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candy making.

You may prefer it

—

it Edwardsburg
‘Crown Brand’ Corn Syrup

is so economical and so good, that it is little wonder that mullions
of pounds are eaten every year in the homes of Canada.

‘Crown Brand’'—the children’s favorite—is
equally good for all cooking purposes and

WLILY WHITE' is apure while Corn Svrup,
ol so pronounced in flavor as ‘Crown BLrand’.

AGK YOUR GROCER—IN 2,5,10 AND 20 LB. TINS
The Canada Starch Co. Limited, Montreal

Manufacturers of the famous Edwardsburg Brands
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— ‘ lacle, for T left him with scarcely a
AN R R R R | gasp in -his lu}dj.-', and I was nearly
Fﬁ.“* ' done myself.
E;‘i |  “It was,” Oom Sam said, “veree
Spread N | wonderful The natives who were
].'ﬂi | chasing you, they found him, and
the Breﬂd N | then the Englishman whom you met
Brand’ Com N in Bekwando on his way inland, he

with ‘Crown | rescued him. You see that little white

Si?iﬁﬁ ﬂ;::: ;::.Ll;c.tzlaﬂg;f'tllj; | house with a flagstaff ftrm!Er?*f .
completely satisfied. | He pointed to a little one-story
Sreadr and Gy ot Brand 1 hml-:itmg:TaL:m;t.“a Ei:;-icf away along the
A = 3 coast. rent not SN :
fzgiil—?icl{.m:ii-:[\ﬁlt:i Eill::;fﬁl Q “That is,” Oom Sam said, “a 51-‘“””’:
that go to build up sturdy, F of the Basle Mission and old _I"r'iuntg.'
healthy children. : is there. You can go and see him any
h time you like, but he will not know
R you." 5
f}? “Ts he as far gone as that?"” Trent
) asked slowly. ,
N “His mind,” Oom Sam said, “is
N ' pone. One little flickering spark of
8 life goes on. A day! a week! who
3 can tell how long?”
N “Has he a doctor?” Trent asked.
% “The missionary, he is a medical
3 | man,” Oom Sam explained. “Yet he
; is long past the art of medicine.”

It seemed to Trent, turning at that
| moment to relight his cigar, that a
| look of subtle intelligence was flashed
| from one to the other of the brothers.
| He paused with the match in his fin-

there was some scheme hatched al-
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was time indeed that he had come.
“There was something else I want-

ed to ask,” he said a maoment or two

later. “What about the man Francis.

THE GOLDEN

Cr '‘The Adventures of Leddard.”

By the Author of “What He Cost Her."

Has he been heard of lately 7"
Oom Sam shook his head.

K EY “Ten months ago,” he answered, “a

passed him on his way to the interior.

He spoke of visiting Sugbaroo, an-

| there he will surely never return.
|  Trent set down his glass wﬁhnut_a
1 | word, and called to some Kru boys in
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CHAPTER XXIIL

After six weeks incessant throb-
bing the great engines were still, and
the Dunottar Castle lay at anchor a
mile or two from the African coast
and off the town of Attra. The heat,
which in motion had been hard enough
to beaw, was positively stifling now.
The sun burned down upon the glassy
cea and the white deck till the var-
nish on the rails eracked and blister-
ed, and the sweat streamed like wa-
ter from the faces of the laboring
seamen., Below at the ship’s side
half a dozen surf boats were waiting,
manned by Kru boys, who alone
seemed perfeetly comfortable, and
cheerful as usual. All around were
preparations for landing—boxes were
heing hauled up from the hold, and
people were going about in search of
small parcels and deck-chairs and
missing acquaintances. Trent, in
white linen clothes and puggaree,
was leaning over the railing, gazing
towards the town, when Da Souza
cimeé un to him—

“Last morning, Mr. Trent!”

Trent glanced round and nodded.

“Are yvou disembarking here?” he
asked.

Da Souza admitted the fact. “My
hivother will meet me,” he said. “He
is very afraid of the surf beats, or he

would have come out to the steamer. |

You remember him ?”

“Yes, 1 remember him,” Trent an-
sweared, “He was not the sort of per-
son one forpets.”

“He is a very rough diamond,” Da
Souza said apologetically. “He has
hived here so long that he has become
almost half a native.”

“And the other half a thief,” Trent
muttered.

