44 now you may 
see that a Flemish lady can break a 
hawk 1 only look, how skilfully the 
faithful bird brings in her quarry 1"

And the last words were hardly over 
her lips, before the falcon was again 
upon her hand, with the snipe in its 
talons.

44 May I have the honor to receive 
the game from your fair hand ?" asked 
Mess re de Valois.

Bat at this request the young lady's 
c mu ten an ce became somewhat troubled; 
»he loosed imploringly on tho knight, 
and said :

" 1 hope, Messire d* Valois, that you 
will not take it amiss ; but 1 had al 
ready promised my first quarry to my 
brotaer, Adolf, who is standing yonder 
beside my father."

44 Your brother William, mean you 
not, lady ?"

** No ; our brother Adolf of Nienw- 
lani. lie is so kind, so obliging to mo ; 
he helps me in training my ha«kt>, 
teaches me songs and talas, and plays 
to me on the harp ; we all in truth 
heartily love him."

While Matilda was thus speaking, 
Jharles do Valois had been regarding 
her with the closest attention ; he 
soon, however, convinced himself that 
friendship was the only fueling which 
the youug knight had excited in her 
bosom.

44 if so,” said tho prince, with a 
smile, 44 he indeed well merits this 
favor. Do not, 1 pray y u, let me de
tain you a moment longer.

And immediately, without heeding 
the presence of the other knighte, she 
called as loud as she could :

41 Adolf 1 Adolf !” and j tyoui as a 
child, she held up the snipe for him to 
see.

At her call the young knight has
tened up to her.

4 Here, Adolf," aided she, 44 is your 
reward for th« pretty tale you last 
taught mo."

He bowed respectfully, and received 
the snipe with pleasure. The others 
regarded him half with envy, 
half with curiosity ; and more 
than one sought to decipher a tender 
secret up in his countenance ; but all 
such speculations were in vain. Sad 
denly a load exclamation called every 
> ne's attention to the sport.

44 Quick I Messire de Bethune !” 
cried the chief falconer ; 44 loose your 
hawk's hood and cast her off ; yonder 
runs a hare.”

A moment later, and the bird was 
hovering above the clouds, and then 
swooped perpendicularly upon the 
victim as i: fl d It was astrange sight 
to see. Toe hawk had struck its claws 
deep in the hare's back as it ran, and 
so held fast to it, while both together 
rushed onward like the wind. But this 
did not last long ; for the hawk, loos
ing ore claw, stizsd hold with it of a 
tree, and with the other held her prey 
so fast, that in spite of its desperate I 
struggling, there was no escape for it. 
And n;iw several dogs were uncoupled; 
these hurrying up, received tho hare 
from the hawk, which now, as it exalt
ing in its victory, hovered aloft over 
the dogs and tho huntsmen, exhibiting 
its joy in the most various sweeps and 
turns.

44 Messire de B’thuno," cried De 
Valois, " that is a hawk that knows her 
business 1 A finer gerfalcon I never 
saw !”

44 You say no moro of her than she 
deserves, Messire,” replied Robert ; 
44 in a moment you shall look at her 
claws."

With these word a he lifted up his 
lure, on catching sight of which the 
hawk immediately returned to her mas
ter’s fist.

‘‘Look here,"proceeded Robert, show 
ing the bird to De Valois ; 41 see what 
beautiful fair colored plumage, what a 
snow-white breast, and what deep blue 
claws."

14 Yes, indeed, Messire R>beit," 
.answered De Valois, 41 th «.t is in very 
truth a bird that might hold compar
ison with an eagle. Bit it setms to 
me that she is bleeding."

Robert hastily examined his hawk’s 
legs, and cried impatiently :

44 Falconer, hither, quick I my bird 
is hurt ; the poor thing has tried its 
claws too much. Let her be well seen 
to ; yon, S ephen, keep her under your 
own eye ; 1 would not lose her for move 
than I care to tell."

