She returns in a few minutes with
Lady Rookwell, and closes tne door
after her carefully.

“What s all this that Laura
bas been telling me, Sir Frederic?”
says Lady Rookwell, earncstly, and
with a sharp scrutiny of  his hag-
gard face. “Is—ls it true that poor
Lord Delamere is—[ cannot speak the
word! It cannot be frue.”

“I¢ is quite true,” he says, in a low,
uncertain voice. * Ileft him dying
There is on time for explanation,
Ladvy Rookwell. My micion is to
bring his—his wife to him. Can rhe
come?”’

Lady Rookwell stands at the win-
dow, and he knows that the tears are
running down her face. Then she
turns sudenly.

“I will ask her,” she says, with a
tone of decision. “3tay hers, I may
send for you.”

Carefully rémoving all traces ct
tears, Lady Rookwell goes into the
adjoining sitting-room. Pale and mo-
tionless, Signa lies in a chair, her
head thrown back, her eyes closed,
her hand lying {dly in her lap, as she
has lain for the last two days, as if
dead to the world and lost in the
past.

“My dear,” she says, then falters.

Signa opens her eyes and turns
therr upon her with the awful, de-
spairing look which has wrurg the
old lady’s heart every time she hzs
met it.

“My dear,” she says, ‘do youw feel
better, stronger?” and she smooths
the hair from the face that has never
looked lovelier even in its heurs of
bHss than it does now for all its pal-
lol.ady Rookwell comes up to her ard

r.

“Betier. stronger?® echoes Signa,
with a faint smile that is pathetic in
fts irthlessness. *“Yes, I am quite
well, Lady Rookwell: I am lying here
because it would hurt you if I got up,
and seem ungrateful. But I am tired,
oh, very tired! if one could but
sleep away one’s life when it got un-
bearable!” and she sighs. “But why
do you ask?”

“Because I wanted to speak to you,
dear. You know we have not press-
ed yvou, have not Dothored you, since
—aince—"!

“You found me more dead than
allve in that awful station Yos, I
know. You are all goodness io me,
dear. I always knew that you had the
tenderest heart ia the world, and you
have proved it by letting me keep
my secret,” and she takes the wrinkl-
ed hand in hers and kisses it softly,
letting it drop again with a listleas
weariness.

Lady Rookwell sits silent for a mo-

ment; sha has often kad to “break”
had news, but never such news as
this.

“Then T may spealk, dear?” she says.

Signa opens her oyes again.

“Yes; but not—not—of  what
brought me here,” she says, fearfuly.

“But, Signa—well, I must say this.
You know you wers very i

Signa shudders.

‘I was almost ma! " she says, In a
whispér. *“Yes."”

“People in dellcium are mad for
the time, dear, and you were delirious
You wandered a zreat deal In your
talk, and mentioned names; an:ongsi
them was Sir I'rederic Blvte's.”

Signa starts, and tha blood ruches
to her face, leaving 1 deataly pallor
behind.

“Well?”
eyes

“*\Well, dear,
him.”

she says, with distended

talagraphed to

[—(

with a shud-

“No!" she exclatms,
der: then she sinks bYack. “But it
did not matter ;na vas not there.”

“No: he was not there; but—hnut
why do you look like that, Sizna?
You—you surely do 2ot fear him?”’

“Faar him?” she repeus, with
eclinched fist, “He is the cause of all
my misery. But ?or him [ sheun'd
have gone on, hapny in my ignor-
ance."” Her viote: aves fill with

teara, and the hands {nterlace spas
odically. «But for him T should
never have known, I migat have
gon~ down to the zrave in fznorance,
and dled in—in my farling’s _amms,
hapnv to the last! Iear Sir F rederic

“Yes, Hector Delamere.”

“Why? Why?”

“Cannot you guess, Signa? He has
sent him to tell you that—that you
are to go back to him.”

A shudder runs through
frame, and her eyes close.
“No, he would not do that. He
knows that I would not go! Never—
never!"”

