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BABY WILTSHIRE,

Too weak.to
take milk.

256, Francis Road, /

Dear Sirs, Leyton.

I wish to thank you for the benefit
our baby girl got from Virol. We
say Virol saved her life. A fine child
at birth, but began wasting at 7 weeks.
At 2 months the doctor advised us to
try Virol. We had lost all hope of
the child livirg, she was so thin.
From 2 to 3 months she lived entirely
on Virol, being too weak to take milk
but when she improved gave her
Virol and milk, which she has had
ever since, and is a lovely baby now.
She sleeps well, and is cutting her
teeth fine. This photo was taken
when shé was twelve months old.
She is so bonny and has nine teeth.

Yours truly,
A. M. WILTSHIRE.
Virol increases the power of resistance
to the germs of disease, .and replaces
wasted tissue, it is therefore a valuable
food lin Measles, Whooping-cough, In-
fantile Diarrhcea, etc. !

VIROL

Sole Importers: BOYRIL, Ltd,
27, 8t. Peter Street, Montreal,
8.H.B. L

NO NEED SUFFERING
FROM PILES NOW

Golden Pile Remedy will cure your Piles
—try it! The trial is absolutely FREE.
Simply send us your name and address
and we will send a liberal free treatment
by return mail.
It is a mistake to dose yourself with so-
called Pile cures. They will do you more
harm than good. Why don’t you begin
right to-day to overcome your piles. You
can do it by using Golden Pile Remedy.
The results from the full treatment, which
sells for $1.30, are amazing; the itching,
burning and swelling, along with the other
well-known symptoms, soon disappear
and leave you completely cured.
Write to-day for a free trial treatment
and be convinced. Enclose 3 stamps.
Sold by leading druggists everywhere, or
direct by mail.  Price $1.30. mress
GOLDEN REMEDY CO. "
Box 191 WINDSOR; ONT.

Also wold by Graydon’s Drug Store, Ed!hOBtOl\;
Woodward Department Stores, Vancouver.,

PUFFIN’ BILLY
By May Heward

The Little Engine had been very
happy, plying up and down the little
side line, and he was sorry when the
Boss told the Engine-driver that that
bit of line was to be closed and only
the main line used. :

The Engine-driver, cloth in hand,
turned back to the polishing of the
Little Engine’s shining handles.

“Well, Billy,” he said, “that’s a oner.”

“Woof!” answered the Little Engine,
puffing hard as he got up steam.

“What’ll the little ’un say, Billy?”
went on the Engine-driver, still polish-
ing.

And Puffin’ Billy became very still,
thinking.

By the side of the little bit of line
where he panted up and down there
stood a neat little cottage, with the
prettiest flowers in the gardem, and in
that cottage lived the Engine-driver’s
little son with. his mother. Every day
as Puffin’ Billy passed he would whistle
long and shrilly and out would run
Billy too, his yellow hair full of sun-
beams, his little overall blue as the sum-
mer sky.

Everyone called him Billy too since
someone had asked him his name, and
he answered “Billy.”

“But,” they said, “that’s the name
of your father’s engine.”

“Yes,” answered the little boy, “but

_me’s Billy too.”

Now Puffin’ Billy sat on the line
thinking about Billy too. How he
would miss them, he, who was used to
sitting on the fence all day watching
the trains go up and down. He had
been so proud of the Little Engine’s
smooth body and shining sides, the big
wheels and strong piston-rods, and now
he would never see them unless he came
to the big railway station where all
the Engines were.

Well, well, what must be must be.

“Puff! puff!” said the Little Engine,
and they were off on to the main line
for their day’s trip.

Up and down, up and down they went
day after day, and they both wearied
for a sight of the little house and Billy
too.

One day when the Engine-driver was
busy oiling up ready to start the Boss
came along.

“Hello! Bolter,” he said, “how’s the
wife?”

“She’s quite well, thank ‘you, sir.”

“And the boy ?” asked the Boss with
a smile, he had a son of his own about
the same age.

