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Do you get full value
from the light you pay
for? In beauty, comfort
and usefulness ?

Shades and globes make
most of the difference in
light. ;

Macbeth-Evans
Shades and Globes

include something suitable for
every purpose — the purely
decorative, the largely practical
and desirable combinations of
beauty and usefulness.

Send for our Catalogue
No 42-K, which tells what
many kinds of shades and
globes are and will do. Hand-

somely illustrated—the finest
book of its kind ever issued.

Macbeth-Evans
Glass Company
Toronto

Reg U S Pat
2 Office

on Washday!

Thisis the 1900 Motor Washer
that isrevolutionizing washday. g
It runs by motor power at a cost of}
2cents a week.

and wringing so swiftly and we
that housewives can scarcely be-
lieve their eyes when they see the
cleanclothes out on theline e

iest clothes in Six Minutes K
=—oreven less! Wringsthe
clothes with equal rapidity
fro eare: like phay than
s more like play
-50;»1’;’%0 use thispwonderfnl W

1900 Motor
WASHER

Sent on Free Trial!

servants when you have this Motor
e, dhey STl IO ot
$o8 pachine 1y e8¢ m’ill‘ly ‘send the complete outfit, in-

e hing,

rugs, dainty laces—every nﬁ

truction; unlike any other wash-

er. Vgg?ﬂ%?%ﬁwggg :g !:l);r eXpenQe if you dﬁcide ym‘i3 :::1

do without it. Terms,cash orsmall monthly pay;l nts.

Electric or Water Power—Take Your C o:«l:le

If your house is wired for electricity, you cmelust?o a!e‘

snitric Moter Wosher, BLIGR 1 son Bave sizning

na; i X 3

w;ter. lgt ueutelf:iregc ;%wer. you can use the Water Motor

as|

her. Each style does perfect work.
Write for Fascinatinfwl;REE, Books

Re ingst: f the Motor Washer. Then
Mdnfo';hc?&'%“ﬁ’é‘ﬁ;x"?nﬁ soe the wonders it performs.

Ad . L. W. Morris, Manager
lmd\v::h.:: &::';;7‘“ onge St., Toronto, Can.

FORTUNES IN SUCCESSFUL SONGS
I’'ve Paid Thousands in Roynlh?s.

Send your song poems or musical compositions to
me for acceptance. I'll publish under a 50 per cent.
f.‘a,ﬂlw contract. I composed and published
-Wedding of the Winds” waltzes. Million copies
80ld. Dozens of my publications are “FAMOUS
HITS." Hstablished 16 years, DON'T FAIL TO
SECURE MY FREE BOOKLET.

JOHN T. HALL, 32 Columbus Circle, New York
o S
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The Education of Sally

(Continued from page 10.)

in the seventh heaven of delight. Was
not Sally at last a belle? As for the
proposals—well, Sally was not the girl
to count her scalps in public, but every
once in so long a visiting youth dropped
out and was seen no more at Glenellyn.
One could guess what that meant.

Sally apparently enjoyed all this. I
grieve to say that she was a bit of a
coquette. I tried to cure her of this
serious defect, but I found that for once
I had undertaken something I could not
accomplish. In vain T lectured; Sally
only laughed; in vain I gravely rebuked ;
Sally only flirted more vivaciously than
before. Men might come and men might
go, but Sally went on forever. T en-
dured this sort of thing for a year, and
then I decided tthat it was time to in-
terfere. I must find a husband for Sally
—my fatherly duty would not be ful-
filled until I had—nor, indeed, my duty
to society. She was not a safe person
to have running at large.

None of the men who haunted Glen-
ellyn was good enough for her. I de-
cided that my nephew, Frank, would do
very well. He was a capital young fel-
low, handsome, clean-souled, whole-
hearted. From a worldly point of view

he was what Sara -would have
termed an excellent match; he ‘}3ad
money, social standing, and a rising

reputation as a clever young lawyer,
Yes, he should have Sally.

