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Anti-Screen
. Plates

- These plates are rapid and
give you brilliant negatives—
‘with perfect rendering of color
'values—no light filter necersary,

' Photo Instruction
. Booklets FREE !

. Aset of five WELLINGTON
"Booklete—all about plates, pa-
pers and films, and how to
handle them, sent free if you
mention this paper,

Save money, time and dis-
appointment by getting these
booklets,

Wellington & Ward

MONTREAL

Neaves Food
e Y e e

“We put our
Maurice on
Neave's Food
when he was
one week old,
and he mnever
tasted anything
else until his
first birthday.
Hundreds of
people have
stopped me on
the streets and in the stores to ask how
old he was and what he was fed on. He
has never had a day’s illness and is one
of the bonniest boys I have ever seen".

Mrs. J. W. PATEMAN,
34 Harriet St., Toronto.

Neave'’s Food is sold in 1 1b. airtight
tins by all druggists in Capada.

FREE TO MOTHERS—-\Vrite today
for free tin of Neave's Food and copy
of our book “Hints About Baby", to the

Capadian Agent — EDWIN UTLEY,
14 Front Street East, - TORONTO.
(Mention this paper )

A safe, reliable

QMfrs. J. R. NEAVE & CO., Eng
and effectual
monthly medi-

LADIES :z275

favorite with married ladies. Can be
depended upon. Mailed securely sealed
upon receipt of $1.00. Correspondence
confidential. J. AUSTIN & CO., Chem~
ists, Simcoe, Ont.

‘The Little La;y of the Sea

By H. Bedford-Jones. '

APAN is above all else the Land of
the Past. There yon may see weap-

: ons forgeda thousand years ago,
buildings

erected  before  Charle-
magne was crowned, pictures
painted when  Spain was . a

great Moslem power. Should youn ever
visit Nikko, you may see there in the
gloomy old temple a picture, painted
hundreds of years since, of a beautiful
girl, sitting on the shore of the sea;
and this is the tale of “The Little Lady
of the Sea.” _

Long ago there was a very famous
artist named Tajima Shume, who dwelt
by the sea. Here he had =school in
his old age, and as his pictures were
the most famous in all Dai Nippon,
thither —came the richest and most
talented young painters to study under
him| ith him lived his little grand-
daughter, O Kiku, of The Chrysanthe-
mum—pink as a spray of the plum-tree,

|| brighter than the moon.

Ider and olacr grew the famous
painter, and ‘the little girl grew to
womanhood, passing her life beside  the
sea, dreaming of the wonderful Pea-
cock Islands that lay gleaming out
across the bay- and she became as slim
and as beautiful as the old silver wil-
lows that clustered in the garden be-
hind the school. Many were her
suitors, but she cared naught for them;
foremost of them all was Tokubei, the
rich young merchant of the town on the
hillside.

Then one morning came a young
painter to learn the wisdom of the
master. Young and poor he was,
but slender as a cherry spray, beauti-
ful as the dawn, and swiftest t6 learn
of all the old man’s pupils. For a year
he remained in the school,  painting,
painting every day; most of all he lov-
ed to paint young O Kiku sitting on the
seashore, and his paintings roused even
his old master to envy.

At the end of a year Tajima Shume
called to him the young artist, whose
name was Sanza, and said:

“My son, I can teach you nothing
more. = You have advanced far beyond
my art; go forth. The world is at
your command; go to the court of Sho-
gun, and soon you will become the first
artist in the land.”

Sanza bowed and left the master. He
gathered up his brushes and his paints;
and then he went down to the sea, and
there beneath the silvery willows he
found O Kiku waiting. Sadly he told
her of Tajima Shume’s behest.

O Kiku litted her face, pale as driven
snow, to his, and smiled—such a sad
little smile, such a brave little smile!

“You are my king,” she said, “and
here will I wait for you, Sanza, my be-
loved!”

“Oh, moonlit blossom, I will return!”
cried the youth. “Here beside the sea
will T return, rich and great, and I will
paint your face for ever!”

So Sanza departed, on his milk-white
mule, riding along the Tokaidu, the
Road of the Eastern Sea, to Kioto ;
but O Kiku remained in the school of
Tajima Shume beneath the silvery wil-
lows.  She dreamed of the day when
he would return, laden with wealth and
honor, to claim his bride; and often she
went to the little temple that crowned
the hill, and there she burned incense-
sticks, praying that the gods would help
him and bless him, and bring him back
to her in their wisdom.

Thus passed two years—two slow,
weary years. Ever the rich young mer-
chant became more importunate, and
ever O Kiku refused him. At last
Tajima Shume called his granddaughter
to him one day.

“O Kiku,” he said, blinhing as he sip-
ped his tea, “I am growing very old, and
soon I shall lie upon the hillside, be-
neath the willows. Tokubei is an hon-
orable young man, and wealthy; I
would have you consider him, my daugh-
ter, for I would not leave you alone
in the world when I am departed.”

O Kiku blushed with shame, as she
replied softly, “Honored ancestor, your

command is my wil'* Yet is it al-

lowed me to inquire of the young
painter Sanza, he whom you sent forth
two years ago?” 5

The old man blinked over his tea,
but O Kiku, her eyes properly down-
east, did not notice. “Sanza is a great
artist, O Kiku; his fame lights the
cloulds and rests upon the waters. He
lives at the court, he is famous, more
famous than I.” Here the old artist
hesitated an instant before continuing.
“Let him not make a mock of you,
my child; he has long been married to a
noble lady of Kioto.” But the old man
lied.