“He’s not all that well, sir. The Missis
thinks it’s a bit of a cold; he seems
to fret for the trains like, won’t play
in the garden, says it’s lonely.”

“Poor little chap, but he’ll have to get
used to that.”

“I'm afraid he will, sir.”

But the next day when his Driver
came Puffin’ Billy saw his face looked
grave and worried; he drove carelessly,
jammed on the brakes roughly and
jerked the Little Engine’s handles.

“I don’t mind,” shouted the Little
Engine to the sky as he sped along,
“he doesn’t mean to hurt me but
how’s Billy too? How’s Billy too?”

All day long the Little Engine called
and called “How’s Billy too?” but mno
one answered him.  The other engines
weren’t interested, the birds and the
wind did not go that way, and the En-
gine-driver did not understand.

Night came and work was over; the
Engine-driver backed the Little Engine
into his old sleeping-place, raked out
the fire and left all sccure for the
night; or, at least, he thought so, but
the Litte Engine kept back some fire in
his glowing heart.

“If they won't tell how’s Billy, too,
T'll go and see,” he said.

So by-and-by when all was quiet he
began getting up steam, breathing soft-
ly, panting to and fio.

“Do shut up!” said the other Engines,
“how restless you are.”

“Go to sleep,” retorted Pufin’ Billy,
“don’t yon worry about me.  Puff!
puff! puff!” and as the fire in his heart
burned up he moved slowly out of the
slecping-place and stole away down the
old familiar side line where he used to
ber so happy.

Meanwhile the Engine-driver had hur-
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ried home as fast as he oould, for
Billy too was very ill indeed.  All day
he lay with flushed c:l:leks and tumbled
rls whispering hoarsely, .
cu“Mummil:a, I %mnt to hear the trains
come; it’s most time for Puffin’ Bl}’ly,
open the window, I want to hear.
But everything was still and silent
save for the wind in the chimney, a:nd
Mummie, who knew there were no trains
coming, didn’t know what to do.
Downstairs the Boss and Engine-
driver were talking.
“What! doctor says the little chap
won’t pull through! That’s hard luck,
Bolter,” said the Boss. “Is there any-

thing I can do? anything you can’t

afford to get, I mean?” .

The Engine-driver shook his head
sadly.

“He’s just fretting for the sound of
those trains, sir,” he answered, “there’s
pothing that’ll do him any good but
that, and that will soon be too late.”

“Look here”—the Boss suddenly laid a
hand on his arm—“look here, get up to
the terminus and get your Little Engine.
I’ll put it right with the company.”

“You’re very good, sir,” began the En-
gine-driver. Then they both stood silent,
heads up listening, for above the rumb-
ling of the wind in the chimney came the
unmistakable thunder of an approaching
train.

Out rushed the Engine-driver, out rush-
ed the Boss to stand staring at the Little
Engine coming slowly round the corner
and running down the slope to where the
siding ended.

Bump! he ran against the buffers and
stood there panting and snorting, the fire
in his heart glowing fitfully.

“Here I am,” he cried, “how’s Billy too?
How’s Billy too?”

“Well, I'm blessed!” said the Engine-
driver and scrambled aboard. He dump-
ed coal on to the dying fire and his
hand flew here and there among the
shining levers. Soon Puffin’ Billy began
to whistle and backed joyously to where
the Boss was standing.

“Got loose, I suppose,” he said, as he
climbed into the cab, “it’s a mercy she
didn’t run over the points on to“the
main line. TI'll see to her for a bit,
Bolter, you go in and see—”

“How’s Billy too?” shrieked the
Engine.

“Exactly,” laughed the Boss and
Bolter went, leaving Puffin’ Billy snort-
ing outside.

When the Driver came back the, Boss
leaned down to him in the darkness.

“Well?” he said.

“He’s sound asleep, sir, he’lll pull
through now,” answered Bolter, “thanks
to Puffin’ Billy.”
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THE LURE OF THE PRAIRIES
By Fred Scott Shepard

As through the growing summer air,
We first behold the prairie fair,
And see the wondrous green of it,
The beauty and the sheen of it,

We wonder at its charfl so rare—
So monotone when first ’twas seen.

