
is the only emulsion imi
tated. The reason is plain— 
it’s the best. Insist upon 
having Scott’n—it’s the 
world’s standard flesh and 
strength builder. ^ 

ALL DRUGGISTS

END I LSI 0N
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OurLady of tlje Treneljes Itching Skin

Within the gloomy trenches 
Where hideous noises stun,

And deatbjs dark rainfall drenches 
-■ The gunner and the gun— 
Behold, there stands an altar 

_To Mary and her Son,
How strange to bring her thither, 

The Virgin full of Grace,
Where battle-tempest wither 

The bravest of the race—
But is she not their mother,

And is not this her place ?
These lads from hillsides healthy, 

These men from wood and wold, 
From bench and shop and smithy, 

r roin farm and field and fold, 
Their hearts lay hold on Jesus 

And Mary as of did.
And prayers they used to prattle 

In boyhood, have become 
A prelude to the battle

More potent than the drum, 
And, oh the soul repeats them 

E’en when the lips are dumb.
And lest thejr spirits falter, ' * 

And lest they fall as men, - 
They raise her here an altar 

Within their darksome den, 
While waiting war’s wild fury 

rfo burst on them again.
And w hen the strohg hand clenches 

In death’s last grip of pain, 
Our Lady of the Trenches,

Be thou there with the slain, 
Nor let their heart’s devotion 

To thee be all in vain.
—denis a. McCarthy.

Cfyeny Bloosoms Fade

Pietmss by day and night—
That'* the complaint of those who 

are so unfortunate as to be afflicted 
with Eczema or Salt flheum—and out
ward application* do not cure, 
they can’t.

The source of the trouble la In the 
oloofl-^make that pure and this scal
ing, burning, itching skin disease will
iiiuppear.
-I was taken with an Itching on mj 

irms which proved very disagreeable. 1 
-.0 eluded It was salt rheum and bought • 
»>t!o cl Hood’s Sarsaparilla. In two dayi 
tier I began taking U 1 felt better and li 
.-aa not long before I was cured. Han 
le.-er uad any skin disease since." M«t 
Ida E. Ward, Cove Point, Md.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
lids the blood of all impurities sad 
cures all eruptions. -

Mary Synon, in Extension Maga 
zine.

-(Concluded.)
“If we stayed in Tokyo, we 

should, I fancy, have drifted 
apart in the gradual way of peo
ple who have no common super
natural bond. We were heading 
that way, becoming very excell
ent friends, when I felt that, my 

' vyork called me to Kasuki. Do 
you know Kasuki, the little 
mountain village of the Thous
and Gods ? It is, they say, the 
most beautiful place in the world-. 
I thought it was when we went 
there. Never had I been so 
contented with life as I was on 
the day when we entered our 
own house in the shadow of the 
great temple.

.“Do you believe that there are 
haunting influences that leave 
their spelt on a house ? I have 
come to believe "that. There was 
something, I know under the 
roof of that house, that entered" 
into our souls when we took up 
our abode. For my own part, 
I felt it in a quickened inspir 
ation to work that set me pro
ducing such pictures as I had 
never believed mysek capable of 
making. So engrossed was I in 
my own emotions, my own in
tensity of being Japanese—for 
had come to the place where 
believed that I was ope of the 
people among whom I lived—^ 
that I paid little heed to Frances.

“Only the sight of a mis 
sionary on the road one day 
reminded me that she no longer 
went to church. “There is no 
ehurch here,’"she told me when I 
spoke of it, for I ‘knew what her 
religion had been to her. " ‘You’ll 
have to come to the temple with 
me,’ I told her, half-banteringly, 
for, to tell the truth, I wanted no 
influence as alien as hers within 
those precincts with me. Oh, I 
tell you,” Hoyt broke out with 
throbbing intensity “I was ob
sessed, possessed, in those days !

“We lived in Kasuki three 
years before Frances entered the 
temple. I had been going there 
whenever the mood came over 
me, and the mood came often. 
She seemed to be fighting off 
sprue power that was drawing 
her to the mountain. I never 
tried to influence her, for I be
lieved that she had absolutely 
the same right to worship her 
God that I had to find comfort 
in contemplation of the panther- 
ism of thé creed of the "Thousand 
Gods. But I think ,- she knew 
that I felt that a growing bar
rier bad been thrown down by 
her coming to the temple.