They had never met. I set the wheels
coing at once. The sooner all the fuss
was over the better. T hated fuss, and
there was bound to be a good deal of it.
But I went about the business like an
accomplished match-maker. I invited
Frank to visit Owlwood and before he
came T talked much—but not too much
—of him to Sally, mingling judicious
praise and still more judicious blame
together. Women never like a paragon.
Sally heard me with more gravity than
she usually accorded to my dissertations
on young men. She even condescended
to ‘ask several questions about him.
This I thought a good sign.

0 Frank I said not a word about
T Sally; when he came to Owlwood I
took him to Glenellyn, and, coming upon
Sally wandering about among the
beeches in a ruby atmosphere of sunset,
T introduced him without any warning.

He would have been more than mor-
tal if he had not fallen in love with her
vpon the spot. Tt was not in the heart
of man to resist her—that dainty, allur-
ing bit of womanhood. She was all in
white, with flowers in her hair, and for
a moment I could have murdered Frank
or any other man who dared to ::ommlt
the sacrilege of falling in love with her.

Then T pulled myself together and left
them alone. I might have gone in and
talked to Sara—two old folks gently
reviewing their youth while the young
folks courted outside—but I did not. T
prowled about the pine wood and tried
to forget how blithe and handsome that
curly-headed boy Frank was, and what a
flash had sprung into his eyes when he
had seen Sally. Well, what of it? Was
not that what I had brought him there
for? And was I not pleased at the suc-
cess of my scheme? Certainly I was!
Delighted!

Next day Frank went to Glenellyn off
his own bat, not even making the poor
pretence of asking me to accompany him.
I spent the time of his absence over-
seeing the construction of a new green-
house I was having built. T was con-
scientious in my supervision; but I felt
no interest in it. The place was in-
tended for roses, and roses made me
think of the pale yellow ones Sally had
worn at her breast one evening the week
before, when, all lovers being for the
time absent, we had walked together
under the pines and talked as in the old
days before her young womanhood and
my grey hairs had risen up to divide us.
She had dropped a rose on the brown
floor and I had sneaked back after I had
left her in the house to get it before I
went home. I had it now in my pocket-

ook.

. Frank’s wooing seemed to prosper.
The other young sparks who ha_d haunted
(Menellyn faded: away after his advent.
Sally treated him with the most encour-
aging sweetness. Sara smiled on him;
i hzs;tqod in the background, like a benevo-

lent god of the machine, and flattered
myself that I pulled the strings.

At the end of a month something went
wrong. Frank came home from Glen-
ellyn one day in the dumps and moped
for two whole days. I rode down my-
self on the third. I had not gone much
to Glenellyn that month; but if there
were trouble Sallyward it was my duty
to make the rough places smooth.

As usual, T found Sally in the pine
wood. T thought she looked rather pale
and' dull—fretting about Frank, no
doubt. She brightened up when she saw
me, evidently expecting that T had come
to straighten matters out; but she pre-
tended to be haughty and indifferent.

“T am glad you haven’t forgotten us
altogether, Stephen,” she said coolly.
“You haven’t been down for a week.”

“I’'m flattered that you noticed it,” 1
said, sitting down on a fallen tree and
looking up at her as she stood, tall and
lithe, against an old pine, with her
eyes averted and the sunlight falling in
a fine rain over her dark hair. “I
shouldn’t have supposed you’d want an
old fogy like myself poking about and
spoiling the idyllic moments of love's
young dream.”

“Why do you always speak of your-
self as old?” said Sally crossly, ignoring
my reference to Frank.

“Because T am old, my dear.
these grey hairs.”

I pushed vp my hat to show them the
more recklessly.

Sally barely glanced at them.

“You have just enough to give you a
distinguished look,” she said, “and you
are only forty. A man is in his prime
at forty. He never has any sense until
he is forty—and sometimes he doesn’t
seem to have much then,” she concluded
impertinently.

My heart beat. Did Sally suspect?
Was that last sentence meant to inform
me that she was aware of my secret
folly and laughed at it?

“I came over to see what has gone
wrong between you and Frank,” T said
gravely. :

Sally bit her lips.

“Nothing,” she said.

“Sally,” I said reproachfully, “I
brought you up—or endeavored to bring
you up—to speak the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth. Don’t
tell me I have failed. Tl give you an-
other chance. Have you quarrelled with
Frank ?”

“No,” said that maddening Sally, “he
quarrelled with me. He went away in
a temper and T do not care if he never
comes back.”

