a scare of blank eur-

with Mre. Caerlyon clutched
daughter in her arms, kissing her loudly,
and crying vociferously, as is the manver
of high-tempered, sharp-featured women
when excited. .

“Sister Winnie”—the myth—wno Lved
m the #ittle pink colored country in
" North Amnierica— “sister Winnie,” this
jady in black! Was the world coming
to an v’

The children almc: . thought so, and,
sfter huddling together for a moment,
the younger omnes jpined in their
mother’s terical erying, until Winnie
—fair, ful eister Winnie, with the
lovely golden hair all in a mase of little

cunie over her forehead, be-
meath her black crape bonnet—turned to
them also with open arms, kissing them
and erying over them in furn.

One of the coastguard nappemed to
pass at the moment, and with grave
alarm he told his officer, five minutes
afterwards, that there was a strange

, lady all in’ black gone into his—the of-
ficer’'s—house, and “he hoped as she had
brought no bad news to the missus, for

”

VN
Poor Lieutenant Caerlyon ran in pant-

ing, ancovering his gray head respectful-

ly as"he ‘entered the strange lady’s pres-
¢nce, and remembered nothing more,

amd eryi

ﬁ 'lor’

, and questioning and answer-

ba¥ked, and eggs boiled, and a bit of
ham’ fried, and the lump sugar ‘and

wanderer—amd they were all seated at
. the tea-table, Winnie next her father,

and confusing her so that she did not
. 1vm’ she was eating or not.
. Caerlyon had been

g

“Elizabeth, hasn’t she grown a—a nice
little woman?” he asked, longing to say
more but withheld as he had ever been
from giving his child her meed of
praise.

“She has grown downright elegant and

pretty,” said Mrs. Caerlyon, with one
of her short ;  “I’'d never have

the kitchen. She’s nicer-looking to my
she in.”

“Elizabeth
Mountrevor, Elizabeth!”

st that, instant.
“Is

eyes,
“Yes, ghe

that people assume when they wish to
comvince others of their democratic in-

difference to wealth and rank,
besuty and fashion, that for her part

she saw nothing particular in this grand
Mountrevor that people made such
a “to-da” about, as if she were a queen

—a tall, stout, showy woman, dressed
like a doll in a window, with her white

muslin dresses and lilac ribbons, walking

along the dusty roads in summer, with

a French nurse for her child—her “bone”
she believed they called her. “And why

she isn’t at home with her husband, in-
stead of wandering about the country,
no one ¢an make out,” concluded Mrs.

£

like to | was. She was Mr. Pascoe’s sweetheart
put her foot in | ten years ago, and is his wife now. I
yon th , in | think the real cause of her dislike was
ag, after | jealousy of her mistress’ favor. She
lady in black | needed not to have troubled herself

her before she | about that either—poor Trewhella-”
, and, flinging ‘% indeed,” put in Mrs. Caerlyon,
forth both her | wi sniff; “we don’t want Madam
Vivian’s or Mme. Anybody’s favor, thank
back,” she eried— | goodness! We can pay our way honess,
mamma, to yon | and look to nobody for holp or eredit!”
i “No one—no, indecd,” assented Lieut.
Caerlyon, doubtfully, iooking from  his
% Mre. Caeriyon | wife’s to his daughter’s face, and shift-

he thought as he had heard the children

“when she turnéd round, then a confused
scene’ an@® much talking and laughing

next hour, until poor Sarah
i eager to redeem her charaeter,
before*the eyes of the perfect sister, got
tea ready, and some small loaves, nicely

sweet-cake put om the table—all which
constituted the fatted calf that the poor

Caerlyons had to offer to the returned

and the tears and excitement blinding

g plentifully himself, but now he
eyes determinedly 4ry, and

known her, I think, only she came into
mind than Lady Mountrevor—grand as
‘Winnie, blushed deeply—one of her old

, my desr,” said Lieutemant
Caerlyon, laughing, “that’s too far. Lady
But in hig se-
cret heart he had never felt so great a
glow of gratitude to his wife as he felt

trevor here now ?” Win-
nie asked, Jooking up with a quick, keen
interest  darkening her brilliant grey

is,” answered Mrs. Caerlyon,

) , and she further proceeded |
to state, in the decisive, off-hand way

and

img reetlessly in his seat; “we—we've
helped each other along, thank heav-
ven!”

