is blended o
young

leavesﬁods that yield |

richly of their delicious g?‘od- Sy g R X
ness. Try SALADA to-day. hard un o sa
— — of ghehgy when the
| A Heunting Melody. i the whal sty |
eard it only once—long years ago— i ingi plun what

ln:tmamg:mgm”eu; thousand rills and stmamlets,ﬁlhd!’iadthﬂnzht.w'aseermgdeﬁhl_nthe.
i AB on the air the sweet notes rose and | the forests with a droning' music. In iy torrent of the ehasm. Her miracu-'
i 1 . the warm sun the crimson bakneesh :0US escape from the waters—and how
fa glowed like blood. In the open spaces Shé was discovered, nearly dead, by
They thrilled me through, ahd made i}e air was scented-with the perfume. Tubos, the toothless old €ree whom
; my dull heart glow! of Blue Flowers. In the trees and P out of pity had allowed to
{ bushes mated birds were building their in part of his domain. l

| What -name it bore e’en yet I do mot|nests. After the long s of winter He felt within himself the
ke e s ot ok o b gy g, the B, o, (o, ne el

i i r

Whose was that fine concept I cannot g:asog: Eaepne g:e Mttms 00T, of the world for the Willow and in'
s was going”home. Not to matehood— the flames he could see faithful old!
But life I feit was good, and all was but to Nepeese. He knew that she was Tuboa as he called on his last stren hi
well, there now, perhaps at the very edge of to bear Nepeese over the long ‘
While that rich stream of melofy d1d|the chasm where he had seen her last. that lay between the chasm and his!
flow! cabin; he caught shifting visions of.

A CHIC TWO-PIECE SPORTS"
COSTUME.

"Tis strange how these sweet sounds
hold us in thrall
Stir our emotions howsoe’er they will?
E’en now, across the years, I feel al
thrill
As vainly I those notes strive tg recall;
And long to hear, if ‘twere but once
again, -
That sweet elusive air—that haunting
strain! .

—Richard Hartley.

The Wonders of Nature.

Even the most ordinary appearing
tree is truly one of the most remark-
able things in the world. An oak fifty
years of age has more than five hun-
dred thousand leaves each year.

The main artery of each leaf has at
least one thousand branch arteries

Its entry in any sports event will!
wake the wearer outstandingly smart. |
It also is an ideal vacation and travel !

frock because of its dark figured ma-"
terial and trimming-bands. The blouse:
designed with extra length, the:

ﬁv& are long and well fitting, and|
neck opening is not only chic and!
uthful, but fits closely. The set-in|
ets and narrow beit are other!
tures essential to the ideal sportsi
gestume. The skirt has the popular;
ldek plaits at centre front and side!
seams, and is joined to a smooth-|
fitting bodice top. Both the hlouse!
and skirt are cut in sizes 34, 36, 38, 40,
and 42 inches bust. The blouse in size'
86 bust requires 214 yards of 36-inch’
or 40-inch material. The skirt in size!
36 bust requires 1% yards of 26-inch’
or 40-inch material, with 13% yards:
additianal for bodice. Each pattern
20 cents.

Our Fashion Book, illustrating the!
newest and most practical styles, will |
be of interest to every home dress-
maker. . Price of the book 10 cents the
copy. -Each copy includes one coupon |
good for five cents in the purchase of |

any pattern.

!

“We” can accomplish more than “I”
ean ever do.
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wich ‘car- be seen by the naked eye.
That makes five hundred million veins
on the leaves alone.

For each square inch of the trunk’s
diameter the tree has 2,500 arteries
which carry sap to the leaves and
branches. Its 500 square inches there-
fore have one and a quarter million
arteries or veins.

The strength required to lift the sap
to the tep ef the tree through an ar-
terial pipe would be too great except
for one thing, Each pipe-vein has a
valve for each and every quarter inch
of its heighth or length.

The sap starts up from the roots.
It goes through the first valve by push-
ing upward, the valve then closes un-
til the sap has passed through the next
valve, then is pushed open again by
the next quarter inch of sap. Thus the

weight. .

In the marshes are reeds which have *
very large valves, so large that ¥ou
can see them with the naked eye if
you cut them into sections.
straw there are no valves because they
have shrunken away as the wheat has.1

valves form a sort of pith but are hard-
ly distinguishable owing to the fact'
-that they 2re always filled with sap
which colors them.