“But suppose—I only say suppose—
he needed you?”

“Needed me!"”

“Yes; be calm, my child! Suppose
he needed you very much; that—that
he was ill!”

*““Ah!” comes with a gasp.

“Very ill, my dear, you would go to
him; you would not be o wicked, so
unforgiving, let him have done what
he may, as to refuse?”

Signa'a

Signa leans forward, panting,
breathless.
“What is it? Oh, tell me at once!

Don’'t“:-don’t keep me in suspense!
You are killing me! What is it you
want to tel] me, and are afraid? Is it
it—ah!” with a wild cry. “He is ill,
and I am here, all these miles away!
Tell me—you shall speak! Why do
you git there staring at me?”

‘““Hush! hush! my poor child! Signa,
be brave still! Signa, I wil] tell you
—I will tell you the truth! Hector is
ill—dangerously!”

“It .s false! You mean that he {e
dead!” she shrieks. “I see it in your
face!” and she starts up wildly, with
her hands clasped, her eyes staring
down at Lady Rookwell's white face.
Lady Rookwell catches her in her
arme and holds her. “No, no! He is
aiive! 1 said that I would tell you the

truth! He 1s alive and has sent for
you!”
“Where is he? Oh, Heaven! all

those miles away!” pants Signa. “All
those miles! Let me go to him—oh,
my darling, my darling! 1 have been
mad, mad! I see it now! Who was I
to judge? What dild it matter? The
past, the past was nothing, the pres-
ent was mine and his, and he loved
me, e loved me, and 1 was not con-
tent. Yes, 1 deserve it all! Heaven has
punished me! and her head drops
upon lLay Rookwell's bosom with a
long moan.

Then her mood changes suddenly,
and with a calm, almost haughty ges-
ture, she frees hersell from the trem-
bling arms.

“Don't speak to me; leave me alone
for a moment—to think! Where am 1?
In Paris ,and he is in Casalina! Is
he?”

“Yes, yes!"”

“It will take—I must start at once!
Ah, this man, Sir Frederic? Where is
he? Bring him to me!”

“*Are you sure——"'

“Bring him to me!"” with a low
moan, “Do you not see that I have
come to my senses” Do not be afraid;
1 know what 1 am about. Bring him
to me! If my poor darling has sent
him, 1 will see him and take my hus-
band’'s message from his lips. Oh, do
not be afraid, I am quite calm now!”

Lady Rookwell goes out immedi-
ately.

“Come with me,” she says to Sir
Frederic, “Be patient with her; she
has beem almost out of her mind, but
she i6 calm now. You can tell her the
worst."”

Biting his !ips till the blood comes,
he foliows her.

White, statuesque, Signa stands in
the middla of the room, and eyes him
as if he were no more to her than any
other messenger from her beloved.

“Well, sir?” she jants, “your mes-
sage—quick!"”

“Lord Delamere is dangerousiy ill;
he has sent me for you. | am to give
you this,” he says, as if every word
cost him a pang; and he hands her the
ring.

With a low cry she takes it
presses It to ner lips.

“No more?”’

“Nothing more —except
innocent, l.ady Delamere.”

She laughs with wild scorn.

“innocent! What should 1 care for
that? Innccent! Though he were guil-
ty of all you accuse him of, and worse,
| should not care! [ left him at the
bidding of--of-—"