“Yes,” said Mrs.. Cacriyon, Intercept- |
ing the glance, and no squeamish geli-.
cacy restraining her from intercepting
it fully—Mrs. Cacrlyon “ulways spoke
her mind out” on ail subjects— if ’e all,
as ’e grow up. and be able to fill useful
situations”-with an obliquity of tonc
directing the general address into a par-
ticular one for Sarah Matilda’s ear—
“are as good at remembering your fath-
er and mother as vour  sister Winnie
bere, ’e'll all do well, and prosper, and
live lene in the land,” Mrs. Caeriyonw
concluded, with a sudden grasp at a qui-
tation of the fifth commandment.

The quick shy color burned in Win-
nie’s pure delicate fuce at this praise of
ner step-mother’s-—it was so grateful,
so strange to her ears, poor girl! And
‘the flush grew deeper under the embar-
rassing weicht of the communication
ahe had tn make.

“I kave done only what it is my duty !
ty do,” she-siid, lookirg dbwn nervous- |
1y and fingering her teaspoon; I don’t |
desérve anv thanks for that, mamme.
Whatever i sent vou 1 could well spare |
—poor dear Aunt Sarah was so good to |
me.n i

The grim, eecentric old woman’s gen-
erous kindness and induigence had in- |
deed won for her, for the first time in
her life, the grateful leve and trust of
a fresh, fond young heart; and surely,i
in al lTher years of shrewd astuteness, |
slie had never barsained so wiscly and
well as when she thus purebased that
fond filial care for the evening of her
life, and the loving remembrance of her
death, which stirred the true heart be-
neath the fresh mourning dress atf Win-
nie Caerlyon.

“I did all T couli, of course, as was
my duty,” resumed Winnie, speaking
rather tremblingiv, for fear she mignht
seem proud or arrognnt -poor frail pale-
faced little woman!-~“but 1 shali be
able to @ much more for the future,’

dear father——a great deal more, muam-
ma.” Winnie was shedding tears of |
genuine pleasure and satisfaction. “Aunt |

= is iong S Sarah left—left me ail-—all her money!” !
proud]; w_ N g s sohbed. Winnie, quite breaking  down.
ke “Hannah, her servant. had  the housc:

and furniture. and a hundred dollars a
year for her iife: and Uve—D've a thou |
—thousand dollars a year! That’s about |
two hundred pounds, you know. dear)”
she said, appealing to Saran Matihia,
who had grown. pale with surprise and
delight.

Vietas of hats witli white feathers,
and kid gloves, and long zussamer veils, |
like Lady Mountrevor’s, began to be,
conjured up in Sarah Matidda’s girhish,

sl s

vain young head, whilst her  mster
spoke.
“My goodness gracious!” ejacutated

Mre. Caerlyon, her face quite in a biaze
of flushed color and excitement and
gratification, her housewifely soul mov-
ed at the possibilities of a new carpet,
and parlor chairs in blue damask, lLike
her cousin Bella’s. to be obtamned from
her step-daughter’s lavish  gnerosity.
“Oh, my goodness, Winnie. ciild. that
will be splendid! ‘Twe hundred a year!
Not but what we wantedl it badly.” she
added, beginning tv cry over past priva-

PALE ANAEMIC GIRLS

Find New Health Throush Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills for
Pale People.

There must be no guesswork

|

in tho‘

treatment of pale, anaemic girls. (fi
your danghter is languid, h2s a  pale, !

sallow complexion. is short of breath. |
especially on goiny upstuirs; if she has i
palpitation of the heart. a poor appe-
tite, or a tendency to faint. she has
anaemia-—which means poverty of the

) Oaerlyon, with a sapient nod. “Not hlood. Any delay in trestment may |
=3 much love lost between them, sure . ¥

en »

