SALT

is all salt. Every grainis
'a pure, dry, clean crystal.
That is why it never

-
\ than any other.

Insist on having
—WINDSOR

You leave the ta-
" ble with a sense of

having dined if the coffee
is good.

Chase & Sanborn’s
High Grade Cofiees

make coffee rich in
aroma and pleasing to
o the taste.

MAKES YOUR CAKES LIGHT.
MAKES YOUR BISCUITS LIGHT.
MAKES YOUR BUNS LIGHT.
MAKES YOUR LABOR LIGHT.
MAKES YOUR EXPENSES LIGHT.
Order from your Grocer.

E.W. GILLETT £0mires

TORONTO.ONT.

ILLS, AILMENTS,

DISEASES and BLEMISHES

OF THE SKIN

Are you the unfortunate possessor of some
offensive or troublesome skin affection? You
needn’t be any longer. We treat thousands
every year, personally and by mail, with
success. Write now for booklet fics - rhadiin o
you are coming to the Exposition call and
consult us without expense.

Superfluous Hair

MOLES, WARTS, RED VEINS, BTC,
removed permanently without mark or scar
by our antiseptic and reliable method of
ELECTROLYSIS. satisfaction assured.
There is no home treatment that will PER-
MANENTLY remove hairs from the face,
neck or arms. If you live out of town, come
during the fair for treatment.

Hiscott Dermatological Institute
Dept, “R”

61 College Street, TORONTO. Estab. 1892

CANADIAN

THE TOAD’S SECRET.
By A. F. CALDWELL.

Young Mr. Toad came hopping by,
So now I'm going to ask you why
Grandpa took his ebony cane,
And ushered him up the narrow
lane .
Into the garden nigh?

“Mr. Toad,” said he, “T've work for

you,

Work  that nobody else can do.”
No, not hoeing, that was done,
The rows were weeded one by one.

(Dear, wise grandpa knew !)

“Stones to pick?” Not by a toad !
Grandpa had hauled out 2 load.
Mr. Toad worked, and he worked
well, ¢
All summer long—but I'll not tell
The secret—his work in the garden
showed !
__Youth’s Companion.
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THE FROSTED PARTY-CAKE.

By HARRIET MENDENHALL.

UE and Mary sat on the steps be-

S fore the white hall-door with its
big brass knocker. There were

two steps with an iron rail to guard
them, and in front of the lower step
was a braided rag rug. The posts of
the railing were topped by shining
brass knobs. Sue’s and Mary’s great-
grandma had the brass knobs polished
every day. The two children sat sew-
ing, as fast as their busy little fingers
could go. Sue was making a dress for
her doll, and Mary was hemming a
sheet for her baby sister’s crib. I am
afraid that her mother had to sew it
over again, but the wee little girl did
the best she could. They were talking
about a children’s party that they
were going to in a few days; for they
had children’s parties in this old
Quaker town, with its brick and stuc-
coed houses and white doorways.

At four o'clock on the afternoon of
the party day, ten little girls, ten dear,
little Quaker girls in white frocks
went to Lydia’s house on Penn Strees
Lydia’s mother and Lydia’s aunt met
them at the white doorway, took off
the. ten little bonnets, and all the little
girls went to the back porch to see the
kittens. They drew strings on the
fAoor and the kittens ran after and
tumbled over one another; and every
one laughed and the kittens purred.
Then Lydia's mother took the ten
little girls out into the garden and
showed them the flowers. Lydia was
to have a square garden for her own
self and her mother had two rose-
bushes for it. Lydia’s aunt played
games with the ten little girls, and
then the party supper was ready. All
the little girls sat at the big dining-
table, and Lydia’s mother and Lydia’s
aunt placed something nice on every
plate. How pretty the table looked
with the china and silver and the
colored jelly and the cakes! There
were little cakes and a great, big cake,
frosted. This was kept for the last.
It was on a big plate and was cut so
that each little girl could pull a slice
out. Lydia’s aunt took the plate and
said to Mary:

«\Will thee have a slice of cake?”

