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Ifyou make your coffee in
a pèrco1ator, ask yôur grocer for
'S&AL BRAND CoFFEEm

The- top of each can is marked as
ab ove*

In %, 1 and 2 lb. Tins. Never sold in Bulk.
CRA#SE & SANBORN, MONTREAI.
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E For work and play-.- the middle of the day-and
l,;m when on pleasure bent.

For field, farm and wagon, A~V
wear Fleet Foot Shoes.' They
are far cheaper than leather- I
light, easy, comfortabie -liong~

wearing. For every-ciay wear, __

you wifl find them immeasurabiy
better than hot, heavy, expensive leather

Shoes. In fact, youi
this summer, to be

everywhere have "FI

styles for men, wome

FR!CKL[S.
Now Ia the Tine to Get Rid of

These Ugly Spots
Tbere's no longer the alightest need of feeling

ashamed of your freckies, ae thea preacription othine
-double etrengt-le guaranteed te remove these
homely spots.

Simply et an ounce of ohine-double streggti-
from your druggist, and apply a litile of ht night and
morning. and You sbould soon see tisai even the *orst
freckies have hegun to disappear, whlle thse ligliter
ones have vanished entlrely. It la seldom tisat more
t han one ounce lis needed toe ompletely clear the skin
and gain a beautiful. clear complexion.

Re sur', to ask for tise double strengtis othine ais
tiis i d iffer guîrantee of money back il hia ils
to i(inG"e fr-kl8.-Advertisemlenti.

boots.

When you're out for
a good time, wear

WHITE deReet Foot"
mu& wear White Shoes
weil dressed. Dealers
leet Foot"- Shoes, in A

en and children. 201

HEAD OINTMENT
quickly kilis al nis and vermin in

the hair. It is double the srensîh of
any other but perfectly sale ta use and
will ot injure the most del 'cate skia;
nourishes and beautifies the hair.
in, 1 Sc.& 25Se. tires. Extra large size 50e.

0gnt f ail Chenists.
PARKE & PARKE. Hamiulton. Ontai.

RANKIN & CO., Kilmarrek. 'kottand.
I'sîablid oere,106 'wa,& jt

Ing creak, and she jurnped quiokly dowi
from the chair, and hastened to Ihe cup
board with the intention of getting oui
the six Tuesday te*cups§ with their comn

painplates. The big black tray stooè
wtigto, receive them on the kitcher

table; but, as Foxey's hand waa atreteli
ed upward to, reacb the cupboard knob
Mrs Tickie entered. "You can leavt
that," abe said, "and lII do it myself.
You've got to run ta the corner of tb(
atreet and match me these beada and thiE
silk. You've been a better girl iately,
and P'm juat going ta, trust you foi
once (since my foot pains me so bad ta.
day). It's the shop juat facing you aE
you stand at the corner. There's gro.
ceries on one side, and wools oend stuffE
on the other, so you can't miss it. Tbere'i
the beada-and you. mid you get thE
same' blue; there'a twopence for thern,
and a penny for two banka of the silk-
that's got ta be the riglit blue toc. Now
be off. 1111 set the door ajar, because 1
can't stop here until you're back, and

- ou can bring the thingas troight up to
the parlour wben you cor n "

Foxey bad said nothing alI this time.
Shse put ou ber bat and wrapped a shawl
around ber; and grabbing the pennies in
a bot band abe set bier feet on tbe area
stepa. Above ber aounded clattering
footatepa and tbe bum and roar of Lon-
don traffic. Wbat if one of those dread-
fui boys came along, and looked down ta
see bier coming up! Her beart beat at
the mere tbought; then abe renîembered
that she waB "improving." Perbapa abe
migbt even look too big to lie laufflied oet.
Her auxiaus peaky, face appeared above
the level of the pavement. There wvere
no boys ta lie seen anywhere; only a duil
row of bouses bebind ber, a duli row
close in front of lier, and ta the left the
"round the corner" where tb ',bus stop-
ped, and the sbop witb the *col s and
stuifs was; and wbere treffic wvas neyer
still.

She wished that abe was not "improv-
ing"; it made ber feel so very lonely and
responsible. *Yet the dread of Mrs.
Tickle'a wratb spurred ber on, and sud-
denly sbe w'as actually at the cornier;
and there, on tbe other side of tbe street,
was the shop. Foxey stood still and
stared at it. Once or twice she made a
timid step forward, and drew back again
to wait. But the 'buses streamed on
and on, and tbe carniages aàd carts.
Foxey dared not return witbout the
beada. Slowly a teoer forced itself ta the
edge of ber eye and rolled over; the
noise, the unquiet and the loneliness in
the very middle of ahl this throng of
people, were almoat worse than the mis-
tress's vrifth and a dreary, supperless
evening, sbould she retuirn empty-handed.
She bad juat made up her mind to go
back wben a gruif voice sounded irbove
ber bead.

"Can't ye cross?
Foxey looked up. It was a burly

policeman, no doulit the very one she
had been threatened with so often. He
had found ber out on the brink of shirk-
ing her duty, and there he stood, emi-
powered with authority, and no doubt
handcuffs as well, waiting to hustle lier
off ta jetil, where ail bad girls went.
Foxey did not wait for the handeuifs.
Fear lent lier courage. Next moment
she bad dashed acroas the street and wvas
in the shop.