“Ah, T hope such is not the case,” said
Winnie earmestly; and, in order to
change the subject—she knew to what

lengths “making out” cases was earried
by the maids and matrons of Tolgooth

leave her weak and sickly for the rest ‘
of her- life “~delay mav even rvesult in |
eonsumption. that most hopeless of dis- |
cases. When the bleod is poor and !
watery, there is only one certain curt
—that is Dr. Williams” Pink Pil!s, coup-
led with nourishing food and gentlc
out-of-door exercise. Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills actually make new blood.
which flowing thrcugh the veins stimu-
late the nerves, increases the appetite.
gives brightness to the eye, a glow of
health to the cheek, and makes weak,
despondent girls full of healthy activ-
ity. The case of Miss .J. H. Lassalle;
Sorel, Que.. is typical of the cures made
by Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. She says:
“I was weak and all run down. My
face was pale and covered with pim-
ples. My lips were pale. T suffered
from pains in all my limbs, which would
at times be swollen. I was hardly
ever free from headaches, and I found
work about the house a burden. as the
least effort left me fatizued and breath-
fess. T had no appetite. and notwith-
standing that I was constantly doetcr-
i I seemed to he growing ‘worse afl'’
. Ome day mother said that |
she thought I ought to tryv Dr. Wil-|
liams’ Pink Pills. and T decided to do)
so. 1 soon discovered that I had‘{
found the right medieine. and after us- !
ing nine boxes I was once more emjoy- |
ing the best of health, and I have not *
been unwell 2 day sine=”

. You can get Dr. Williams” Pink Pills

box_ or six boxes for 2809

‘s yeu 3o kindiy remembered your poor

| wants, you will remember them still—I

in the bank for her own benefit, and see

| rier brought over Winnie's heavy lug-

(eand I have brought vou that Ironn New

pausing for a few moments, while that

:that a niee cinnamon-colored sitk, with

| evening in a glorified dream.
medicine dealer or by mail at | paper, eotton

boxes—emerged
Co.,” trumk, the eapacity of which seemed to

and Health

Of Skin and Hair

oy

Pl:omoted hy
Cuticura Soap
and Ointment

scalp, sent post-free.  Address Potter Drug & Chem.
Corp., Dept. 27D, Basten, U. 8. Al

tions and coming luxuries, and 'aying
claim to Winnie's leguey with an ego-
tiam of which she was hardly conscious.

But poor Lieutenant  Caerlyoa for
cnee put aside his helpmate and  her
seven children, and  ali the  carking
cares that had dragged him down to the
level of sordid poverty, amd, recalling
himse!f as he was when he married Win-
ifred’s mother. proud, high-spirited, gal-
lant, and generous, spoke as a father
and a gentleman to his neglected daugh-
ter. )

“I am glad to hear it, my dear,” he
said, putting a trembling hand on her
shoulder —very glad that  your Aunt
Sarah made vou such a suitable return
for your veara of care and atiendance
on hor. You deserve it well, Winnie,
and-—and” le faltered, becoming con-
scious of the keen, hard brown eyes
watching him-—*T've no doubt but that,

littie brothers and sisterh when you
had not mueh to spare from your own

4 eure of that, Winnie——you  never
were unkind or neglectiul to them. But
vour money’s your own, my dear, amd
You must not spend it all on others:
vou mu~<t take care of it You'll have a
house of vour own, and citidren of yoeur
own. some day, please heaven, and you'll
want all vou have then”

“No, father, 1 sha’'n’t;” opposed Win-
nie, ervong and laugning together. And

eedar trunks, of perfume
dried and ripe Ameriean apples,
millinery ’

f&s.for 7 Mew earpet and chairs,
Winnie h¢ ~rranged for them, as well

house, to go with them—a nice rented
house of their own, where the Caerlyons
W’ould not be - ‘“cabined, cribbed, con-
fined,” a family of eleven persons in a
six-roomed house—the one perched above
Tolgooth Bay. provided by Government
for their accommodation.

I;very room was strewn with new,
curious, pretty and eatable things—pic-
{:ures, books, old china, d'resees,n;tm of
jelly, bottles of syrup, toys, packivg
cages: and everybody was examining
everything, praising, wondering, discuse-
ing, questioning to their heart’s conteat;
while Winnie—-her neat black dress cov-
ered up with a large white apron and
bib, such ae she used to wear long age
—Wwas rumning about, arranging, unpack-
ing, tidying, cooking, talking and iaungh-
ing, all the seven children following her
from room to room, up and down stzirs,
to look at her und listen to her with
breathless interest.

