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1 vent of Tea teﬂ@gi

China and cost from

; und. Not until 1836 did any tea reach*
i from India. In that year the first
shipment was made from the now famous
district of ‘Assam. India to-

day supplies fully half the world’s tea re-
quirements and provides some of the finest

tea growing

-teas grown. The rich

is due to the select India teas used in the-

~ blend.

| "SA

Tea was not used to any extentin England -
till ab'ut the middle of the seventeenth~
century, although knowledge of the won- !
derful qualitiesof the beverage had reached
Europe as early as 1617. During the seven--
teenth century, all tea was imported from

SALADA"

$25.00 to $50.00 per

body of ‘“SALADA™ with a

Pierrot Du %ueme, would
And she should laugh and

the black forebodings that ‘had come
to spoil his life. N

On this day there came up from the
south McDonald, the government map-
maker. nd gri

watching.
sing lng play—and have no share in{

)

<

in quest of the last timber-line of
B-n‘lsi

’E, SON OF KAZAN
James Olivér Curwaod
A LOVE EPIC OF THE FAR NORTH

SYNOPSIS.
Nepeese, daughter of Pierrot,
tra pe' ::arneg Baree, the young
wo[fm-de:g, from her father’s cabin into
the woods. She was fearful of the re-
turn of McTaggart, the factor, whom,
a few minuteg before, she had pushed
into a twenty-foot chasm when he
made unwelcome advances to her. She
met her /a»tl;er, u’;rlll: ';lud !eanu:(}f that
McTaggart had 0 axn, the re-
sult t;g,ga bite on the land by Baree
when the factor found fhe dog in one
of his traps.

CHAPTER XV.—(Cont’d.)

It was not like other rains Baree
had known. .It was an inundation
sweeping down out of the blackness of
the skies.. Within five minutes the in-
terior of the balsam shelter was a
shower-bath—half an hour of that
torrential downpour, and Nepeese was
“sopked to the skin. The water ran
in little rivulets down her back and
breast; it trickled in tiny streams
her drenched braids and dropped from
her long lashes, and the blanket under
her was wet as a moi. To Baree it
was almost as bad as his near-drown-
ing in the stream after his fight with
Papayuchisew, and he snuggled closer
and closer under the sheltering arm of
the Willow. It secmed an intermin-
able time before the thunder rolled
far into the east, and the lightning
died away into distant and intermit-
tent flashngs. Even after that the
rain fe.l for another hour. Then it
stopped as suddenly as it had begun.

With a laughing gasp Neﬂ)eese rose
to her feet. The water gurgled in her
moccasins as she walked out into. the
open. - She paid no attention to Baree
—and he followed her. Across the
open in the tree-tops the last of the
storm-clouds were drifting away.

Nepeese. looked down and saw
Baree. He was standing clear and
unleashed, with freedom on all sides
of him. Yet he did not run. He was
waiting, wet as a water-rat, with his
eyes on her expectantly. Nepeese
made a movement toward him, and
hesitated.

“No, you will not run away, Baree.
I will leave you free. And now we
must have a fire!”

A fire! Any-qne but Pierrot might

the

have said that she was crazy. Not a|

stem or twig in the forest that was
not dripping! They could hear the
trickle of running water all about
them.

With her wet, clothes clinging to her
tightly, she was like a slim shadow as
she crossed the soggy qpen and buried
herseif among the fordst trees. Baree
still followed. She went straight to'a
birch-tree that she had located that
@y and began tearing off the loose
bark. An armful of this bark she
carried close to the wigwam, and on it
she heaped load after load of wet
wood uniilshe had a great pile. From
a bottle in the wigwam she secured

a dry match, and at the first touch Ofl h

an pine; he took pictures of
Willow as he had first seen her on
her birthday: her hair piled in glossy
coils and masses, her red dress,
high-heeled shoes. He- carried the
negatives on with him, promising Pier-
rot that he would get a picture back
in some way. Thus fate works in its
strange and apparently innocent way
&s it spins its_webof tragedy:

It was late in August when Baree
saw the first of his kind outside of
Kazan and Gray Wolf_ During the
summer Pierrot allowed his dogs to
run at large on-a small island in the
centre of a lake two or three miles
away, and {wice a week he netted fish

lits tiny flame the birch-bark flaved up
{ like per soaked in oil. Half an
hour later the Willow’s fire—if there
ihad been no forest walls to hide it—
{coﬂd have b§en xseenl at the ci)a‘bin a
mile away. ot until it was blazing .