I shook my head.

“This won’t do, Sally. As your old
family friend I still elaim the right to
scold you until you have a husband to
do the scolding. You mustn’t torment
Frank. He is too fine a fellow. You
must marry him, Sally.”

“Must I?” said Sally, a dusky red
flaming out on her cheek. .Sh‘e turned
her eyes on me in a most disconcerting
fashion. “Do you wish me to marry

rank, Stephen ?”

:; Sally hazl) a wretched habit of empha-
sizing pronouns in a fashion ecaleculated
to rattle anybody. : :

“Yes, I do wish it, because T think it
will be best for you,” T said, without
looking at her. “You must marry some-
time, Sally, and Frank is the only man
T know to whom I could trust you. As
your guardian T have an interest in see-
ing you well and wisely settled for life.
You have always taken my advice and
obeyed my wishes; and you have always
found my ways the best in the long run,
haven’t you, Sally? You won’t prove
rebellious mow, T am sure. You know
quite well that T am advising you for
your own good. Frank is a splendid
young fellow who loves you with all his
heart. Marry him, Sally. Mind, I don’t
command. I have no right to do that,
and you are too old to be ordered about
if T had. But I wish and advise. Isn’t
that enough, Sally ?”

I had been looking away from her all
the time I was talking, gazing deter-
minedly down a sunlit vista of pines.
Every word I said seemed to tear my
heart and come from my lips stained
with my lifeblood. Yes, Sally should
marry Frank, but heavens, what would
become of me?

Witness
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- Mennen’s the Pioneer
Borated Talcum !
Yearafter year, millions of babies are rubbed .«
‘with Mennen's, L o ; '

| Itis the original talcum ,the oldest and safes
_on the market—the one most in demand, .
preferred by doctors and nurses for its known
purity. ‘ Lo iy
It prevents and relieves chafing, prickly heat
rash—all skin discomforts to which babies
_ are subject, o ; .
. Onsale everywhere 25¢ or by mail postpaid

Mennen’s Borated
' Talcum Toilet Powder

. Sample posipaid for 4 cents
Gevhard Mennen Co. Newark, N.J.

A LOVELY BABY BOY:

This Mother is quite Enthusiastic
over a well Known Food.

Mrs, J. W. Pateman, 34 Harriet St.,
Toronto, in writing about Neave’s Food |’ ,
says ‘“When I first knew one of ‘my °
friends, her baby Jack was eight months "
old and dying by inches, She had tried. -
three foods because her Jack could not
digest milk. At last, Ifetched her atin
of Neave’s Food. At the end of a
month, Jack was rapidly gaining flesh
and was bright and bappy. He is a
lovely boy now and she declares Neave’s
Food saved his life. - And it did. ;

Then I recommended it to a friend on
Victoria Avenue. She had a baby 6
months old that was not thriving a bit,
She put the baby on Neave’s Food and *
at the end of three months, the baby
was twice the size, "

I have neverseen twobigger, stronger
boys than mine for their ages and we
owe it ail to Neave’s Food. I have the
utmost faith in Neave’s Food.”

Mothers and prospective mothers may
obtain a free tin of Neave’s Food and a
valuable book ¢‘Hints About Baby’’ by
writin% Edwin Utley, 14 Front Street
East, Toronto, who is the Canadian
agent. (Mention this paper,) For sale
by all druggists. 24A

Grocers are firm friends of Windsor
'.l'ntble Salt. Theylike tosellit,because
it is pure and clean and good.

Ask any grocer for his best salt, and
he will give you Windsor Salt every

time, Not because it costs more—
it does nol—but because the grocers
know that Windsor Table Salt Pleases
their customers, 57

S0
Foe SALT

AND P]tgél:
It dries up the carcases and at
i{fppr;lvena the uurpleasautnb:'g:m
nding e u
e g 56 of inferior prepars
Common Sense Roach
and
Bed Bug Exterminator sold
under the same guarantee.
25¢., 50c., and $1.00, at all dealers,

If not at your dealer’s, writ
will see that you are s\:;pu%g" g,
29 COMMON SENSE MFG. CO.

381 Queen St. W., = Toronto,