Now indeed all the beautiful world
turned grey and dull for O Kiku, for she
believed her grandfather. Dumbly, and
with heart far away, she assented to the
marriage; she knew nothing of what
was going on, she cared nothing. Only,
in the evenings she would down to
the silvery willows beside the shore;
where she had so often watched the
beautiful young artist, with his won-
drous brush, outline the most delicate
of kakemonos;here, where for her alone
he had drawn the golden sands, the
purple sea, the islands that gleamed
rose-red in the sunset light. .

Old Tajima Shume made ready for
the marriage in great glee, for he
thought that the great artist had long
ago forgotten the young maiden in the
school, and Tokubei was. very wealthy.
In due time the presents arrived, the
silk robes, the wine and the condi-
ments; not even the magnificent sword
and sash for Tajima Shume was forgot-
ten. Through it all O Kiku moved as
in a dream, thinking only of the silvery
willows by the shore.

At last came the wedding night, and,
guarded by two retainers, the litter ar-
rived for the bride. Tajima Shume sent
a girl for her, then, as she delayed,
others; but she did not come. (0]
Kiku was gone. In vain did they search
everywhere;at last the old gardener re-
called seeing her, a little before, wander
down toward the darkened shore as a
broken flower drifts in the wind.

Every inch of the shore was search-
ed; even the old man himself took
down a big paper lantern and joined in
the search, his heart filled with grief
and reproach of himself. All they
found was a tiny slipper, washed up
beneath the silvery willow-boughs.

It was just a week later than Sanza
came, riding along the Tokaidu on bis
milk-white mule, trapped with silk and
golden bells. Joyously he rode up to
the school and dismounted; but at the
sight of him his old master groaned and
put his head between his hands; now
indeed was he aged and broken, for the
face of the young artist brought fear
and shame into his mind.

“She is gone!” he muttered, not dar-
ing to tell of his lie. “O Kiku has left
me, and has perished in the gea!”

Sanza turned away in silence. He
wandered down to the shore, beside the
silvery willows, and he built beneath
them a rose-white tomb to his loved
one, but ever the tomb was empty.

Begause of his grief, it happened that
no one dared to speak to him of O
Kiku’s marriage, so that he never learn-
ed of it. He lived alone mear the
schood, and the story of his fame and
wealth went abroad through the town,
many pupils coming to him; but always
he remained grave and sad of face.

One day, as he was walking through
the town, he saw a girl who resembled
O Kiku remarkably. She had the same
eyes, the same face, the same hair, the
same gait; her name was O Toyo, and
her father was a wealthy armorer of the
place.

“Perchance, if I ma her,” thought
the young artist, “I will forget O
Kiku, and come to love O Toyo with
the same love!”

So Sanza visited her father, and the
more he saw of O Toyo the more she
seemed to resemble O Kiku; and in the
end he married her.

Now one day, soon after this, he was

seized with a desire to paint the
wonderful Peacock Islands, across the

The Dentifrice of
Royalty

What dentifrice would a gqueen
naturally choose? Surely the
cream of the world’s finest pro-
ductions. Thus, Queen Alexandra’s
selection of

Gosnell’s Cherry
Tooth Paste

suggests at once to you that it
must be better than anything you
have ever tried.

Learn - today the new delight of
this exquisite preparation. Cherry
Blossom Perfume is also used by

Queen Alexandra. At your drug-
gist’s or write

NERLICH & COMPANY
146 Front St. W., TORONTO

,’_]

=

IF YOU ustE

T™HE
LX.L. VACUUM WASHER
w Price, $3.50 '
‘ashes Aoything sad Everything
3 i 1o Exeyng o Moo Bk

- Goupon Below Saves You $2.00
Vlsllsaflllliofclolhsilﬂilism

Not Only wmu{ But Rinses and Blues

SENT UNDER A MONEY-8ACK QUARANTEE

WESTERN HOME MONTHLY COUPON

Cut out and mail

S R

ain St i
One LXL VACI.JUM..lll .E‘:-' ﬁ
anywhere in Canada on coadition that
nﬂa«umwmum-uamu-m

Warm in Winter
oolinSummer

Interline the walls, floors lnd
ceiling of your house with

“Sovereign”
Sheathing Felt

Trade Mark Registered

and you will find it much easier
and cheaper to maintain an even,
comfortable temperature within,
all the year round.

SOVEREIGN Sheathing Felt
does more than stop the wind—it
acts like a blanket in the wall and
effectually prevents the heat from
leaking out in winter or filtering
in during the hot summer days.

Made of the same enduring
materials as RU-BER-OID Roof-
ing, it will not rot, dry out or
crack, but will give permanent
protection.

Get a sample from the nearest
RU-BER-OID dealer, or write for
sample and booklet to 105
Standard Paint Co. of Canada, Limited
Montreal -Winnipeg - Calgary-Vancouver

p Trade Mark d Designs
Write for booklet. and oircular. temms, eto

Featherstonhaugh & Co.

Fred. B. Featherstonhaugh, K.C., M.G.
Gerald S. Roxburgh B.A. Se.

209-10 Bank of Nova Scotia, Portage Ave
(Corner of Garry)

WINNIPEG