{2 dozen feet into the air did she cease, for them. On one of these trips Ne-
!putting wood on it. Then she drove Peese accompanied him and took Ba-
{sticks into the soft ground and over|ree with her. Pierrot carried his long
'these sticks stretched the blanket out caribou-gat whip. He expected a fight.
to dry.- After that she began to,But there was none. Baree joined the

pack in their rush fer fish, and ate

undress. h : T
She drew a deep breath, and her|With them.—This pleasea Pierrot more
than ever. -

eyes shone with a sudden inspiration.
Slowly her mouth formed into @ round
red O, and leaning still neaver- to
Baree, she whispered:

“It will be deep and sweet to-night.
Ninga—yes, we will gu!”

he chuckled. “It is best to leave him
for a week with the pack, ma Ne-

peese. ;

Reluctantly Nepeese gavé her con-

She called to him softly as she slip-|sent. While the dogs were still at
ped on her wet moccasins and follow-' their fish, they started homeward.
ed the creek into the forest. A hun-|Their canoe had stolen well out before
dred -yards from the open she came;Baree discovered the irick they had|
to the edge of a pool. It was deepi?lﬂyed on him. Instantly he leaped
and full to-night, three tirhes-as big into the water and swam after them
as it had been before the storm. She.—and the Willow helped him into the

could hear the gurgle and inrush of‘c°"°e~' i .
water. On its_ruffled surface the; _Early in September a passing In-
stars shone. For a moment or twoldl““ brought Pierrot word from Bush
she stood poised on a rock, with the|McTaggart. ~The Factor had bex:
cool depths half a dozen feet below,very sick. He had almost died from
her. Then she flung back her hair;the blood-poison, but he was well now.
and shot like a siim white arraw;With the first exhilarating tang of
through the star-light. fautumn in the air a new dread op-

Baree saw her go. He heard the pressed Pierrot. But at present he
lunge of her body. For half an hour, said nothing of what was in his mind
ge lay flat and stil, clese to the edgve:to Nepeese. The Willow had almost
of the pool, and watched her. Some-!forgotten the Factor from Lac Bain,
times sﬁzowas just under him, floating, for the glory and thrill of wilderness
silently, her hair forming a cloud autumn was in her blood. She went
darker than the watcr about her;/on long trips with Pierrot, helping him
again-she was cutting over the sur-|to blaze out the new trap lines that
face almost as swiftly as the otters he, would be used when the first snows
had seen— and then with a sudden,came, and on these journeys she was
lunge she would disappear, and always accompanied by Baree.

1 Baree’s heart would quicken its pulse| “By midwinter I will have him the
as he waited for her. Once she was:ﬁnﬁt_ dog in the pack, mon pere!
gone a long time. He whined. He| This was the time for Pierrot to
knew she was not like the beaver 5&y what wasin his mind. He smiled.
,and the otter, and he was filed with; “I am going to send you down to
an immense relief when she came up.|the school at Nelson House again this

So their first night passed—storm,: winter, ma cherie;” he said. Baree
the cool, deep pool, the big fire; and Will help draw you down on the first
later, when the Willow’s clothes and good snow.” % E =
the blanket had dried, a few hours’| The Willow was tying a knot in

{sleep. At dawn they returned to the|Baree’s babiche, and she rose slowly
'cabin. It was a cautious approach.|to her feet I.lnd looked at Pierrot. Her
; There was no smoke coming from the eyes were big and dark and steady.
'chimney. The door was closed. Pier-| ‘I am.not going, mon !

i e e L T oy

ol not glad? Would his heart not have

CHAPTER XVIL {turned sick if she had been happy at
It was the beginning of August—|the thoughf of leaving him?
‘the Flying-up Moon—when Pierrot re-| ~“The Saints be blessed!” he mur-|
turned from Lac Bain, and in three-mured. “Now—now it is Pierrot Du
days more it would be the Willow’s Quesne who knows what to do!”
seventeenth birthday. He brought| “
back with him many things for Ne-| CHAPTER XVII

peese—ribbons for her hair, real| 5 2
R B imeés like! Back to Lac Bain, late in Septem-
shoes, which she wore at times like ber, came MacDonsil the mapanghes.

the two Englishwomen at Nelson| 3
House, and chief glory of all, some For ten days Gregson, the investigat-

wonderful red cloth for a dress. In|ing agent, had been Bush McTag-
the three winters she had spent at;gart’s guest at the post, and twice in
the Mission there women had made;that time it had come into Marie's
much of Nepeese. They had taught|mind to creep upon him while he slept
er to sew as well as to spell and. @nd kill him. The Factor himself paid
iread and pray, and at times there|little attention to her now, a fact
came to the Willow a comp&ling _de- | which would have made her happy if
! sire to do as they did. Ilt hadt notdbeequflort}(l;regs%r(\*. He was
| s 5 e Neoe = ienraptured wi e wild, sinvous;
b S e avs Nepesss worked euhly of the Cree il and Melog |
{ birthday she stood before Pierrot in!
;a fashion that took his breath away.
i She had pi‘ed her hairin great giow-!
ing masses and cois on the crown of,
her hgad, as Yvonne, the younger of |
the Englishwomen had taught her, and

!