A mild-faced woman wvas presidiîîg
over the grocéries cournter, packing fe
basket witb sundry little parcels for a
small boy. She saw the child rush in;
but she was accustomed to a particular
cla.s of cbuld that generally chose that
msode of entry, coupling it with free and

-ea!sY manners, that nso amount of gentie
remonstrance could abash.

But Foxey did not cry out "Hi! mis-
sus, 'urry up an' sarve ine-don't yer
sec wlsat a bloomn' 'srrv lFin iii?ý' or-,
ini fact, make anv remark at ail; and
wvhen tihe boy lsad gone she advoenced to
the couniter tiniidlv asud laid the three
coppers upon it ini a row aîid opened the
littie îvisp of paper .tisat containeil the
pattern silk andI heads.

-Do vois want to mautchi em, love 7'"
asked tbe wonaîs.

I"oxey nodded bier heoEd. and the wolmaîî
took tp lier rnoneY and. doparted to t lie
ot lier side of the shiop. Tt seenîed a ter-i
rible long time before slie camîe hak. anîd
l'omev thoughit that she lhad forgo,(tt eîm
ail a bout lier. SIîe as 1ut~odrn

if lie must go ba.ck and say that tise

a money had been taiken from her and
-nothing given ber in return, when two

t ladies entered the shop, and the woman
-came trotting back, and banded a littie
1white parcel over the coumter to Foxey.

ci The ladies wanted some "Scotch finger-
*ing" of a particular shade, and they

followed the woman to the top of the
eshop, where bundies of wool of ail shades
*were ranged in rows upon sorne shelves.
eFoxey grasped ber parcel and turned
sto go, and as she turned sbe faced the
1other side of the shop. That aide was
rbocked by bales of materials. Upon the

- counter were baskets of oid akeins of
s wool and silka--trays of cheap brooches,
. cotton-reela, combs, pins, and ahl sorts
sof odds and ends. Above them hung
ssuspended aprons and pinafores, gay

9 silk handkerchief s, and lengths of lace;
but the thing that caugbt Foxey's eye
wme a tail glass case of scents and

r brushes upon the counter against which
Ewere propped up a bevy of waxen dolle-.

1 pink-checked, biue-eyed, and smiling.
They wore gay littie garments faced
w%%ith blue, and pink and blue ribbon, and
had boots and socks painted upon their
feet; but there was one amongst them
wra'pped in silver paper, ail but ita head
and its little wax bande and feet. It
wvas not so smart-laoking as the others,
and its hair was quite ahort, but it
looked .at Foxey softly and sweetly.
Foxey stood with parted lips and gazed
back at it. Then she iooked up the shop.
The wvonan was reaching up and lifting
down a great pile of soft wooily bundles,
and the ladies had their backa turned.
Foxey drew a step nearer the counter;-
then suddenly she put out bier banda and
lifted the baby into bier arma.

"Not in the least like it!" ahriiled one
of the ladies. "If you really have
nothing nearer, we muat try somewhere
else."
* Foxey had crept to the door. Her

shawv1 enfolded something bulky. She
gazed trernblingly acrosa the street. The
policeman was not there-yet. She atood
for a moment, then, catching hier breath,
darted ocross and arrived safely on the
other aide, just as the ladies left the
shop.

Foxey knew that she had been a long
time. The lampae vere beginning to
twinkle all down the pavements, and
when she got to the area, stepa there were
liglits in the parlour, and from witbin
came the sound of voices. The sewing
party had assembled. Foxey crept down
iio the kitchen filled with a strange
fear. The new baby lay in hier arms;
but alas! where could she hide it? She'
wtrapped it bastily in bier sbawl while
slie thought, and as she did se the bell
above hier head suddenly clonked out.
For a moment she thought tbat every-
body knew what she had doue; then
she remembered that it muet be tea
that ivas wanted, and she went and
lifted the kettle off the fire with trem-
blîng bands and poured the water into
the teoepot, as she had been trained to
do. Then she threw off hier bat, smooth-
cd back lier hair, and staggered upataira
as fast as she could. The bump of jing-
ling china against the parlour door
brought Mrs. Tickle. There wvaa anger
in lier face, but the party wvas there, se
slie merely took the tray and asked wbere
the parcel of beads and siik waa.

"On the tray," said Foxey, then she
departed as she had come. The kitchen
seemed to be sanctified hy a new presence.
She unrolled lier shawl carefully and
pecped inside. The soft waxen face
smiled back at lier. She gave a sharp
littie laugh, tlien she drewv up bier skirt
over ber arms. kicked off lier shoea and
stole softly upstairs-past the parlour,
-%hlere the chink of cups and apoons was
in full force-poest the mistress's bed-
room, and the bedrooms of the three
yoîîng mnen lodgers, and arrived finally
in tihe attic where she herself slept.

A smaîl rickety bedstead and three-
]<'ged chair wvere coîîsidered ample ac-
Conmodation for or chiid ike lier, and two
pegs iipon the w~all shîared ir battered
bat anîd a îld woollen comforter between
tlîem. Foxey had no box for hier pos-
.sessions; buit to this moment she had
iiever felt the need of one, because pos-
~.ssioîis she bail not, save a chipped
cockl*ishell and a susaîl painted oiass
fraiie. The freinîe as pinned to the
floor, anmd the sfielli gathered smutts to
it self nîpon the tiîîY windowv-sill. But
the baby! Well, it imist go into the bcd.
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