“I do not know if her illness 
began in that time. I did not 
notice it for some time afterward. 
When I did, it was too late to 
save her. Day after day I 
watched her fade. Day after 
day I strove to hold her.
I went to Tokyo, bringing back 
with me the greatest physicians 
in the kingdom. L-did every
thing that a man can do to 
back health to her. But I knew, 
even as I raged, and feared, and 
despaired, that I could . not hold 
her. And that she knew that

she must die was to me the hard
est blow of all. For she was 
miserably unhappy, horribly 
afraid. She* would sit on the 
veranda, overlooking the moun
tain, and stare out on the world 
as if she Were seeing the horrors 
of damnation. It was hideous, 
that fated, fateful look in her 
eyes.”

In the dimness Hoyt turned 
to me with that gaz» that bçd 
tol3 me how he walked with 
tragedy, and I knew now that 
Ins tragedy was remorse. In 
that monotonous voice, however, 
he went on. “One day I asked 
her if she wanted anything I 
could bring her. She turned to 
me almost fiercely. T want my 
God,’ she said, ‘the God you have 
taken from me.’

“All night I lay awake, - think
ing of her words. In the morn
ing I set out from Kasuki, seek
ing a mission. For three 
days and three nights I 
travelled before I came to one. 
It was a miserable little place, 
poor even in a land of poverty.
I agked for the priest.. The ser
vant brought litre, a venerable 
old man, worn splendid between 
the stones of sacrifice. I told 
him of my wife’s need of him. 
T will corne "with you,’ he said]

“We went back on the moun
tain road, coming with the 
shadow of the temple of the 
Thousand Gods just as evening 
fell on the land. It was dusk 
when we entered my house. No 
servant was visible. There was 
no sonnd. We crossed the "floor 
to the curtains, beyond • which 
I knew that Frances waited.

“The priest stood behind me as 
I lifted " them. Frances was ly- 

silent as if she 
I crossed to her, 
to awaked her, 
her that I had 

brought to her the one thing she ; 
had asked me. Something—If 
know not what—seemed' to stop i 
the beating of my hearf as If 
looked down upon her. Then I i 
touched her hand, and knew the.) 
truth. My. wife was dead.”

Ho was silent a long, long# 
time,, looking out beyond the 
stars of the Pacific. When he 
spoke again it was in the voice 
of a man who has come through 
suffering into strength; “I sup
pose,” he said„ “that you have 
never believed the story of the 
Apgel and the Flaming Sword ?■ 
It is, nevertheless, true. God 
sends that angel to everyoqe of 
us who has denied Him. I, my
self, say Him that day at Kasuki. 
For my1 sin was the unforgivable.
I had led astray the soul of one 
of God’s children. I do not be
lieve that I have kept her from 
God forever. That old man, 
whô helped the bury her, told me 
that she will purely find her way 
back to Him } who loved her. I 
am hoping that the he'll I have 
suffered in my knowledge of my 
sin has expiated lier purgatory. 
And I-am going to do what. I can 
to.updo the wrong my Jife has 
been." "7

“But what 
asked.

“Little, but I shall do -that. I 
was baptized before I came 
away,” he said, “I am coming 
back to my native land to study 
deeper into the faith that I took 
away from my wife. If I am 
worthy, perhaps some day I may 
go back there’—he threw his 
arm to the westward and, * as the 
moon rose opt of the sea, a shaft 
of golden radiance lighted hie 
sombre face—“to teach men that 
there are not a thousand gods, 
but one God. It is the only 
way,” Hoyt said, “that I can 
take. Him back fp her.” „

ing on the rug, 
had swooned, 
bendfing down 
eagér to tell

can you do ?” I

Once there was a little three- 
cornered black seed. It was a 
small blue envelope, with many 
others like itself. Polly Mary 
was parrying ihem out to her 
garden. ;It was a briget May 
morning. Polly Mary carried the 
envelopes clasped very tightly in 
her small, moist pink fist; but 
one corner was not sealed tightly, 
and this one little seed slipped 
out. Straight ahead tipped 
Polly Mary, never noticing it at 
all. Down, down it fell* ar.d 
struck “Click !” on a pebble in the 
path. But Polly Mary war 
singing, “I’m Going to Have a 
Garden Gay,” and so, of course, 
she did not hear- It was a vet-} 
tiny “click,” anyway. The little- 
seed was sound asleep, so it did 
not feel hurt. It bounced off tin 
pebble and fell again. This time 
it dropped into a soft warm 
place—a little hole close by the 
old birch post that helped hold 
up the Concord grape trellis.
Only that morning Chippj 
Chirkytail, the chipmunk who 
lived in the garden wall, had re 
rfternbered hiding an acorn then 
in the fall, and had dug it" out 

Down into the little rount 
hole, where the acorn, had lain, 
slid the little black seed, still 
sound asleep. It had been sleep
ing almost a year !

