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Because the fine particles
el the Cleanser immedi-
ately loosen and remove
the hardest "burnt in"
food-cnnus, which soap-
powders and scouring-
bicks may only wear
Off alter long, liard

* scrubbing.
'Finse pot or pan in water:
aprike on a Mte. Cleanser
and rub briskly with scouring
Lrush. Wash and wipe dry.

*The cleanser removes Ai
grease and, "burn " (no tire,
some scraping with a knife
necessary), and leaves utensil
'sweet" and dlean.
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into hie arme, she freed herseif.

«I know! 1 know!" abe aaid, ber
breath coming aharply, ber Ivanda stili
presfing the alender, beating throat.

"«That is wb;t it, ail meant-these
consultations, ;Lnd treatmenba; but I
thought-I tboukht ahe was 'gaining.--
1 trusted you, Rosa. I left aIl to you.
O, my baby',-my poor, little, bruiaed
Lily!» She was onber knees-now beside
the carniage. "'That is why you are un-
like the Indian Lily. Forgive me, dean,
1 did not understand."

Keith could bear no more. He trode
off down the trail, scarcely noticing
which direction he took. He could see
nothing but the piteous eye, bear
nothing but the despairing voice of the
young mother, who was pasaing through
ber darkest hour.

IIt was fulUy two bours later when be
returned. The little cottage lay batbed
ln the glorious aunshine of late after-.
noon. Betty met him, a frightened,
tired Betty whose eyes lightened up at
sight of him.

"4Oh, Mr. Keith 1 I'm 50 glad. She,
the baby la not well. I feel nervous
aomehow, and the master and mistresa
both away."

"Away t" echoed Keith blankly.
"The littie Indian baby la no ick,"

explained Betty, breathlesaly. "They
went aw&Ly quite an hour ago. The
father came for them,-convulsions, I
heard the doctor say.»

Keith waited for no more. Oue glance
at the sleeping Lily convinced lfim that
Betty'a fears were not groundîcas. He
met Talbot juat at the cottage gate.
Hie face was grima and worn looking.
"It is ail over," he asaid in anawer to
Keith'a eager questions. "We worked
oven her-desperatefy, Nora and 1, but
the convulsions were no hard-so cruelly
hard. They beat her life out, inch by
inchi. Tbe mother is beart.broken-ber
grief ia terrible. Sucb a;& bright little
baby. Who can blame bert

«Wbat did *you say, Keitb; Lily 'not

well I" He atrode indoor.
' Ceith ' -héart aank at sight of hia face

a few minutes later.;-
Poor little Lily lay like a 'brown

flower* in the dainty niglit g9wn Mrs.
Talbot bad taken over.

¶there wasa .tfred look on-'Mrs. Tai-
bot's face. tbat went to Keith'a heart,
but be gave ber the dreaded message
gently.

She went very *wbite, but made no cry.
"I wili be ready lu a. minute,", ahe said
bravely.

He noticed how kindly abe spoke' to
the poor' mother tretched out on the
floor besides ber dead cbiid before start-
ing for the cottage.

Only once he beard ber lips move ou
that bomeward walk.

"WbVo caflsT" abe was saying te hèr-
self, and then, sadly, "The Valley of
Rest."

One glance at the group lu the tiny
bedroom told -ber ail-Betty crying
aoftly iu the corner, Rosa steru and
white, beaide the crib; Lily breathing
se heavily.

She laid ber bot face againat the tiny
cheek. She gathered tbe baby banda
into ber own.

"'Lily, darling," abe whlapered. "Open
your eyea. Mother is here." Oh, the
pathos in that word.

"Don't waken ber, Nora," said Talbot
gently; "Don't diaturb ber. See how
happy 'ber face ia growing-how peace-
fui."

And just as the sun's bight raya fell
atbwart the door, the end came. A
ligbt twitch of the tired limbs, a weary

sigh, and the doctor laid down bis
restorativea.

"«Corne, Nora! Corne with me," he
pleaded.

Sbe reaiated pasaiouately at firat, but
she laid ber tired head dowu on bis
shoulder and grew atrangely quiet as
Keith's voice reacbcd ber-"My beloved
is gone dowu into Hia garden to gather
lilies."
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