‘We noce the varying shades that creep
Across its face, and feel the sweep

Of gentle breeze or storms that blow
And see through all new beauties glow—
From that which seemed before asleep,
Charmed visions wake for us to know.

As o’er the sweep of level plain,
We see the fields of golden grain;
Behold the herd that feed at ease
On grass-lands, billowy as the seas;
We c’en forget the world of pain
And see God’s loving hand in these.

Again we see it brown and sear,

Or in the grip of winter drear,

But ever there is lure to it

That draws and holds us sure to it—
It's changing moods and scenes are dear,
When once we know its charm so pure.
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A _patronizing young nobleman, says
the London Tit-Bits, was seated opposite
the late James M’Neill Whistler at dinner
one evening. During a lull in the conver-
sation, -he adjusted his monocle and
leaned forward toward the artist.

“Aw, y’ know, Mr. Whistler,” he drawl-
ed, “I pahssed your house this mawning.”’

“Thank you,” said Whistler, quietly.
“Thank you very much.”

““Orange Lily Saved My Life»

These words, or expressions having
same meaning, are contained in hundreds of
the letters I have received during the past

year. Many were from women wh
suffered agonies from falling of the 3vo nl:la)d

others from women who had escaped danger.
ous surgical operations, as the tumors apq
ulcers had been removed by the action of
Orange Lily; and others who had suffereq
from suppressed menstruation, leucorrhoea,
painful periods, etc. ~ For all these and the
other troubles known in general as Women's
Disorders, Orange Ljly furnishes a positive
scientific, never-failing cure. It is applied
direct_to the suffering organs, and its opera.
tion is certain and beneficial. As a tria]
actually proves its merit, 1 hereby offer to
send, absolutely free, a box worth 45c, suffi-
cient for ten days’ treatment, to every suffer.
ing woman who_will write for it. Price, $1.30
per box, containing one month’s treatment,
Address with 3 stamps—
MRS.LYDIAW. LADD

Sold by

Windsor, Ont.
leading druggists everywhere.

BECAUSE I LOVE YOU
The Book of Love, Courtship and Marriage

200 Pages Cioth, 75c. postpaid
lltd fullyb explains how

maidens ecome ha
BECAUS 3 b wives and bachelors pt:
come happy husbands in a

brief space ot time and by
easy methods. Also com-
Plet,e directions for declar-
ng intentions, accepting
vows and retaining affec-
tions, both before and after
marriage, deseribing the in-
vitations, the dresses, the
ceremony and the gropu'
behavior of both bride and
bridegroom, whether in
pubiic or behind the nuptial
curtain. It also telis plainly
8 how to begin courting, the

way to get over bashful-
LOVE COURTSHIP Pgss. the uv)v%y dto “sl't‘ up.';

ARRIAG e way nd a soft 8po

AND M : in the sweetheart's breast.
This is just the treatise to be in the hands of every
young bachelor or maiden, every married man or
woman, every widow or widower, young or old—in
fact it Is a complete marriage gulde. Write for cata-

logue.
v?l?!l\lDSOR SUPPLY CO. - WINDSOR, ONT.

| CAN HELP YOU

if you suffer from Piles, I can
tell you how to treat yourself at
home 1o get rid of

PILES neier

A free treatment of my new
absorption method will give early
relief and prove to you its value.

Send no money, but write me
to-day, and tell your friends about
the free trial treatment.

MRS. M. SUMMERS:

Box 86 WINDSOR, ONT.

COMBINGS
Special
to, Ladies

Any amount of combings
made up for $2.00. New
hair added, if desired,
from $2.00 worth up.

16c. postage.
l All toilet articles carrigd.

¥ ELITE HAIR PARLORS
283 Smith St., Winnipeg, Man.
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Do You Ever Eat?

We offer you a 46-piece Combination
Dinner and Tea Set in return for only
nine new subscriptions to The West-
ern Home Monthly.
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