And he gave the wounded hawk to 
Stephen, his trainer, who all but wept 
at the accident ; for the hawks he had 
broken and tended were to him as his 
very children.

After the chief persons present had 
flown their hawks, the sport became 
more general. For two hours the 
party continued the chase after var- 1 
ious k nds of birds of high flight, such 
as ducks, herons, and crayons, without, 
at the same time, sparing those of 
low flight, among wbich were par 
tridges, fieldfares, and curlews. By 
this time it was noon ; and, at the 
cheerful summons of the horns, the 
whole pirty came together again from 
every side, and proceeded on their 
way back to Wynandael as fast as a 
moderate pace could carry tfcem.

TO BE CONTINUED.

Silence is the visit of God to the soul; 
and I would remind you again to conse
crate the largest, calmest and best part 
of your time to that Heavenly Guest 
He never wearies you, He always 
understands yon, and He never leaves 
the sorrowful soul in the same state in 
which he finds lb.

THE BELL OF ST. JOHN'S, 
n

fn the great smoke-filled foundry 
that stood bes'de the shipyards of the 
town ol B , cue could see a crowd of 
workmen busied in putting all iu roadi 
ness for the founding of the great bell 
which was to be placed in the cathed
ral of a neighboring town. Y :t another 
hoar, and the boiling, glittering metal 
would (low from the great kiln into the 
mold which stood beside it, upon the 
ground.

Evening had come and in the gather
ing twilight the blue flames lit up the 
chimneys and the neighboring houses 
with a ghostly glow. Tue scene in the 
foundry reminded one of the workshop 
of a magician, and at the same time of 
a place of torture. The dusky figures 
of the workmen, partly lit up by the 
yellow light from the glowing kiln, 
moved about like shadows in the under
world; and the smoke blackened beams, 
partly in shadow and partly visible 
through tho golden light, brought to 
mind the workshops of the Cyclops, be 
neath Mount Etna.

The town clock struck sir. It was 
supper time. The men laid down their 
tools and harried on their clothes.

41 You mast bo back again in half an 
hour at the longest!" cried the tore- 
msn. 44 At a quarter to seven wo fill 
the mold."
44 Wry good, master," answered the
workmen.

“ 1 hear the people from the town 
are coming to see it," remarked one

"Yes,” said another. "How they will 
open their eyes! In the whole country 
there will not bo a bell cas; like ours."

The next moment only one workman 
was left with the foreman in the foun
dry. This m .o had Do reaain and at, 
tend to the furnace. He had brought 
a double supply of food from his bouse 
and would now take what remained 
a< his sapper.

" Perhaps the ‘Inventor’ Will stay 
with yea, George,” said the foreman, 
as he made himself ready to go,
“Yes, where is he ?* was the reply 

iu the same jssting tone.
4* He baa been long enoegh in the 

foundry, and alongside the workmen, 
to know if anything is not as it should 
be. Halloa, halloa, ‘Inventor!’ Where 
are you? Come here."

In answer to his call there appeared, 
from behind a heap of metal, a young 
mm with big grey eyes and a white 
face.

4 Now, Mopus," said Ge >rge, giving 
him a gentle slap on the shoulders, 
"you have sense enough to call and 
give the alarm if anything happens?"

The boy looked at him absently and 
nodded.

44 Stand here, then and see to the 
furnace. Don't take your eyes off it 
for an instant."

The lad smiled, and obediently did 
a« he was told.

Mopus was a strange lad, dull in 
ordinary matters, but remarkably well 
fitted to witch a smelting furnace. He 
understood, as it were by instinct, 
everything that concerned the work o' 
the foundry; and his strange intelli
gence in such matters was all that was 
left of his once unclouded mind. If 
anything was at all out of order, he 
would always remirk it. and say what 
ought to be done, although perhaps he 
c mid not explain why.