“Do not spare me,” he Says, with
sad bitterness. "No words You can say

and

this he is

can hills; far down in the valley the

'CHAPTER XXXHI.
The sun is sinking behind the Tus-

tinkling of the sheep-bells and the
lowing of the cattle being driven slow-
ly homeward float in the setill, even-
ing air, and mingle harmoniously
with the chapel-bell, ringing softly for
vespers, Hector, my Lord of Dela-
mere, lies motionless, with his eyes
turned to the window, through which
the last rays of the dying sun shine
with a warm, crimson glow that
iights up the wan face with a semb-
lance of its former self.
Beside him stands the sister, her
mild, dove-like eyes fixed upon his
face with intense, yet half-concealeG
watchfulness.
“Is the light too much, milord?”
the inquires.
“No,” he says, and only she who
has grown familiar ‘to the almost in-
audible voice could hear him. “No,
1 am waiting for it to go—another
hour, or less. Did you ever wait as 1
have waited, sister? Yes? You
know, then, how long the minutes
can be. These seem hours, ages,
weeks! Read me the telegram again.”
She takes the familiar paper from
Lkis grasp, and reads the message:
“My darling, I shall be with you to-
nisht Signa.’
“To-night,” he murmurs—“it is
only evening now! The train is sure
to be late. Ah, how weak my voice
sounds! I beg your pardon, sister—p
come nearer. To-night! I sald 1
should live till she comes, and 1
think I shall. Give ma something—
anything. If you could give me the
elixir the wise men used to dream of
in the middle ages—the elixir of
youth and immortality now! But
vou can only give me—what 1s it—
champagne? ~Thank you, thank you.
Put the clock where I can hear it.
Another hour!”
“Mv lord must calm himself, or he
will be worn out before—before the
time,” murmurs the sister.
A wan smile crosses his face.
“I am colmness itself, sister,” he
eays. “Yes, 1 know how important it
13, 1 have been saving up my strength
for the next hour. Even the good fa-
ther is satisfied and praises me,” and
he smiles again, but it is evident he
is only talking to while away the
time, the lagging, lame-fcot time.
There is a silence for a minute or
two, then he looks up at the clock,
whose dial he cannot decipher.
“Sister,” he says, “I have just made
up my mind to sleep.”

She shakes her head incradulously.

“No? You shall see,” he says.
“Raise my head a little. Give me the
telegram. 1 will sleep this dawdling
hour away. What is it the poet says?

“*Ah, me, that time should be
long, and life so short.

so

So short!” and with a sigh he clos-
es his eyes.

The sister watches, and presently
bendis over him. The will so strong
still, though all else is so weak, has
conquered. Ie is asleep.

An hour passes. The priest comes
in with noiseless steps.

“Asleep?” he says, with hushed
surprihe; “it is time they were here.
Listen, what is that?” for there is
the sound of distant wheels,

Hzctor secma to hear them even in
his sleep, for he murmurs:

“My darling! At last! It has been
very long—long—long!”

The priest goes™on tiptoe from the
room; he has caught the sound of
hushed footsteps in the hall below.
A few minutes pass, then the door
opens, and Sigva glides in. She has
thrown her hat and jacket off, and
wears the old hlack dress which she
wore that day to St .Clare.

For a moment she pauses at- tha
bedside with averted face; then with
one effort hhe braces herself to meet
the change which she knows must
have come to the handsome face of
her beloved, and looks down at him.
Then, with not 2 ery, with not a
tear, she kneecls down and lays her
face close to his. ,

Half an hour passes. The sister and
the tender-hearted father stana in the
shadow out of sight, both weeping
silently.

At the end of the half-hour Hector
stirs and opens his eyes.

“Signa,”’ he murmurs; ‘am I dream-
ing still?”

She puts her arm round him, and
lifts him till his hecad lies upon her
bosom, and lays her lips upon his
without a single word.

e L - . -

An hour later ;he is still lying in
her arms, and there is still silence
between them. Only once has he spok-
en, and then but to =ay:

*“] knew that I should live until you
came, dear!” and he seems quite con-
tent to lie and rest with his head up-
on her bosom looking up at her occa-

vcere life to him. The doctor has ar-
rived. and stands lcoking down with
compressed lips and inzcerutable face:

sionally, as if the sight of her face

he feels tha flickering pul:ze, and
avoldinz the violet eyes that, fixed
upon his fiee, secm as they would
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brought the verdict, life or death, in
his hands.
“Well?””” demands Iady Rookwell,
almost fiercely, while Laura clings to
her trembling.
The doctor looks from one to the
other, and shruge his shoulders, not
unfeelingly, but as an intense expres-
sion of his inability to amswer them.
“We must wait,” he says. “He is
neither better nor worse. Another man
would have ben dead twice over; but
this man—he!—has ~ the will of three.
And, miladi, a man who can will him-
self to live as he has done will not die
without a hard fight for it. But I say
nothing; I can do nothing; no one can
do anything. You need not speak be-
low your breath, miladi,” he adds;
“it is a case in which no noise, scarce
:lnytthlnz is capable of exciting the pa-

ent.” h
And he goes ouL and smokes a cig-
arette, much less calm amnd cold than
he seems.
Slowly the night rolls on. A rapt
look of peace and deeply rooted joy
rests upon Hector's tace; and his
voice is full of patient serenity, as,
after a time, he speaks her name:
“Signa!”
“Hector!” she bréathes.
“Who came with you, my darling?
I heard voices, or did I dream them?”
“Lady Rookwel] and Laura Der-
went; they are downstairs,” she ans-
wers, calmly.
He pauses and thinks.
“And he—Sir Frederic?”
“Yes,” she says, in the same tone.
“] am glad,” he murmurs, faintly.
“Poor fellow! Signa, send for them.
Father, comé near. Stgna*—putting
out his hand slowly till it touches the
priest’s thin one—"if —ever—you hear
the word ‘friend’ epoken, think of this
good man. No brother, no mother,
could have dome more for me than he
has done. But words are poor things—
poor things!” and hie hand tries to
press the one he holds. “Father, I
want you to do one thing more for
me. There is—a—story to tel] that she
must hear. It will come better from
your lips than mine, even if 1 could
tell it, which I cannot. 1 want the
others to hear it. Him—Sir Frederic
—especially. Will you send for them,’
“Hector!” she pleads, bending over
him; but he smiles and shakes his
head.
“It has gone on quite long enough,
dear,” e says. “Concealment has
borne too, deadly a crop already; we
will cut it down and cast it into the
fire. You shall tell them, father, how
it happens that 1 have been called —
a worse man even than I am, Let them
come in.”
The sister, at a signal
priest, goes downstairs and speaks
word to the three who are waiting.

“He has sent for you,” she says.
eimply, and noiselessly they follow
her into the hushed room. The doctor
follows.
“It can do no harm,” he says. “He
must have his wish, If it should dis-
turb him to much I will hold up my
hand and you will go out, please.”
Hector greets them with a faint
smile, that grows infinitely tender as
Lady Rookwell stoops and klsses his
hand.
“Hueh!" he says. “Don’t ery! That's
not llke you! Besides,” with a faint
copy of his old ironical smile, “1 have
gent for you to be—amused. Sit down
—no, let me hold your hand—ah! this
was worth living for! Now, father, the
truth, and all the truth!”

(To be continued.)
—_——

A Rainless Coast.

Autofagasta (West Coast of South
America) contains some of the great-
est nitrate ficlds in the world. The
country lqoks like a vast tract of
slag, rock and cinders, shimmering
and indescent in the blazing heat.
Rain falls so seldom that on
one occasion a man who was
carrying a furled wumbrella was
mobbed in the streel by a mock-
ing crowd, and there is a valley near
where, according to tradition, it has
never rained since the world began.
Owing ,to the barren nature of the
country, every scrap of fresh meat,
every green vegetable, and every drop
of fresh water has to be brought hun-
dreds of miles up the coast by steam-
er. There are, or werec two cows in
Antofagasta. One was owned by the
British hospital, and its milk jealously
reserved for the patients; the other
belonged to the wife of the manager
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Bivta! T loathe him ;
Aghast, Lady Rookwell sinka back
tn silence. How can she tell her that
the man is here, in the sam#@ house?
Phere is a mom:=it’s nans?, then
3lana sits up az.ua ind afares at her
wildly. y
“put why do vau say ail this? \\h‘.
4o vou ask me? YVhv do yon sl
me? Why do you m sarfon that muns
name?”
Ladv Rookwell nero=3 horsel? for
» coffort.
m“\h’ dear,” she SV, <ently,
stretohi out her hoand and takinyv
stretohing hor, “because