“ ]
I never saw any ome wear their age

better than ‘e do, Winnie,” her step-

E

ftra.ightforwa.rdness; “really, to look at
e. one would never take ’e for more than
one-and-twentv.”
Winnie was sitting on the ed
trunk which Sarah Matil Spach:
15:1; S th S atilda was unpack-
l.sfance_ was attentively studvyi Win-
nie’s small delicate faze, flughz% r

brightly, her smilin 1 ips,
, & D g eyes and lips,
ﬁ:ﬁ. her beautiful carefully-arranged

Instead of going

!t;venty, mamma.” supplemented Win-
1e; and for a mo i 5
fadeq P e rflzlfc :ent the brightness

“Well, what if you are?” Mre. Caerl-
yon begm}, when Sarah  Matilda, de-
hghtedly investigating every corner and
parcel iu the large travelling trunk
held up a large square cedar box. '

",What’s in this, sister?”

“That? O, nothing! At least” —Win-
box, but Sarah Matilda noticed how
very red “sister Winnie” had grown —
Dle stooped down as if to examine the
“it’s nothing but a--a jacket.”

“A jacket! Oh, do lets see!” &,
Matilda said. pulling eagerly at M:llx};
twine. “Yours, sister? Where did you
buy ity What kind is it*”

“It’s only a very old one. dear.” ans-
wered Winnie; and Sarah Matilda no-
ticed how the red flush had totally dis-
appeared. “Some other time wcll look
at 1t—il's not worth opening now; |'ve
had it for vears.”

on for eight-and-

ome of the Ulittle brothers” anxiously
inquired of Joinnie if “sister Winnied-
pad o lot of liftic children away oved:
in Nortih Americn.  “When vou doni.‘ol
want me any longer, 1 can take m
monty and mysell away, but. until
then- why, father. dear, 1l epend the
half of it!” Winnie said. quite deuisive
lv. “iow could 17 Unless 1 were to
dress myseii like Lady .\{ountcm.mr. and
sail about the dusty roads in whit» mns-
lin and ldac tibbons! I wiil take an-
other cup of tea. mamma, pletse. What
lovely long fair hair Low hast My
d?arling child! She always nad beauti-
ful silky hair!” And for the rest of the
tea.time Winnie chatted incessanily. i
dread of her father’s talking <o abont
“her money” again! -as if it weve lilcely
that she would put all that mone, away

those poor darlings want foc angthing!
But after tea. when the raiiway cur:

gage in a van, and one of her trunks
was opened i1 the parior, the previous
brightness of this wouderful evening
redoubled tu amazing intensity for the
voung Caerlyons.  Wonderinl  “sicter
VWinnie - that iz to say. this clegant
young lady in black. with her Amovinan
fashioned hair and dress who chey were
told was the realization uf the mythical
sister —she. had forgotten nooodv. and
“evervbody” had more beautiiul tuirgs
thun “everybody else” for prescnts.

At the very top of the trunk was a
silkk umbrella —such a superh rain-shade
wae never seen -in double brown silk,
and with ivory bhandle and silver name-
plate.

“p know. fatuer. you always had a
funey for smart wmbretlas.” said Winuie:

York.”
Then there was a black velvet jaeket

g

—*“the height of the Paris fashion.” very
rich, but simply trimmed.
“Mamma. I know that's a funew of

yours,” she remarked. smiling: =1 « .sn't
very sure of anything else, bui | "new
sou used to like black velvets o) mu-n”

“My dear, you are very kinl" =.iid
Elizabeth Caerivon, touched aund sar-
prised out of all volubility, more ut the
faithful memory that had remewbered
her likings and faneies all these :ears
than anything else.

“T did not knew what to bring Serah
Matilda,” began Winnie again. and then

young lady’s heart grew colder and
heavier, “but [ imagined, if vou would
not think her too voung to wear it—

a new kind of fluted ‘rimmiag in two
shades. would become her very vail”

“A silk dress—for met” faintly ejacu-
lated Sarah Matilda.

“Yen, dear—there it is,” said Winnie;
and, peering reverentially between the
folds of silk paper. and occasicaally feel-
ing, with quivering fingers. the smooth
nese, and richness of the rustling fabrie,
Sarah Matilda paseed the rest of the

Other treasures—unrolled from silk
ing, and 3
frem out that wonderful

“What did ‘e do with the splendid
sealskin jacket., Winnie,” asked her
- pmotier

“the one Captain Treden-
a8, Sae ‘v before ‘e went awav?”
?.v\mm,. hesitated a moment. and the
“olor dyved all her face in a burning
blush that ehe &trove to hide.

“Why - that is it!” she said, with a
shiort, nervous laugh. pointing to the
cedar box. "It is as good as ever. and
it hay kept me warm for seven long
]wh‘nt«rh. It was a beautiful one, certain-
V.