But that very night there 
came a > brisk shower, and it 
settled the warm earth ■ down 
around the little seed, like a soft 
blanket. And in the morning 
the sunshine came and made its 
bed still warmer; and then, what 
do you think ? The little seed 
began to wake up, and streteli 
Just a little bit at first. But the 
sunshine kept coaxing it.

‘I’m growing, I’m really grow
ing !” it whispered to itself. “It’s 
such fun j”

And the very next morning it 
said earnestly, ‘.‘I can’t stay down 
here any longer. I feel as though 
there was. work for me to do, uj 
there, somewhere !”

Up, up, into the warm" suh- 
sliine it pushed its way !. The 
black overcoat dropped off, and 
there werë two beautiful green 
leaves T " '

“Whyee 1 I’m not a seed any 
lopger—I’m • a plant ! Now ] 
must grow !" ".

So the little New Plant grew 
and grew. Another leaf came, 
then another, and another, and 
another ! And the stem became 
very long and slender. It sway
ed in the sunshine. -

One evening a merry breeze 
came along, and stopped to play 
a while. It played so hard that 
the Little New Plant grew dizzy 
[t could not stand up straight.
The"*merry breeze flitted away, 
with. not so mûch as an “I’m 
sorry.” Probably it did not no
tice at all. Oh, how queer the 
little New Plant felt! “What 
shall I do, what shall I dfi ?” it 
gasped.

“Here,” said the dry, crisp, 
pleasant voice,_“lean on. me.”

It was the Old Birch Post !
“Oh, thapk you !” whispered 

the Little Plant. And it leaned 
bard, and soon was- fast asleep.
[n the mooning it was whole 
inch taller, and had walked in 
its sleep twice around the Post 
It.felt so. safe and çoinfortable. ,,

“Do you mind, Mr.- Pb,st, if I 
keep right on leaning ?” it asked 
timidly. It did seem--much to 
ask of a neighbor.

“Nota bit, not a bit 1” quickly 
answered the Post. " “Lean as 
long, and-as , hard, as you ■ like, 
and-ulimb-Kigh 1” _

Oh, thank you !” said the Little 
Plant.

So it leaned, and clung and 
climbed, till one day it eeached 
the top, and said “Good-mcrning” 
to the Grapevine, „

“Good-morning,"- but • who are 
you,” asked the old Grapevine 
quizzically.' - ^ .

“—I’m a Little New Plant,” 
it-stampeved; rvf"

r‘Biit what is your particular 
name ?” persisted the Grapevine.

“I—“I'don’t know,” murmured 
the Plant.

“Wêll. jvell, cheer upU said the 
Grapevine. “So long as you are 
happy it doeen’t matter who you 
are.” " ->» <

“Still, I would like to Know”’ 
thought the Plant.

But about that time it cams Nerve‘puls' 
to bb ' interested in some--tittle 
things that Were growing out ba

its leayes.. that ..\t_forgot to 
wonder, and'Juët grew.. ,

■ And then-on»’morning a lovely.
bloosom came out of one of 

those queer little things, that had 
been growing beside it) leaves ■

Polly Mary'way trotting alcpj

COLD and 
COUGH

DR. WOOD’S 

NORWAY PINE SYRUP 
CURED HER.

Mrs. C. Dresser, Bayfield, Ont., 
writes:—“I want to tell you of the bene
fit I got from your medicine.

Last winter I had a very bad cold and 
cough, bin after taking two bottles of Dr. 
Wood 8 Norway Pine Syrup I was cured. 
I think it is about one of the best cough 
syrups that J know of. I always keep a 
bottle of if in the house so I can have it 
when I want it.

The other week I told an old lady 
about “Dr. Wood’s.” She had been 
sick for three weeks with bronchitis, and 
had been getting medicine from the doc
tor, but did not seem to be getting much 
better. She got one bottle of Dr. Wood’s 
Norway Pine Syrup, and she says it has 
done her more good than all the doctor’s 
medicine she had been taking.”