“DIAMOND DYES”

“He will mnke; great sledge-dog,” |-

jin the rich jet of it had half buried a
jvivid sprig of the crimson fire-flower.
| Under this, and the glow in her eyes, |
iand the red flush of her lips and!
i cheeks came the wonderful red dress,!
fitted to the slim an® sinuous beauty
yof her form—as the style had been |
S . 880 @ E
the dre
just below the kne
‘quite forgotten the pr
|else her material had
| the coup de maitre of

rer toilet, real

| stockings and the wonderful shoes !

with high hesls! She was a vision be-|
fore which the gods of the forests|
! might have felt their hearts stop beat- !
|ing. Pierrot turned her round amd|
!round without a word, but smiling; |
but when she left him, followed by
Baree, and limping a little in the
tightness of her shoes, the smile faded |
| from his face, leaving it cold and
'smring.

{ There was a change in PierrOL‘

ruh out—came }§

COLOR THINGS NEW
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Beautilul home dye-

ing and tiating

guaranteed with

Diamond Dyes, Jual

dip In cold water to

ﬂ?a goft, delloate

shaddd, & boll o

dye rich, permaaent

colors. Hach 18-cent

package contains 4l

rections so simple ady Wéman can dye

or tint lingerle, silks, ribbons, skirts.

walsts, dresses, coats, stocking),

sweaters, draperies, coverings, hang-
ings, everything new.

Buy “Diamond Dyes”—no other
kind—and tell your druggist whether
the material you wish to color is wool
or silk, or whether it is linen, cottonm,
or mized goods.

{s | that shou!d have gone on to

OUR GIRL’S ENSEMBLE. "
The ensemble is “the thing” for th
little girl as well as for mother an
big sister. This straight-front froek
bas fullness at low wairt-line, intro-
duced by plaits at gide-front which
continue around the skirt.' The bishop

wrist by a narrow band. The pattern,

Peter Pan collar as well as the girlish
round neck. The coat, No. 1085, is
true to the mode and is lined with the
material of which-the dress is made.
It is a tatlored, straight-line coat with
notched collar and double-breasted, so
gnuch in vogue this spring. This styl-
ish ensemble is cut in sizes 4 to 10
years. The dress requires 2% yards
of material 36 inches wide in size 6
yeare. The coat requires in size 6
years 1% yards of material 54 inches
wide, arid 1% yards of lining material
36 inches wide. Price 20¢, each pat-
tern.

HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS.

Write your name and address phin-
ly, giving number and size of such
patterns as you want. Enclose 20¢ in
stamps or coin (coin preferred; wrap
it .carefully) for each number, and
ldflms your order to Pattern: Dept.,
Wilson Publishing: Co., 78 West Ade-
laide St., Toronto. Patterns sent by
return mail.

gart, without _jealousy, encouraged
hime He was tired of Marie.

McTaggart told Gregson this. He
i wanted to fret rid of her, and if he—
Greg could ibly take her on
with him it would be a great favor.
f‘l; edxphined why. A ]it:t’:: later, when

eep Snows came, was goin
to bring the daughter of Pierrot Dlgl.
Quesne to the Post. In the rottenness
of their brotherhood he told of his
visit, of the manner of his tion,
and of the incident at the chasm. In
spite of all this, he assured Gregson,
Pierrot’s girl would soon be at Lae

ain. .

It"was atsthis tinre-that MacDonald
came. He remained only one night,
and without knowing that ke was add-
ing fuel to a fire already dangerousiy
tiazing, ke gave the photograph he
thad taken-of Ne e to the Factor.
It was a splendid picture.

“If you can get it down ‘o that girl
some day T'll be mightily aluiged,” he
said to MeTaggart. “I promised her
cre. Her father’s name is Du Quesne
—Pierrot Du Quesne. You probably
know them. And the gi-: .

The next day Macﬁonnld etarted
for Norway House. McTagrart did
nnt show Gregson the picture. He
kept it to himself, and at night, under
the glow of his larup, he looked at it
with thoughts that filled him with a
growing resolution. - There was but
one way. The scheme had been in his
#fmind for weeks—and the picture de-
termined him. He dared not whisper
his secret even to Gregson. ut it
was the one way. It would give him
Nepeese. Only—he must wait for the
deep snows, the mid-winter snews.
They buried their tragedies deepest.