'k took good care of it. at  all
eveats ’ obaerved Mrs. Caerlyon, with
a dry insinuating smile. looking at the
soft, uncrushed fur and satin linings.
And then she sat a long time in silence.
covertly studying her step-dangiter's
winsome geutle face and light figure,
and troubling ler poor. manceuvring
braius with numberless hastily sketeh-
ed out plane,

1t won't do to say a word - slhe was
alwavs such # queer maid.” she said
to herself. But “one word” Mrs. Caerl:
von lelt that she must say, prompted
as she was by the &ight of Stephen
Tredennick’s long-ago gift, and those
Lastily-sketched  mental plans. “It
might be -who could tell® stranger
things had happened.”  ~he thought.
showing by words aloud whither the
secret current of her meditations had
sone.

“Did ‘e know, Winnie, that the Kast

A Bad Heart,
ks Cause and Cure

Many, rirmly Convinced They Are
Dying-of Heart Trouble, Have Of-
ften the Strongest Hearts.

Sometimes vou wake up at  night.
heart throbbing like a steam engine.
Your breathing is short aud irregu-
lar; paine shoot througi the chest

and abdomen. and cause horrible anx
iety.

Your trouble isn't with the heart at

at a!ll. These sensations are the out-
come of indigestion, which hgs caus-
ed mas to form on the stomach and

press against the heart.

Just read what happened to Isaac
Malloux, of Belle River, Ont.:

“Three months ago | was a weak.
sickly man. My appetite was poor.
food fermented in my stomach. I h&d
sour risings and- indigestion. At night

I would often weaken with gas in
the stomach and heart palpitation.
“I consulted my doctor and used

remedies that my friends advised. Noth-

ing helped.

“One dav [ received a sample of
Dr. Hamilton's Pills, and my ecure
commenced. To-day 1 have a vigor-

ous appetite, strong heart actiom, and
no sign of indigestion. I feel young-
er and healthier than ever before.”
Your druggist or storckeeper sells
Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, 25¢ per box or
five’ boxes for $1.00. By mail from

be emormous. That evening blotted out

’ A

Y i

The Catarrhozone Co.. Buffalo, N. Y,

and K-lltﬂ' ton, Canada.

mother remarked, with her usual Blunt |

Caerlyon, seated at a Lttle |,

me,” returned Madam peevishly;
have the will, but I certainly have not
the way—unless I wish to catch my
death of cold with salt spray and north-
west wind.” She sank back in her chair,
drawing a crimson Indian shawl around
her with another shiver. “You wrap up
in those e 5 mackintosh
things, and felt hate and boot-tops —
such an eccentric costume for a young
lady!—and so, I dare say, hail, rain,
and snow are alike to you; but my dif-
ferent epecies of outdeor attire pre-
vents me from attempting such feats
of exercise.”

{To be Continued.)

&

HE FOUND THEM
NO FATH CURE

BUT DODD'S KIDNEY PILLS CLEAR-
ED OUT W. F. BLACK'S SCIATICA

i

He Was in Agony When a Friend
Gave Him a Box. Now He Recom-
_mends Them to Everybody.

Newcaetle, N. B., Jan. 27-—(Special).—
'[n these cold winter days when the chill
winds crystalize the uric acid in the
blood and cause the pangs of Rheuma-
tism and Sciatica to bring sleepless
mights to many a home, a man’s best
friend is he who ean tell his neighbor
of a sure cure for his tortures. Such a
friend ie Wm. F. Black, of this place.
He suffered from Seiatica and Jame back.
He was so bad that he could not lace
his boots or turn in bed. Dodd’s Kidney
Pills eured him, and he wants all his
reighbors to kpow of the cure.

“Yes,” Mr. Black says, in an inter-
view, “I was so bad with Seciatica and
Lame Back that [ couldn’t lace my shoes
or turn in bed, when a friend gave me
about a third of a box of Dodd’s Kidney
Pills. [ started taking them without
much faith in their curative powers, and
fcund them all they were recommended.

“Now [ am recommending Dodd’s Kid-
ney Pills to all sufferers from Kidme
Diseaee.” ;

Dodd’s Kidnev Pills are no faith cure.
They're a simple but sure cure for die-
ea~ed kidueya.

MONKEYSHINES

)

The Wise Child.