Dr. Wood’s Norway Pint Syrup is 
rich in the lung healing virtues of the 
Norway pine tree, and this makes it the 

.best remedy for coughs and colds.
The genuine is put up in a yellow 

wrapper; 3 pine trees the trade mark: 
price 25c. and 53c; manufactured only 
by The T. Milburn Co., Limited, Toronto 
Ont.

with her watering pot, when she 
caught sight of-it.

“017, oh !” she called to her 
mother. “Here’s the loveliest 
blue Morning Glory ! Such a 
beauty ! Before any have 
bloosomed in tny garden !”

“Goody, goody !” laughed the- 
Little • Plant. “Now I know ! 
fin a Morning Glory ! L. must 
bloosom just all I can; to deserve 
such a lovely name !”

“I never shall have any 
bloosoms, never !” said a dry, 
choky voice."

“0 dear Birch Post !” cried 
Morning Glory, “dbn’t .talk that 
way ! My bloosoms are yours, 
just as much as they are mine ! 
Don’t you see—if it had not been 
for your kindness I should. U;ÇY£ 
been quite discouraged. I should 
have dragged, in the grass, and 
been run over, and never would 
have had a single bloosom, not 
one ! Don’t you see that they're 
our bloosoms ?”' ,

“Well-, -that is a. comfort,” ex
claimed the Old Birch Post, and 
its voice sounded crisp and
cheerful again. “ ‘Our bloosoms ! 
Well, . well, well 1”, And just 
look—tomorrow inotAing we "shall 
have seven j Well, well, well !”

So the Old Birch Post and the 
Little New Plant that by its
help had grown to be a graceful 
Morning Glory kept their part of 
the garden lovely all summer
Iqng!"

--------r-e-i------
A SENSIBLE MERCHANT

Milburn’s Sterling Headàehe 
Powders give women prompt re
lief from monthly pains, and 
leave no bad after effects what 
ever. Be sure you get Milburn’s 
Price 25 and 50 cts.

She—What is the trouble be
tween Millie^and Arthur ? Have 
they had a new; quarrel ?

He—No ; the patch came ofl 
their old one.

Minnfd’s Liniment Co., Limited.
Geptlemen,—Last winter I re

ceived great benefit from the use 
of MINARD’S LINIMENT in a 
.severe attack of LaGrippe, and Î 
liavelfrequently proved it to be 
very affective in eases of Inflam
mation.

Yours,
W. A. HUTCHESON.

At Reasonable Prices

About a yes r ago leel ng the advance coming 
in ail lines oi Footwear, we bought huge quantities 
of all our staple lines. -

-------TODAY------
We can give you shoes at about the same prices as 
a year ago. . —

----TET TTS------

ALLEY & CO.
Agents for Amherst, Invictus and Qu^n Quality.

Pure Bred Live Stock for Sale
NAME ADDRESS

Dan. G. McCormack "Launching 
Dan. G. McCormack Launching
Dan. A. McNeill 
J. Leslie Poole 
Joseph Carmichael- 
Col. G. Crockett 
G. W. Wood 
A. P. Ings 
Jos. L. Cameron 
C. B. Clay 
John Howlett,

Village Green 
Lower Montague 
Peake’s Sta., R.R. 2 
York
Hazelbrook 
Powual; Lot 49 
Ellis River 
Bridgetown, Shrop. 
Annandale

A.A.Farquhar.son, 259 Queen St., Gh’town 
Company. • Slirops—1

Cheviots—
*> - Leicester's

BREED MALES
York 1 (2 yrs. old)

“ 1 (4 mos. old)
‘ 1 (2 yrs. old)

1 (5 mos. old) 
1 (1 year old) 

“ 1 (2 year old)
Berk_ 1 (4 ÿrs. old 

“ 1 (I year old
“ 1 (3 yrs. old)

lambs, 10 rams and 7 ewes 
“ 7 rams

, for Island Stock Breeding 
mature and 4 ram lambs 
1 mature and 2 ram leuyb 

1 rain lamb

DEPARTMENT OF AGRICULTURE

LET US MAKE

Your New Suit

Rhymer (with à sigh)—Yes:
my poem bap, been .ceturned by 
Scribbler’s.

FriencD-AVhy don’t you send it 
to the Wayuppe Magazine ? They 
print some awfully poor stuff.

M1NARDS LINIMENT-jURES 
DISTEMPER

SHARP PAIRS
v SHOT 

THROUGH HEART.
Thousands of people go about their . 

daily wo/k on the verge of death and 
yet don’t know it.