the white one sarest
he 1s here!”
“flere!  In {
na® “How dare he?
there no place where e
from his hateful prescoce. :
+}lush, hush, my poor child!
< here. not by hio
!‘w dire necessity Ho was sent here-—- ;
“3ent here—to me! Who st‘n:‘_hlm.'
[ do not believe It I 1s false! nnv.i
she tears her hand away and thn\:.«n:
back her hair. from nor faer with a
wild gesture.
“My dear, it
+noss who has sen ' i
“No! No, [ cannot N> one conid
sent him execept- * a pause;
o~ of agony ghe cOV-
d3. ““No one

his house?" ~asps Sie

[ can be safle

trues. (Can you not
+ him?”

i3

have
and with a twing ;
»rs her face with her han
sxcenting him

his man!” 5
fafm you mean your .x.la
.or vamers,” says Lady

sand. - Lerd Delamers,” S8 A
yonr nueband, TLord

“If you mean

Delamere,” eays Lady Rookwell, firm-

iy but gently, “you ace right. He has
tent him.” i
“Ifector!” brzathes 5308, almost

paudidly,

2he coward® 1=

e |
1
own accord, but*

1and Le would not send !

can be more hard to bear than my
own remorse. Kest assured that 1 am
punished— ™

She looks at him, through him,
tuen glides swiftly to the door.

SWait!” she savs, 1 shall be ready
ta five minutes, Oh, Heaven, the miles

the m'lae betweem us! Dying! and
[ am here!"

wring the truth frem jim, gees out

of the reom.
Downstairs two ovale faced, anx'ous
women are awaiting him, as if he

e o———— —
There is plenty of room at tha top

| down on the rest of us.

{ even for thz man who wants io lock
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Battle Stories Fromi
the West Front

WEARING THE

BOCHE DOWN

“We're killing the Boches at a great
rate,” said a wounded sergeant from
A home country regiment; “but that's
not all of it—we're wearing them
down in a variety of ways. Now, here's
atiny example. Where I was we all
knew the Boche had made up his mind
to win back at any price at all the bit
of Hindenburg line we held.
“He tried different dodges, as I dare-
say you've heard. Opposite my lot he
put in a regiment of the Prussian
Grenadier Guards, after special train-
ing behind the lines—the very cream
of his troops, you know. Well, they
came in with a h— of a hurroosh, no
doubt. I've not seen anything to beat
their bombing attacks. I don’t mind
admitting that we learned a thing or
two ourselves from them—about
bombing attacks, I mean—some quite
useful tips. And we thought we'd
learned the job pretty well, too, since
last July. But we got an extra wrin-
kle or two from these Prussian Grena-
diers. Well, we were tired, and they
came in full of beans, or sauerkraut,
or whatnot, and they fairly bombed
us out of several bits of line. They
overpowered us several timer. by sheer
weight of numbers and—ginger.
“But here’s my point. They lasted
four days: on the first day they beat
us out of bits of trenches; on the
third and fourth days they came on
again, but on the third day they got
far more than they gave. The fourth
day there wasn't a trace of the fire
they showed on the first day. There
was no snap left in ’em. By the
night of the fourth day we'd got back
all the bits of ground we'd lost, and
we wera pounding h— out of these
Grenadiers at their own game. Then
the remnants of 'em were withdrawn.
They were done to the world—fin-
ished. We were just beginning to
enjoy ourselves, and doing much better
than they did on their first day.
“Well, we're only an average K.
army lot, you know, and they were the
Prussian Grenadiers. 1 tell you we are
wearing down the Boches we don’t
kill. By the time the American mi%
lions are ready next spring, I'm think-
Ing Master Boche will be hard put to
it to offer them a decent show at all.”
GOOD SAMARITANS.
“Qur barrages now,” said an Irish-
man in a north country regiment,
“they’re just as good as they were at
the first of tnis shove forward. Of
course, the pushes come at little bits
of the line, here and there, and there's
not so much weight in the barrage.
On lJaster you could see mothin’ but
a curtain of fire for miles, with the
turf flyin’ and the smoke risin’ in wan
long line, But you'll understan’ that
now, with us drivin® in little bits here
and there, you can only ses them
places where the guns are poundin’
the dust out av them.
“It's curious the way we go forward
behind the barrage and there's some
of us that are too impatient to be tak-
in’ the quiet stroll behind it that we
ought to. This last attack where 1
got what puts me in bad like this, our
lads were gettin’ under our own fire
becauss they were foo eager. An of-
ficer ran forward at the risk of his
own skin, and stopped the lads from