To get a good idea of the natural!

ed slowly to the

throat, and after a moment or two, he fire. Then she said:
said softly, and with an effort.

up and his nose tilted to the blue sky -I who must kill him. So I came, with
he was sniffin
tl;athcafme s d th dow?
of the forests and the green meadow?
Why was it that he trembled now as in her eyes as she added, almost in
he stood there? What was there in Whisper—“You will not go to

the air?
his
ques
here—death and desertion, that was Two days ago. I sent word that I d
all. And then, all at once, there came not died, but was here—wditing for,
from Baree a Strange cry—almost a him—and that I would be Iskwao now, beast—in there!
human cry—and he was gone like the his wife.
wind.

he and the Willow had disported so
could hear the rippling of water, and yegges
sap goes rapidly through the valves, K as he quested for Nepeese. He expect-
which all the time keep it from falling . ed to see her there, her slim white Byt she felt—and her soul was beat.
back to the roots owing to its great|body shimmering in some dark sha- jjg Jike the wings of a bird.

jdow of overhanging spruce, or glieam-

ithe warm splashes of sunlight.
In wheat gther side, the shelving banks -under
ripened, but in' the green straws the the surface, and in the midst of which

) hel'.
iborne upon him that she was not there,

They would be playing together again
soon, as they hﬂlayed yesterday,
and the day before that, and in his
joy he barked up into CarvePs face,
and urged him to greater speed. Then
they came to the clearing, and once
more Baree stood like a rock. Carvel
saw the charred ruins of the burned
cabin, and a moment later the two
graves under the tall spruce. He be-
gan to understand as his eyes.retu.rn-!

l
weeks of hunger and of intense colzf
in which the Willow’s life hung by a|
single thread. And at last, when the'
snows were deepest, Tuboa had died.|
Carvel’s fi s clenched in the
strands of the Willow’s braid. A deep
breath rose out of his chest, and he
said, staring deep into the fire: |

“To-morraw I will go to Lac Bain.”.
For a moment Nepeese did not ans-|

dog. A great swelling rose in his Wer.- She, too, was looking into the:

' “Tuboa meant tg liill himl&when t}e‘le;
“ ’ » spring came, an e could travel.
Bm (Iﬁﬁe:f hyezt;.rewygtrgehis head When Tuboa died I knew that it was’

Tuboa’s gun. It was fresh loaded—
{esterday. And—M’sien Jeem”—she -
ooked up at him, a triumphant glow
a

the air. What was it
im with the perfumes

Carvel asked himself, and Bain. I -have sen,? a messenger.” !
uesting eyes tried to answer the' ‘A messenger?
%ions. Nothing. There was death' “Yes, Ookimow Jeem—a messenger.

mow Jeem—he will come fast.

Carvel had thrown off his pack. He you shall not kill him. Non!” She

dropped his rifle beside it now, and smiled into his face, and the throb of ran awa
followed Baree.
straight across the open, into the gun is loaded,” she said softly.
dwarf balsams and into a grass-grown will shoot.” :
path that had once been worn by the
travel of feet. He ran until he was from Lac Bain it is—" |
panting for breath, and then stopped
and listened. :
of Baree. But that old trail led on i{he
under the forest trees, and he follow- .5 ..ing
ed itr

He ran swiftly, Carvel’s heart was like a drum. “Th«Ia’
“ur

“Two days age,” said Carvel. “And

L “He will be here to-morrow,” Ne-
He could hear nothing e answered him: “To-morrow, as
zoes down, he will enter the

I know. My blood has been
“inging it all day. To-morrow—to-
morrow—for he will travel fast, Ooki-
mow Jeem. Yes, he will come fast.”

Carvel had bent his head. The soft
gripped in his fingers were
to his lips. The Willow, look-
ing again into.the fire, did not see.

Close to the deep, dark pool in which
often Baree, too, had stopped. He,

his eyes shone with a gleaming fire .yryshed

“Ookimow Jeem,” she whispered——'
a breath, a flutter of the lips so soft
that Carve! heard no sound.

If old Tuboa had Leen there that
night it is possible he would have read
strange warnings in the winds that
whispered now and then softly in the
treetops. It was such a night; a night
when the Red Gods whisper low am-
ong themselves, a carnival of glory in
which @ven the dipping shadcws and
the high stars seemed to quiver with
the life of a potent language. It is
barely possible that old Tuboa, with

ing suddenly white as snow in onéqu
is
eyes sought out their old hiding
places; the great split rock on the

which they used to dive like otter, the
spruce boughs that dipped down to

the Willow loved to screen her naked
body while he searched the peol for
And at last the realization was

that he had still farther to go.

i

low’s arms tightened round‘h’is neck as

000-00, he will come, Ooki-' from Lac Bain—and Baree——"
And| Truth flashed upon C

"¢t throbbed against him; her breath
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In the edge of the spruce
Carvel rolled uneasliy.
were rousing ¢
haustion ¢ to hi

toward the tepee. Nepeese was in thef
open, crying the name she had given!
him — “Ookimow  Jeem — Ookimow '
Jeem—Ookimow Jeem: ”  She was
standing there white and slim, her'
eyes with the blaze of the stars in!
them, and when she saw Carvel she
flung out her arms to him, still cry-;
ing: ,

“Oockimow Jeem—Q0o0-00, Ookimow
Jeem——" :

In the tepee he heard the rage of a!
beast; the moaning cries of a man. He
forgot that it was only last night he'
had come, and with a cry he swept
the Willow to his breast, and the Wil-(

R ) : - X N

"Na

Use enough
Al enough Rinso
tonﬁg ml-:ung suds that
X ?h:uer the c[othes
are in. secret_of Rinso’s
wonda‘ﬁﬂ clecnsmg wer

she moaned: Hes h these ﬁrm, ﬂChp:udS.