Da Souza was not in the least of-
fended,

o'l am afraid,” he admitted, “that
nis morals are not up to the Thread-
needle Street piteh, eh, Myr. Trent?
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FOR
HEADACHES, BILIOUSN ESS

CONSTIPATION,

INDIGESTION

Nearly all our minor ailments. and manv
of the serious ones, too, are traceable to
soune disorder of the stomach, liver, and
bowels. If you wish to avoid the mis-
eries ot indigestion, acidity, heartburn,
flatulence, headaches, constipation, and
@ host of other distressing ailments, you
must see to it that vour stomach, liver

and bowels are al t
TRY are equal to

the work they have to
totake 30 drops

do. Itisa simple matter
: ¢ of Mother Seigel's Syrup
daily,aller meals, yet thousands of former
guﬁ::n:rs have banishied indigestion. bil-
iousness, constipation, and all their dis-
tressing consequences in just this simple
way. Profit by their experience. Asa
digestive tonic and stomachic remedy,
Mother Seigel's Syrup is unsurpassed.

MOTHER ™

SEIGEL’S

SYRUP.

THE Nrw .00 Size CONTAINS I TINES AS MUCH
AS THE TRIAL SIZE SOL.D AT S)c PER BOTTLE.
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the square who carried litters.
“T am going,” he said, “to find

But he has made quite a great deal of | Monty.”

money. Oh, quite a sum, I can as- . =y
JOL R pends e Bome Yer CHAPTER XXIV.

“Well, if he’s carrying on the same An old man, with his face turned to
old game,” Trent remarked, “he { the sea, was making a weary attempt
ought to be coining it! By the by, at digging upon a small potato patch.

' The bhlaze of the tropical sun had be-
| come lost an hour or so before in a
strange, grey mist, rising not from
the sea, but from the swamps which
lay here and there—brilliant, verdant
| patches of poison and pestilence. With

of course he knows exactly where
Monty 1s?”

“It is what I was about to say,” Da
Souza assented, with a vigorous nod

of the head. “Now, my dear Mnr.
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ers, puzzled, suspicious, anxious. So ; .
S ! P 1 2 liwa,-:.:;gmg feebly, and he was casting

readv between these precious pair! It |
y P P 'wards the town.

trader from Lulabulu reported having |

| some one coming out from the
| other country beyond. If he ventured |
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ch Yet Delicate—
Full of Aroma.

Ri

is blended from selected hili-grown
teas, famed for their fine flavoury
qualities. Imitated yet never equalled.

P o

meaning. Trent, carried away for a|
moment by an 1mpulse of pity, felt
only disappointment at the hopeless-
ness of his task. He would have been
honestly glad to have taken Monty
whom he had known back to England,
but not this man! For already that
brief flash of awakened life seemed to
have died away. Monty's head was

—_—
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1 Fashion Hints
b 5 m

Odds and Ends of Gossip.

' The newest of new blouses are yet
of the frail fabries, the crepe geor-
gette, chiffon, silk lace and filmy net,
but even so, they button up the back.
Even so the collars are eut low in the
front, scooting up in the rear, high
above the ears and sometimes fanning
the coiffure. The sleeves are adorable,
quaintly old-fashioned, and as piquant
as the left eye of a coquette. Puffs,
madame, and more puffs, one upon
another, falling, tumbling, rippling
down the arm, from neck line to little
finger tip. Also, there are high puri-
tanical cuffs of exauisite frail em-
, broidery! French-bound buttonholes
are seen also.
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little, furtive glances to-

“Please go away,” he said. “I
don't know wvou, and you give me a
pain in my head. Don’t you know
what it is to feel a buzz, buzz buzzing
inside? I can’t remember things. It's
no use trying.”

“Monty, why do you look so often
that way?"” Trent said quietly. “Is
town

continual

to see you?”

Monty threw a quick glance at him
and Trent sighed. For the glance
was full of cunning, the low cunning
of the lunatic eriminal.

“No one, no one,” he said hastily.
“Who should come to see me? I'm
only poor Monty. Poor old Monty’s
got no friends. Go away and let me
dig.”