“I got it in both legs before we
reached the German lines, but, Glory
be to God, I fell into a shell-hole, and
lay down as enug as you please in a
clever place. I lay there for hours, and
1 heard a great roarin’ noise comin’
near me, I knew it was a tank, and
I prayed it would not come over me,
me bein’ hid in the shell-hole. But I
heard it go roarin’ past quite near,
and then it got étuck, and I could hear
it fighting and etrugglia’ to get clear.
I never saw it.
“Later in the day, a lad I knew
came by, slightly wounded. *“Hullo,
Peter,” eays he, when he saw me in
the hole. ‘For God's sake have you &
waterbottle with you? eays I, ‘me
legs is both broke and I can’t move
to get a grip of mine.’ He threw me
down his water-bottle, and it bein’
full of rum end water, it kept me
goin’. Then it began to rain, and
another lad, passin’ by, saw me and
threw me down a Wwater-proof sheet.
Late at night the stretcher-bearers
got me. So they were all Good Sam-
aritans, the way they helped, them
that eaw me lyin’ by the wayside.”
THE COOL SHAVE.
“The coolest thing I've eeen out
trere,” eaid a private of the Argyll
and Sutherlands, ‘“was after the ad-
vance had broken into open fighting.
Sometimes it happens in open-fight-
ing, that you hold, not a trench, but
just a line of shell-holes. This time
our shell-holes were next to a battal-
ion of the Gordoms that mostly came
from Morayehire, my country, and as
things were quiet except for a bit of
shelling, 1 just dropped into a shell-
hole where the Gordcns were.
“There was a sergeant-major in this
hole, shaving as calmly as if there
were no such things as shells flylng
around. I eaid to him, “Man, Serjeant-
major,” 1 sald, “ye arenae fear't?”
Says he, ‘I left my fear by the slde
o' the Lossie’. That's the r'ver that
Elzin stands on. And we had & bit of
a crack then. He told me he had been
an athlete in his day, and when he
toid me his name, I knew him for a
man famous on the cycle-track. We
were talking away about Eigin and
Pluscarden and Mosstowie, and about
people thereabout, when suddenly &
Boche turned up at the crater lip.
How he got there. Heaven omly knows,
but we were a bit mixed 'up with the
Germans round us near and far. This
Boche had an ugly look as if he meant
mischief, but it didnae disturb the
Berjeant-major much. He just laid
down his razor and picked up his rifle
and bayonet, and sauntered out with
soap down one slde of his face.
“The Boche had a bomb in his hand,
but he dropped it without drawing the
safety pin, and he up with his hands.
The Sergeant-major rounded him up
into the shell-hole, dropping him in
by the scruff of his neck. He made
the German hold up the mirror till he
finished his shave.
“I had to laugh at that. The Ser-
jeant-major looked as it it was the
most ordinary occurrence in the day's
work. I had to get back to my lot
then, and I don't know what happen-
ed to the Serjeant-major and his pri-
soner. I hope he came through all
right. The Gordons went over the top
soon after, and I hear they made an
awful mess of the Germans. If they
are al] of the same breed as the Ser

PUT UP PLENTY OF
PRESERVES

INCREASED COST OF SUGAR IS
: SURPRISINGLY LOW.
Women Now Realize What a Foolish
Extravagance it Was to Do Without
Homemade Preserves.