Two years before, Mopus had been 
a bright bvy, with good prospects 
He was the son of one of the engineers 
attached to the foundry; hi bad always 
had free access to the place, and could 
mix with the men and see them at 
work Bat one day tha chain of a 
crane broke, and a piece of iron struck 
him on the head, making a deep wound. 
He recovered, but only partially ; for 
the injury to the brain left a permanent 
disturbance. But his natural love for 
machines and mechanical experiments ! 
remained; and, as his bodily health re j 
turned, he spent most of his time ; 
among them, making wheels and pipes 
ready, and repairing old broken things, 
which he then exhibited with pride and 
happiness.

Tais trait in the young man had ! 
earned him the title of " Inventor, ” j 
which at first had been given him in 
jest. The men were always friendly 
with him, although in manner oiten 
rough and impatient.

Such was the lad to whom was en
trusted the watching of the furnace, 
from which the tenor ball of the Oathe 
dral of St. John w\s to be cast. The 
"Inventor” remained steady at bis 
post, while George went as’de to eaf 
his tapper. Undoubtedly George had 
meant to keep a general oversight, but 
he left to the 4 Inventor” the greater 
share of this superintendence 
Whether he placed too great confidence 
in the instinct of his companion, or 
whether it was laziness that whispered 
to him that nothing could go wrong; in 
either case he was much t ) blame for 
relieving his own shoulders of any part 
of the weight of responsibility.

Not a word passed between the two 
watchers, and nothing was to be heard 
in the whole foundry but the dead roar 
of the furnace. George had finished
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his meal and had gone into a corner 
ol the workshop for his pipe. The "In
ventor” sat a’one before the glowing 
1rs of the liquid met*’. T 10 o ie clear 
duty ; and he himself felt something of 
the greatness of the undertaking 
which wts making ready in this molten 
glow. He understood that this fur
nace wa< full of costly metal ; and 
close behind him, buried iu sand, he 
recognized the mold that would soon 
bs Ü led with the precious molten 
stream. He knew and saw how the 
gutters were prepared through which 
the glowing mass would flow ; and by 
the mouth of the furnace he noticed 
a long iron bar; which would be used 
the* moment the metal was allowed to 
run Into the mold. He understood all 
this with his Infirm mini, ani he had 
a dim consciousness that he would soon 
see something strange. So there he 
•a G his eyes fixed on the furnace.

Suddenly something frightened him; 
he heard a noise, and saw that {here 
was a rift at the top of the furnace. 
Again he hoard a sharp crack, and a 
red-hot stone fell down close to his feet.

The boy opened his month to shout, 
but he wa« so bewildered that the cry 
stuck in his throat, as if he wore mas
tered by a nightmare. A thin red 
stream followed the fallen stone, and 
trickled like lava down tie furnace. 
Then there came another noise, as of 
anguish, and a thin crack in the upper 
P*"t of the furnace allowel more of the 
molten to escape.

Where was George? Wa« that light
hearted workman still puff ng at his 
pipe? Toe furnace threatened every 
moment to burst, and there was no one 
bit a half-witted boy to witch it. 
W hat could he do? He did what, per
haps a boy in full poaiession of his 
faculties would n it have dared to do. 
He sprang to the mouth of the furnace, 
seized the long iron bar which lay 
there, struck with the sharp point 
Against the stop ole which closed the 
furnace, and alter a few swift, sharp 
bl-.ws, the stopple gave way, and the 
yellow stream flawed oat with no little 
force. It ran into the clay pressed 
mold, and the flames burst out.

The " Inventor "—the imbecile—bad 
done a deed worthy of a general on a 
b attlefield. Had be done it too late ? 
Every moment new rifts appeared in 
the furnace. Stones kept falling Irom 
above, while the molten stream flowed 
ever more widely into the mold, al
though much was lost through the 
open cr,.cks Tho pressure w .mid be 
comparatively slight through the flow 
of the glowing mass, but every minute 
there were fresh cracks round about 
it. It seemed rushing to destruction.