“Ookimew Jeem—it is the man-!
It is the man-beast = E R

el, and he
caught Nepeese up in his arms 3
with her from the so
that had grown sickening and =
rible. In the spruce thicket he put
her feet once more to the ground. Her
arms were still tight around his neck;
he feit the wild terror of-her body as

Rinso suds soak dirt out
gently and thoroughly—ne

was sobbing, and her eyes were on
his face. He drew her closer, and
suddenly he crushed his face down

close against hers and felt for an in- more harmful rubbing. Your
stant the warm thrill of her lips  clothes come snowy white. = ~ —-
against his own. Rinso is made by the makers

|
“He is dead, Nepeese.” |
“Dead, Ookimow Jeem?” |
“Yes. Baree killed him.” !

She did not seem to breathe. Gently
with his lips in her hair, Carvel
whispered his plans for their par-
adise. *

~of Lux, the largest socap
makers in the world.

Lever Brothers Limited, Toronto R0 (‘ ;
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“No one will know, my sweetheart. Decei
To-night I wiil bury him and burn the lved by Truth.
tepee.  To-morrow we will start for  Honesty may always be the best

Nelson House, where there is a Mis-
sioner. And after that—w> will come
back—and I will build a new cabin
where the old one burned. Do you

policy, but it is not always without
dangers. About 1600 Ambrose Spinola
was an Italian and Spanish general of
love me, ka sakahet?” all the troops fighting their way in

“Oui—yes—Ookimow Jeem—I love Holland. One day he was on his way
you » to Holland from Madrid and he stop-

Suddenly there came an interrup- Ped in Paris to talk with Henry IV,
tion. Baree at last was giving his who was known to be seccretly ‘un-
cry of triumph. It rose to the stars; friendly to the countries represented

across the veins, press hard and slowly

i  He went on to the tepee. The lit-
valves ask an elderly person who has tle open space in which they had built
prominent veins to let you experiment. their hidden wigwam was flooded with

Starting on the arm, half way back | sunshine that came through a break
to the elbow, place your finger flat'in the forest to the west. The tepee
still there. It did not seem very

his ninety years behind him, would
have learned something, or that at
least he would have suspected a thing
which Carvel in his youth and confi-
dence did not see. To-morrow—he

-the hand. In this experiment you can.

1 lotate the valves of the veins and you

can get a remarkable insight into the'
blood circulation system. Notice as’
You pass from one valve to another
that the blood enters with a rush when
a valve is allowed to open. i

In the trunk and branches of the big
oak tree there are no fewer than ome |
thousand billion valves while the*
leaves have ten times that numlmr,l
figures which are unimaginable, a total ‘
approximating ten million millions of

i

i valves. #

In addition to all these things the
trees have their seeds. Few big trees
have fewer than a hundred thousand
seeds and if each and every ome of
them were to take root and grow, the'

. whole world would be covefed with!',g,
{ dense forests in ﬂvg ¥ears.

S8 = |
The Oldest Pen. |
The stylus is a little rod of bone
about six inches long. A cross-section |
is triangular in shape. The rod is eut'
off sharply at one end, and when this
end is pressed in damp clay it leaves
a wedge-shaped impression. Such a!
bone stylus is described as the qidest!
pen, used at least 4,000 years ago. Msn!
is the only writing animal. Back of.
the stylus are more primitive members |
of the pen family—chisels to cnt‘int«:t
the stone, thorns to scratch on hides, |
flint splinters with which to furrow
cave walls, bones and sticks with:
which to make the first erude marks tn'
sand or dirt. The ancestors of the'
pencil mclude bits of lead, chalk and'
earth and the ends of charred sticks.
’_

Among -the Papuans there is a be-:
Hef that a man guilty of murder is
doomed to Mwein a swamp in the next
world.