How good it was! Mary loved
frosting, but her little heart was shy,
and to pull out the first slice while
every cne looked!
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“No, I thank thee,” she replied.

“Will thee have a slice of cake?”
u.ﬁkfd Lydia’s aunt of the next little
girl.

“No, I thank thee,” she answered.

“Will thee have a slice?” Lydia’s
aunt asked of the third little girl.

“No, I thank thee.”

Ten little girls wanted the cake.
Ten little girls replied, “No, I thank
thee,” because no one wanted to be-
gin. Then little girls were shy and
so disappointed.

Lydia’s mother knew.

“Oh,” she exclaimed gently, “thee
will have a slice, Mary, won’t thee?”
She smiled as she slipped out the first
piece and laid it on Mary’s plate.

“The next little girl will have a
slice, will she not?” Another smile
and another piece of cake was laid
on a plate.

“Sue will have a piece?”

“Harriet will have a piece?”

Every little girl had a slice of the
cake. Every one liked Lydia’s moth-
er. She knew. The party went gaily
on. Every one had a slice of the big
party-cake, frosted.—St. Nicholas.
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THE LITTLE OLD MAN IN THE
AUTOMOBILE.

By CorNELIA WALTER McCLEARY.

You surely have leard of the old
Woman, I know,

Who lived in a Shoe, oh, so long,
long ago!

She had such queer notions and terri-
ble ways—

What would we all do if she lived
in these days?

As all of her children were supple
and young,

She packed them in closely,
up the shoe’s tongue,
And then laced the shoestrings across,

very tight,
And her children all slumbered until
it was light.

pulled

A little Old Man, who is popular here,
Has a way of his own, that is almost

as queer—
His house is not mostly of leather;—
but steel; .
And, instead of a Shoe, it’s an Auto-
mobile.

And as for the children, there’s room
for each one.

(They all are so happy, sO brim full
of fun!)

What sport by the roadside to picnic
each day—

Pick berries and flowers—then up and
away !

Some morning you'll see them—oh,
such a big load,

Just flying along, like the wind, on the
road!

You cannot mistake them, for all in
the car

Are singing and shouting wherever
they are.

Their laughter and noise can be heard
half a mile,

But every one nods or responds with
a smile.

I'd far rather ride with this Man —
wouldn’t you?

Than dwell with the “Woman who
lived in a Shoe.”

—St. Nicholas.

A Habit of Health

You don't have to
think about brushing
your teeth every
morning. It's a habit

of health. It should
be the same in regard
to taking

Effer-
vescgcnt

and 60c & bottle.
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What a Treat
for a Business Man

after the work and worry of the
day, to have an evening of music.

Amusements may pall; books
may lose their charm; but music
brings rest and relaxation to mind
and body.

New Scale Williams
Player Piano

brings music to you, instead of
sending you to seek the music
outside of your home.

You can play this instrument
yourself—whenever you like—and
whatever music you like.

With the New Scale Williams
Player Piano, you have the world’s
masterpieces — the rousing
marches—the seductive waltzes
—the ‘“‘old songs’ and the /@
new — literally everything /s
worth  hearing and O
playing. SR

Our Purchase Plan makes it )
cvssrfbforr you to buy one. "s\o‘b

us for particulars and &
:Ls‘?t:sekforboo:ln%ﬁn‘ m.ﬁut 000
to us today. & S
The Williams &
Piane Ce. > %
@ X g

is what you get with one of our

EAGLE LAWN SWINGS

The baby can swing it and it is ab-

solutely safe, Will not rot (all steel
except seat slats). Elegant in design’
and finish., Can be taken down an
stored for winter. Nothing like it.
Price $20.00, with head-rests.

Ontario Wind Engine & Pump Co.

LiMITED

TORONTO, ONT.
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