Poor Mopus 1 He stood helpless be
side the danger ; his knots gave way 
under him, and it seemed to him that 
everything was turning around. Great 
pieces of red hut ttone and lime fell 
at bis feet, and be thought of nothing 
but how to geu away and save his iile.

A t last he beird in the distance a 
confused noise of men's voices, which 
gradually came nearer ; then a fearful 
crash behind him, ai d streams of 
molten metal fljwed all about him. 
Stinging pains made him groan and 
cry, and everything rushed together 
into one dreadlul dream. It seemed 
t > him as if he suddenly sank into th) 
ground and was forever swallowed up.

At 7 o’clock comparative tranquility 
reigned in the unfortunate foundry. 
Fragments lay everywhere. The 
flimes, which were to be seen above 
everything, had wrecked the furnace ; 
and the men, - lack with smoke, were 
standing in silent groups around the 
ruins. The furnace had completely 
failed in, and nothing was left but a 
heap of smoking rubbish.

The poor "Inventor,” who was fourd 
lying on the sand covered with terrible 
burns, .hi* hand grasping the iron 
bar, was carried to his house. Not 
much was said ; but the reproaches 
cast by the w rkmen and foreman, 
with natural indignation, on George's 
head, were plain enough, and his ex 
ruses made his fault still worse.
" Just see what he has done 1" said 

they a few days later, when they were 
together iu the half-burned foundry. 
“ A thousand pounds of metal lost in 
a few minutes, and the best work that 
has been done for years destroyed. 
The fool, to go puffing at his pipe, 
leaving the overseeing to that poor 
lad 1 Is that all he can produce in 
his defense ? Absurd I The boy 
hadn’t tfce sense to run away when 
the furnace went to pieces."

The prep-ietor, who had suffered a 
greater loss than all the men together, 
felt the misfortune still more than 
they. He nearly wept with vexation 
and anger ; but suddenly his eyes fell 
on something stramre under the heap 
of rubbish and he cried with a trem
bling voice.

44 Halloa ! Why, what’s this ? Just 
look l What's this ?"

He seized a piece from the remains 
of one of tie gutters, through which 
the molten metal in the furnace must 
have flowed. There were traces on it 
of the bronze that had passed through 
There was just the possibility that the 
finding of the iron bar in the hand of 
tee vi:tim of the flames had been no 
mere accident.

"Bing me a spade, quick 1" he 
cried.

With nervous haste he began to re
move the hot masses of rubbish that had 
fallen on the mold. It was the work 
>f a Hercules ; bat, with the help of 
'ome of the workmen, ho brought to 
bear upon it almost superhuman 
strength. Pieces of stone, ore, dross 
and earth flew in all directions. At 
last the chiefs spade dug through ta 
the sand and struck against something 
hard. He stooped, he looked—then he 
•«prang up, and like a man half de 
men tod, cleared away the remaining 
sand, and something came into view 
chat was like a great metal bell.

44 My men," he cried, his face all 
radiant with excitement, 44 see, the 
toll is cast !”

44 Who did it ?" voices were asking 
on every side, as soon as the jubilation 
was somewhat calmed down.
" Two or three of you come with 

me," said the master. 44 I think I 
know who did it. It is a marvel 1"

They hurries to tho halfwitted biy's 
house. A nurse came to meet them, 
her finger on her lip.

44 The puor boy has brain fever," 
she told them. ©ïmcntlcmrtl.

44 Does he say anything in his de 
lirlum ?” asked tho chief in a low 
voice.

" Oh, yes ! He is always talking 
about the mold of the bell. He says 
he hopes it will have been filled."

The men looked at one another. It 
was really true that tho Imbecile lad 
had, all alone, cast the boll of St. 
John’s Cathedral 1

At that moment the doctor oime out.
44 When he recovers," he said, 44 It 

may well be that this tremendous shock 
will have restored his reason "
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4 Dj you really think so ? Heaven 
grant it 1” said the chief. And the 
workmen began to talk again in sub 
dned voices, and dispersed to their 
homes.