. s
Minard’s Liniment for Backache.

run your finger towards the palm gg:much changed to Baree. And rising

, was willI c}omehtt()i-moré‘ovi ! e i
exultant, had said that. ut to o
from the ground in front of the tepee T,},,; the trees might have whisper-
the still air—the smoke of & small fire. —,, midnight when the big moon
Over the fire was bending a person, oo 4¢ull above the little open in the
and it did not strike Baree as amt;? Yoreit. Ii the the Willow was |
L, oF ;tn]:!llhamxe ml ed, f:h:}tininlg sleeping. In a balsam ‘shadow back
P o her back. C He whined from the fire slept Baree, and still
iy t h;.:l:dn . t!:: Person grew a !arther back in the edge of a spruce
and at b 4 tarned slowl ,thicket slept Carvel. Dog and man
httll]ever;gtlg’enu;t seemed quiteyt.he most Were tired. They had travelled far
natural thing in the worid that it s Cast ihati day, aud fhey heard mo.
ould be Nepeese ther. !
b Iostbehg vesterday. Today he had _ But they had travelled neither so
found her. = And in answer to his far nor so fast as Bush McTaggart.'
i . i ise and midnight he had |
whine there came a sobbing cry e;n snnnl;xie an Bad)
straight out of the soul of the Willow. tc::le orty miles when he strode into-
Carvel found themhéhedrﬁ a few mkx)n- Clﬂr%l:fic:hﬁre Pl:ll;ot s cab;rfl m
gim o th:hedcgwfsillo:’s breast canss forest he had called; and now, when'
ow was crying—crying iike a he found no answer, he stood under
n Baree’s neck. He’ did‘;lgt inte;;ngeetg:ed,mbntto be mmgﬁg rﬁftef
them, but waited; as was exhaustion co
e ed momethitg T the sobbing voice Still the fire that burned in his blood.

it wailed over the roofs of the forests
and filled the quiet skies—a wolfish
howl of exultation, of achievement, of
vengeance fulfilled. Its echoes died
slowly away, and silence came again.

The Willow . A great peace whispered in the soft

breath of the treetops. Out of the

by Spinola. Henry quietly pumped
Spinola as to his plans for carrying
on his war and Spinola explained all
his military plans without reserve.
Henry supposed, of course, that Spino-
la was lying to him and telling just the

north came the mating call of a loon.
About Carvel’s shoulders the Willow’s
arms crept closer. And Carvel! out
of his heart, thanked God.

(The End.)

opposite of his plans, so Henry quicks
ly communicated his story and said he
knew that it was all a feint and he had
his men work with that idea in mind.
Unfortunately Spinola went ahead just
as he had said and he carriel everys
thing before him, so much so that later
Henry remarked: “Others decelve
their enemies by fa'sehoods, Spinoal
by truth.”

and the stiliness of the forest seemed It had been blazing all day, and now, | -y
to whisper to him a bit of the story —S0 near its realization and its tri- .!
of the burned cabin and the two umph—the old passion was like a' | inY Kit P
graves, and the meaning of the Call drunkening wine in his veins. Some- ‘ our -4
that had come to Baree from out of Where, near where he stood, Nepeese Shack Kills. -
the south. | was waiting for him, waiting for him.| gne—“I was greatly shocked while &ht_‘ttheml{qfth_chst of 3
; ‘Onceinngaiﬁnehe cnlzieq, ht:is lmea.rthbe;t-i motoring to-day. As I passed a man in’ mﬁlmb“ ‘;.a tin iy

CHAPTER XXXI. ﬁéied. amfr:e ::s c:‘poa u‘::w:i e Anls&‘ his car he dropped dead.” g AL Mustar ~ o

That night there was a new camp-fer, for a thrilling instant his breath| He—‘Maybe you tl}'oughtlessly gave Men who fish and men who :
fire in the open. It was not a small stopped. He sniffed the air—and there him the right of way. ' M-ﬁ Bavm what a sp;rmngfs A
fire, built with the fear that other came to him faintly the smeil of > X “ott;rmlx:istard cs’éy by
eyes might see it, but a fire that sent gmoke. Gradusatios. _ ; mthe cold water, adds
its flames high. In the glow of it  With the first instinct of the forest e i e Tt s B, to the ham, bacon, fowl, ven-
stood Carvel. And as the fire had man he fronted the wind that was but| Farental pride in the diploma is the ison amd other good things e

changed from that small smouldering s faint breath under the sartlit skies.| richly deserved compensation of the they eat in camp. >

heap over which the Willow had cook- He did not call again, but hastened
ed her dinner, so Carvel, the officially across the clearing.
dead outlaw, had changed. The beard somewhere —
was gone from his face; he had '

thrown off his caribou-skin coat; his
sleeves were rolled up to
and there was a wild flush

old folks at home—and they worked

more than four years for it. i) Limlted

COLMAN-KEEN (
102 Am! Street

i TREAL 3T

) o
Valuable. 5
A flawless emerald is worth, carat
for carat, three times the value of &,
similar diamond. .|
. -
140 Peany Varieties In Garden. i ;
A Duiuth woman aas a garden con-
tainifg 140 dffferent varieties of the‘
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