There is nothing quite so effective
as racts and figures to demolish a

fallacy.
Last vear, when sugar went up a
few cents in price, some people

decided that they would not keep up
their regular supply of home-made
preserves. They could only see L_he
2.cent or 3-cent increase In the price
of sugar. They could not see how
much more it would cost them to
replace preserves with anything else,
They did not stop to figure how this
increase in the cosl of sugar was
going to affect the cost of preserving.

Others did, however, and proved
that the cost of preserving, due to
the increased cost of sugar, had been

g 2 and 5 Ib. Cartons—
l 10, 20, 50 and 100 lb. Bags. °

has swee'ened half a century with the same crystal purity
that makes it the favorite to-day. Buy itin original packages
and be sure of the genuine.

“Let Redpath Sweeten it.”
Made in one grade only—the highest !

i

greatly exaggerated.

Here is the way these clever
women proved it. Before the war,
we know that sugar was blz cents a
pound. Because of war conditicns,
the price of sugar fluctuates, but the
retall price for the best granulated
sugar averages 8'z cents a pound.
This is an average increase of only
3 cents a pound.

Every good housekeeper knows
that a quart jar of preserved berries
or fruit requires only half a pound of
sugar, -so that the increased cost of
preserving, due to the increased cost
of sugar, is only 1'4 cents a pound.

This is why a jar oi nome made
strawberries, raspberries, cherries,
plums, peaches or pears is about the
npost  inaxpensive sweet or deshert
that can be put on the tab'e.

Besides the economy of putting up

must conserve our food supply.
must save our fruit crops. Last vcar,
because of the mistaken = idea of
economy, hundreds
dollars’ worth of berries and fruit

were wasted. Now that the women

of thousands of

goin’ too quick. The poor lad was kill- | jeant-major, I don’t wonder dn the
ed just as he checked the men. least.”
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was greatly exaggerated last year,

they are determined to do more

preserving, and also to enjoy an

abundance of delicious home made
jams, jellies and preserves this
winter.

A LITTLE MISTAKE.

Since Gladys took to gardening
And wields the rake and hoe,

Sha wears a pair of overalls
Just like her brother Joe,

And with her rakish panama,
She is a picture that

Whenevei 1 behold her~nakes
My heart go pit-a-pat.

L.ast night beneath the silver moon
[ stole upon her where
She weeded the potato patch
With slow and patient care.
I clasped her in my arms and took
A kiss and then another,
Before I saw that it was not
My Giadys, but her brother.
—Minna Irvine. in New York Sun.
— e

HOW IS YOUR APPETITE?

Loss of appetite during the sum-
mer months is a common  ttouble,
and indicates that the digestive sys-
tem is out of order. Lacking a
healthy appetite, many people—es-
pecially women—go too long with-
cut food, or eat sparingly because
food seems to distress them, and it
is no wonder that they complain that
they are constantly tired and unable
to stand the hot weather. This sim-
ply ‘means that the digestive system
is not doing fits proper work, and
that the nutriment that should comas
from the food is not being distribut-
ed to the various organs of the body.
In other words, the blood is growing
thin and watery.

You n2ed a summer tonic, and in
all the realm of medicine there is no
tonfc can eqgual Dr. Williams' Pink

Pills. Take a short treatment with
these pills now and notice how
promptly your appetite returns and

vour power to digest
Your food will then do you good,
vour strength will return and you
will no longer complain that the hot
weatber tires you out.

‘The best time to begin taking Dr.

food improves

a goodly supply of home-made pre- | \Williams' Pink Pills is the moment
serves; there is another reason.” We | vou feel the least bit out of sorts.
We

The sooner you do so the sooner yon
will regain your old time energy.
You can get these pills through any
medicine dealer or by mail at &0
cents a box or six hoxes for $2.50,
from The Dr. Williams® Medicine

realize that the cost of preserving

Co., Brackville, Ont. =