Two months later the pondérons 
bell hang In the foundry and under it 
stood the great dray on which it was 
to be let down and carried away. A 
deep silence held the crowd of work 
men, as the thin form of the "Inven
tor," with his pallid face, was borne 
Into the foundry from an invalid chair. 
He had recovered his mind, and his 
body was daily getting stronger. His 
big grey eyes were forthwith turned 
to tho ball, that splendid masterpiece, 
the casting of which had had for him 
such deep significance. He had been 
told the story of the casting and of 
the destruction of the furnace but it 
fca 1 se uned a mere romance or fairy ta’e

" I can remember nothing about it,” 
be said, laughingly staking his head.
“ It is all new to me ; and so strange, 
so strange 1"

44 Yes," interposed the chief, solemn
ly, 44 it was God's hand."

All eyes were turned toward the con 
valosoent, and some felt even a thrill 
of fear as they looked at him. He 
seemed like one that had come back 
from the dead. The boy who had been 
so long an idiot was now a young man 
with unclouded mind—a totally differ
ent being.

441 should like to hear tho bell 
once," said he.

Two strong men lifted him up, and 
a hammer was put in his hand. He 
struck the bell lightly. In response 
there was a deep, soft, mournful tone, 
like the murmur of a distant water
fall, that woke an echo in the foundry. 
The eyes of the rough fellows filled 
with tears at the splendid tone.

14 Listen !" exclaimed the master. 
44 An Alleluia rings In that sound, and 
fitting it is to be the first tone we hear. 
May the bell long proclaim God's 
praise ! It was He Who saved the bell 
through one wise thought in the boy's 
point In his sick brain kept him at j 
bis place, making him comprehend b s
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sick brain. Our furnace is rebuilt, 
and thank God, this good lad has re
covered his reason ! Tho boll and the 
buy will both glorify G id."

Amen !" said his hearers softly.
Then the boll was let down ; and 

while the wagon rolled away with Its 
sweet toned load, the bay wat lifted 
np and carried out ; and both left the 
foundry together that bright summer’s 
day, while the men hurrahed and threw 
up their caps.

The little 44 inventor " later on 
proved his right to the title which had 
been so lightly given him in his nn- 
happy youth His name could be read 
on many a bell, whose noble fullness of 
tone spoke through his unsarpabsed 
genius from the metals his art had 
blended.—Ave Maria.
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heets
Made of the finest ewrugatlng Iron prorgreW*. 

tivary will live st Usst fifty yosr* eeluLac-tory

GemtXetloo» ere m4 «Âw (fit mil

TWwy mrm peeaeod. owe oorrufstiMi et 

Due essnrwa perfect enlformity—en 

u rate fit et both aerie end end lape.

Where wermth le e secondary oewslderetiee le 

fire, lighuunj end etorw proof qealitiee. tkree- 

(cMirtksef the wood sheeting way he eared, he. 

•idea the ie«neaed oeet ef the lighter traeie which 

eon he seed.

— Saving ea Umber end leher brings eeet ef a

building protected with Gelt Gerrugeted Gal

vanized Sheets a* lew ee if balk entirely of weed. 

Galvanized er painted, whichever yew pvafer. 

Our G atalogee with oweplete Uiierma/jee 
free ea request.

The Galt Art Meta! Co.
GALT, ONTARIO
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& i
'j£, Grippe or Influenza, whichever you like

to call it, is one of the most weakening
diseases known.

«>
«9» Scott’s Emulsion, which is Cod

Liver Oil and Hypcphoaphites in easily di- 
I gested form, is the greatest otrength-builder 
^ known to medical science.

It is so easily digested that it sinks into 
jy the system, making new blood and new f/rt, 
û and strengthening nerves and muscles.
A

Use Scott’s Emulsion after 
Influenza.

Invaluable for Coughs and Colds.

ALL DRUGGISTS i 50o. AND $1.00. jf