McTaggart was glad when Gregson
followed the map-maker to Norway,
House. Out of courtesy he accom-!
‘panied him a day's journey on his

Marie was gone. He was_glad. He
sent off a runner with i load of pres-
ents for her people, and the message:
“Don’t beat her. Keep her. She is
free. ]
_Along with the bustle and stir of
the beginning of the trapping season
McTaggart began to prepare his
house for the coming of Nepeese. He
knew what she liked in the way of
cleanliness and a few other things.
He had the log walls painted white
with the lead and oil that was intended
for his York boats. Cerlain partitions
were torn down, and- new ones were
built; the Indian wife of his chief
,runner made curtains for the windows
i and he confiscated a smail phonograph
Lac la
Biche. He had no doubts, and he
counted the days as they passed.
Down on the Gray Locn Pierrot and
Ne were busy at many things,
so busy thgt at times Pierrot's fears
of the Fac {‘at _ac Bng'n were for-
gotten,«and they went put of the Wil-
low’s mind entirely. It was the Red

Eation and excitement-of the winter
unt. Nepeese carefully dipped a hun-
dred traps in boiling caribou-fat mix-
ed with beaver-grease, while Pierrot
made fresh dead-falls ready for set-
ting on his trails. When he was gone
more than a day from the cabin, she
was always with him.

It was the WTllo

For Sore Feet—Minar

sléeves are~ held tightly about the|

No. 1082, gives the high- neck and/}

way. When he returned to the Post, |-

Moon, and it thrilled with the antici-|
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Baree had learned to understand, and
the movement of her lips, her gesture,
the- poise of her body, the changing

s which brought shadow or sun-
light into her face. - He knew what it
meant when she smiled; he shook him-
self, and often jumped about her in
thetic - rejoicing, when she

him; and twice Baree had
sprung back and faced him with bared
fangs ands an angry snarl, the crest
along his -back standing up like a
br Had one of the o
done this; Pierrot would have
killed him._ It would have beén mut-

iny, and the man must be master. But
Baree was always safe. A totch of:
the Willow’s hand, a word from her |
lips, and the crest slowly settled and |
the snar] went out of his-throat.
Pierrot was not at all displeased.
“Dieu! I will never go so far as’
to trLund whi
told himself.
wild beast—and her slave. For her he
would kill!”
So it came, through Pierrot him-!

for it—that Baree did not become a
sledge-dog. He was allowed his free-
dom, and was never tied like the
others. Nepeese was glad, but did not
guess the thought that was in Pier-
rot’s  mingd. o himself Pierrot
chuckled. She would never know why
he kept Baree always suspicious of
him, even to the point of hating him.'
It required considerable skill and cun-
ning on. hit part. With himself he
reasoned:

hate all men. Mey-oo! That is good.”,
So he looked into the futum—for_

Nepeese. ;
(To be continued.) {
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The Harvest.

The tissue of the life to be

‘We weave with colors all our own;
And in the fleld of destiny

We reap as we have sown.

. S g
The Glork.Is Theirs.

It 1s indeed a desirable thing to be:
well descended, but the glory belongsf
to our ancestors.—Plutarch.

'
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Explosive Without Gas.
A high explosive that has been de-:
veloped in Brazil does not emit gases
to injure persons using it. i

Roughing It.

Mise Sharpe—“So Reggie is rough-

Ing it just now

Algie—“He is indeed—just lives in

Host

that out of him,” he 2 soft collar and keeps the curtains of
‘He is a barba.rian——a‘; his car rolled up all the time.”

e R S
8till Running.
(showing visitor around)—

seif —anhd without telling his reason { “Phis sundial was put up by my great-
, grandfather nearly a hundred years
ago.”

Visitor<-“And does it still keep good

time ?”

-
————
Minard’s Liniment_Fie for the Hair.

—ee e
The Toothpick Industry.

Approximately
picks are daily manufactured in Maine
i from Maine hardwoecds. -

“If I make him hate me, he will:

170,000,000 tooth. -

The Right Way
to Boil Potatoes

Put the potatoes in an SMP
Enameled Potato Pot. Cover

with water.
taste. Boil untilsoft. When
finished, drain off-all the
boiling water threugh the
strainer spout. No-danger
of steam scalding the hands
because the handle securely
focks ihe cover on. if your
family uses potatoes, you
require one of these.

SMP

-

Add salt to

Enameled

- -