1t is = mistake.
It’s too good to be true.
Precoeity is unmatural.
Let the chiidren be reai children.
What if they don’t please older peo-

le?
P Simply don’t let these older people
see them.

In short. let the parents momopolise
the family wisdom.

If these parents only had more, fewer
children would be ruined.

Absolute regutarity in rising. retiring
and meal hours is one necessity.

This Case Proves That the Best and
Strongest Liniment Ever Made
Is Nerviline.

When it comes to determining the
real merit of a medicine, no weight of’
evidence is more convincing than the
straightforward statement of eome re-
liable and well-known person who has
been cured. For this reason we print’
the verbatim etatement of Juan B
Powell, written from his home in Carle-
ton. “I am a stropg, powerful man_ six
feet tall, and weigh nearly two hundred.
I have been accustomed all my life tox
lift great weights, but one day I over-
did it, and wrenched my back badly.
Every tendon and muscle was sore. To:
stoop or bend . was agony. I had &
whole bottla of Nerviline rubbed on im'
one day, and by night I was well again.
I know of no liniment poeeessing one-,
half the penetration and pain-subduing:
properties of Nerviline. I urge its use
strongly as an invaluable liniment and
household cure for all minor aliments,
such as strains, sprains, ewellings, neur-
algia, sciatica, lumbago, rheumatism,
and muscular pain.”

No better medicine for curing pein
was ever put in a bottle than Nerviline
—rub it on and rub it in—that rubs out
all aches, vains and sorenegss, Large fam-
ily size, 50¢; trial size, 23¢, all deulers,
or The Catarrhozone Co., Buffalo, N.Y.,
and Kingston. Ont.

FICTION AND FACT

t JUST PURCHASED
A RRRE OLO
RELIC  FRom
THE BUKE OF
8un GO0 FOK
ONE

- CUSTOMS IN NEW GUINEA.

Fresh details of interest conetrnibg
the little known land of New Guiges,
have recently been brought home by the
Finnish student and travelier, Dr. Gun-
nar Landtman,

Few parts of the world still contain
so many remnants of the life of the
pure, savage as does this vast island,
and for mapy years past it has natur-
ally attracted a large ehare of atten-
tion from all wno make a study of
anthropology. Until recently cannibal-
ism was prevalent, but it is now con-
fined to a few tribes, and when Arch-
bishop Donaldson was among them
some years ago he found that the na-
tives, many of whom had been con-
verted into Christianity, were extremely
unwilling to talk about their old waye.

R. W. Willismson, who returned from
a year stay among the Malulu savages,
had, however, another story to tell, for,
this section of the people can still enjoy,
a banquet of human flesh. They do not’
slaughter their victims merely for greed,!
but wait until a battle or private fight'
can give them both a meal and the ex-
cuse for taking it.

In other respects he described them
as being a simple and quiet race, with
an extremely complicated religion, the
origin of which they did not in the leaat
know., They believed that the fig tree
and certain other plantse were haunted,
while their lives were to a great extent
spent in fear of sorcery.

Dr. Landtman entirely confirms
these storfes of their wonderful imagin-
ative nature, snd! he relates how they
tell remarkably long and complicated’
tales of romance, in which the fortunes
of hero and heroine are marred by the
machinations of witches. In most of
their stories can be seen a dim resem-
blance to the fairv legends of Europe, a
point which shouid attract the attention
of the student of comparative re re-
ligion. Of their morals he speaks in the
highest terms, yvet he relates that their
code allows u ceremonial exchange of
wives,

The Papuane, who comprise the ma-
jority of the iuhabitants, are a people
of fine physique, and according to the
latest reports, are fond of sports, im
which the women join with the men, the
game being not unlike our English hos-
key. Many of the trfbes in the moun-
tains still live by raids on lowland dise'
tricts, but in other parts the people are
quietly earning a living from cultivating
the soil. —~London Standard.
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It on the blouse.

It is on the coat also.

But it s never on blouses.

It is on the leit side ©of the chest.

dn it a handkerthief is jJuuntiPy
placed. .

It also is large enough for onc's car /
fare purse.

Many a man has been sold who didn*t
get the price.
The cadets will leave Halifax “:r Eng-
land on February lst. )
Autograph hunters Werezfter wilt
have to pay a mark for each request te
a mmeber of the Proteetive Association
of German Authors.
| A woman may know a man like a
| booi, but she ean’t look ahend and see |

i o it -