Trent walked a few paces apart,
and passed out of the garden to a low,
shelving bank and looked downward | couldn’t oust them. They are neces-
where a sea of glass rippled on to the | sary because they are comfortable and
broad, firm sands. What a picture ! onyenient. A Goupy model is all in
of desolation! The grey, hot mist,

Separate waists for street suits are

lﬂs good as ever. The princess gown

| ure of that old man from whose brain

the whitewashed cabin, the long, ugly white, of silk veiling and a new fine

: SRR e e net-cm'{_led velvet. Very lovely! A
potato patch, the weird, p 1 g satcy Hie Podise it eraum At e

' trimmed with

| Trent, I know that you will have your
| way. It is no use my trying to dis-
suade yvou to listen. You shall waste
' no time in searching for Monty. My

' brother will tell yvou exactly where he
o)

et

Trent hesitated, He would
' preferred to have nothing 'at all to
'do with Da Souza, and the very
thought of Oom Sam made him shud-
der. On the other hand, time was
ery valuable to him and he might
looking for the man
tell him at

have

| waste weeks
 whom Oom Sam could

' once where to find. On the whole it | know.

| was better to accept Da Souza’'s offer.
“Very well, Da Souza,” he said. “I
Ehnve no time to spare in this country

ithE better for all of us.

the better for both of us. We will
land together and meet him.”

Already the disembarking had com-
' menced. Da Souza and Trent took

|

|

| men stood facé to face.

and the sooner I get back to England [two and was silent.
If your bro- | disappointment
ther knows where Monty is, so much | vacuity of his face. Trent noticed that |

|
|

. their places side by side on the broad, |

flat-bottomed boat, and soon they were
' off shorewards and the familiar song

' kept us day after day in that villain- |

of the Kru boys as they bent over |
their oars greeted their ears. The
excitement of the last few strokes

. whom was Oom Sam. Trent was seiz-
ed upon by an Englishman who was
representing the Bekwando Land and
Mining Investment Company and,
- before he could regain Da Souza, a
few rapid sentences had passed be-
tween the latter.and his brother in
 Portuguese. Oom Sam advanced to
1Trent hat in hand—

i “Welcome back to Attra, Senor?”
’ Trent nodded curtly.

“Place 1sn't much changed,"” he re-
| marked.

“It is very slowly here,” Oom Sam
' sald, “that progress is made! The
. climate is too horrible. It makes dead
Isheep of men."”

“You seem to hang on pretty well,”
- Trent remarked carelessly. “Been up
 country lately ?”
| 1 was trading with the King
| Bekwando a month ago,” Oom
| answered.

“Palm-oil and mahogany
rum, I suppose,” Trent said.
| The man extended his hands and
| shrugged his shoulders. The old ges-
| ture,
| “They will have it,” he said. “Shall
we go to the hotel, Senor Trent, and
rest 2"

Trent nodded, and the three men
scrambled up the beach, across an
| open space, and gained the shelter of
' a broad balcony, shielded by a striped
awning which surrounded the plain
white stone hotel. A Kru boy wel-
comed them with beaming face, and
fetched them drinks upon a Brum-
magem tray. Trent turned to the
Englishman who had followed them
up.

I “To-morrow,” he said, “I shall see

vou about the contracts. My first
' business is a private matter with
| these gentlemen. Will you come here
' and breakfast with me?"

The Englishman, a survevor from
a London coffice, assented with enthu-
siasm.

“I can't offer to put vou up,” he
i said gloomily. “Living out here's
| beastly. See you in the morning,
' then."”

He strolled away, fanning himself.
Trent lit a long cigar.

“I understand,” he said, turning to
| Oom Sam, “that old Monty is alive
| still. If so, it's little short of a mir-

fl

of
Sam

for

vile

was barely over before they sprang | lowed us!
upon the beach, and were surrounded | Monty, and I don’t know how
by a little erowd, on the outskirts of Hescaped!

able George Trentham, you know, one
| of poor Abercrombie’s

' with me one night at the Travellers’!

| the

'sidled a little closer to Trent, “I think

n

| the light of life had surely passed
| forever. And yet Trent was puzzled.

| Monty’s furtive glance inland, his
breathed hard. This was an evil mo- | half-frightened,
ment for him. .

of any anticipated visit suggested
chmty turned round at the sound |
0

that there was some one else who was
his approaching footsteps. The two interested in his existence, and some
Trent looked |