Every once in a while a pain w'U 
through the *—1 ’ ' 'shoot through the heart, but little aU 

tention is paid to it'at-the time, and it 
is only,when a violent Àock comes that ' 
the weakness of the heart is apparent,

There, is only one cure for the weak 
heart and that is Milburn’s Heart and

Mr. H. A. Young, .83 Hayter St., 
Toronto, Ont,, writer—“I used to have 
sharp pains shoot through my heart, 
suffered from shortness of breath, and 
was so nervous I could not sleep at 
night. A friend advised me to try 
Milburn’s Heart and Nerve Pills, and 
after one box I found great relief. Three 
boxes completely cured me.”

Milburn’s Heart and Nerve Pills are 
60c. per box at all dealers, or mailed 
direct on receipt of price by The T. Md-" 
burn Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont,

When it came* to the' question of buying 

clothes, there tare several things to be c< r- 

sidered.

You want good material, y >u want perocif
c..- -TV” - : ; ' ; ", : c (:■' -• <fv ' * V f *

fitting qualities, and you want y oar clothes to

be made fashionable and stylish) uni then you

want to get them at a reasonable pi ice,

This store is noted, for the t xceMcut dual

Uy of the goods carried in stock, a d iiothi- g

bit the very best'in trimmings-of ev i kU-a ;Z
, .

allowed to go iuln j^-suit.
■ : <

We gu irantee to fit you perfectly, and a(l 

our clothes have that smooth, stylish, well- 

tailored appearance, which is approved" by all 

good dresses. ,

If you have had trouble .getting Clothes

to suit you, give vs a trial. We will please
. - -

........................ ..... .....................................—-• • ’ " ' ' ^

As well as Ourselves
For you to call in and as a our

assortment of ^

Wrist and Other Watches11 • •

(For Ladies and Gent?;
From Six Dollars 

SOLID GOLD RINGS
From $ 1 50 up to any price 

you wish to. pay
Diamond Rings $15 up.
It would also pay you to look 
over our Combinations,- in Dia^ 
mond and Ruby, Sapphire and 
Emerald Ring! ~

BROOCHES, ip gold, silver and 
nickled plate, including Maple 
Leaf and other fancy designs.

Necklets, Lockets, Pendants, 
Bracelets and Scarf Pins.

WEDDING RINGS always 
in stock: f

, -^n our Optical Department we 
can test your eyes and fit the 
right lenses in 'any style of 
mounting you may desire.

JEWELER....

TAILORS AND FURNISHERS

153 Queen Street.

must have Good Yeast
i 3-^9^ BREAD ii, without question, ih« most im- 
VA portant article of food in the catalog of man’s diet ; . 
«irely, it js the “staff of life.” Good brea l i, obtainable 
p::ly by using the Best Yeast, the best flour, and adofft > 
mg the^best method of combining the two. Compressed 
Yeast is in all respects the best commercial Yeast yet 
discovered, and Fleischmann’s Yeast is indisputably the 
most successful aud best leaven known to the world. It 
is uniform in quality and strength. It saves time and 
labor, and relieves the housewife of the vexation and 
won iment she seçessarily suffers iVom the use of an in-. 
ferior or unreliable leaven. It is, moreover, a fact that 
with the use of Fleischmann’s Yeast, more loaves of 
bread of the same, weight can be produced from agveqt 
quailtity ui flour than can be produced with the use of 
any other kind of Yeast, /

-J -^Ç-xpl Ained-by the more thorough fermentation 
iiaud expansion which ,We minute' partibles of flour 

undergo, thereby mc'reasing the size ot the mass and at 
the same time adding to the nutritive properties of ths- 
bread. - This fact may be clearly ambessily demonstrated 
by any who doubtf that there is economy in using 
Fleisch m an n’s Yeast,

If you bavé never us*4 this Yeast give it a trial.

Ask your Grocer for a Fleïschmann” Recipe

R. F. MADDIGAN Co. 
Agents ior P. E. Island.

oil K.C.—W.Uea'Ify.K.G.

McLBDD
•; Barristers, Attorneys apd 

Solicitors, 

jar MONEY TO LOAN ^ 

Offices—Bank of Nova 

Sutia Ch mben.

W. J. P. MilLLAN. M. D,
PHYSICIAN & SURGEON.

OFFICE AXD nKSIDEXCB)

105 KENT StAEET.
CHARLOTTE TOWN 

P.E. ISLAND