: : ... (cret, Trent lit a cigar and sat down
eagerly for some sign of recognition | upon the sandy turf, Monty resumed

the mist came a moist, sticky heat, the
air was fetid. Trent wiped the per-
gpiration from his forehead and

half-cunning denial | fon, trimmed richly and

one, too, with whom he shared a se-

sulphur-colored Otto-
' man velvet ribbon. A Paquin dream
| of becomingness is of deep violet chif-
splendidly

with violet ribbon_with picot edge.
As companion for a Drecoil costume
of peacock green velour de laine,
there is a blouse made of yellow
radium silk, elaborately embroidered

—none came. y .y |his digging. Trent watched him |in gold and silver thread, with just
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husfﬁl} : }E?m Lnﬂ; Iqegt %,int_sﬁg through the leaves of a stunted tree, | enough cinnamon brown thread to
: ¥ - RIS n_ ,undETn'EH.th which he had thrown him- g'i!;g character and strength to the

went upl tt?l Be!;;vandn tﬂgethm,dyndu | self. dosios

ou you were ead, | ! ; \ , S1EgM.

Monty, or I w%.}uldn’t have left you.” | eigcll anT?é]#tr S:HEEEE ;ﬁhhlﬂﬁiglnipw Jacket effects appear now in
“Eh! What!” Jmpa.rhﬂ l;ad appai‘éntl}f '}'nrg'ntl:en a}]ri',blmlsEs. A white chiffon has a little
Monty mubbled for a moment or| i "3 T " Slodded  away | bolero of white Lierre lace and on

A look of dull| amongst the pnta‘tﬂ furrows, with | the bolero is a wide collar and revers

struggled with the |

his hands were shaking pitifully and look towards the town.

every now and then a long, searthingiﬂf lace,
Then there | of

‘came a black speck stealing across gyersleeves are of lace. On the front

The long undersleeves are

chiffon, and the three-quarter

Iiff;sa:fiih?:{m;j{sgf&, Y e i. the broad rice-field and up the steep ¢ ine bodice, forming a vestee ef-
i ) = - hill, a speck which in time took to| i Yocis P ; 1d
on, drawing a step nearer to him.| Sl fect, is a clever design done In o

| itself the semblance of a man,
| boy, naked as he was born save for a
'ragged loin-cloth, and clutching some-

“Don’t you remember what a beastly
time we had up in the bush—how they

| thing in his hand. He was invisible
'to Trent until he was close at hand;
it was Monty whose changed attitude
Tiis jand deportment indicated the ap-

Jo E0Rel ob smething ittt K
= § St Bor ; ad relinquis ~ and,
pull y mﬂ_;ﬁ,m&;ggﬁki dt{,_p,‘if;ri ;T;-l: ' after a long, stealthy glance towards

men now, both of us. You must come  the house, had advanced ‘{0 the E:;;
i q | ar * th to patch.
back to England and help me spend a tremaiboundarys oL uelpotato fp

bit ” His behavior here for the first time
LI;“.[ S had recovaredin Tiee] seemed to denote the hopeless lunatic,

i }f s EEL”“ETE a hittle He swung his long arms backward
ROW LT 0 spigch and forward, ecracking his fingers,

ous hut beecause it was a fetish week,
and how after we had got the conces-
siong those confounded niggers fol-
They meant our

his
He leaned over his

i}i}:?ifsrand smiled benignly at his|, 4 talking unintelligibly to himself,
- - { Fel = i 1 - 1 h-.
“There was a Trentham in the. hoarse, guttural murmurings wit

'out sense or import. Trent changed
| his place, and for the first time saw
the Kru boy. His face darkened and
'an angry exclamation broke from his
lips. It was something like this
; : : 5+ | which he had been expecting.

I've given up e;utmg' myself, but I'm | (To be continued.)

always thirsty.” '

. e
He looked anxiously away towards |

town and began to mumble.
Trent was in despair. Presently he
began again.

“T used to belong to the Guards—
always dined there till Jacques left.
Afterwards the cooking was beastly, |
and—I ecan't quite remember where
I went then. You see—I think I must
he getting old. I don’t remember
things. Between you and me,” he

Guards,” he said slowly, “the Honor-

sons, but 1

thought he was dead. You must dine

o

 French Employing Many in the Work
Successfully.

In order tossecure the maximum of
' production in its arsenals and to avoid
as much as possible the necessity of
' calling on men of military age, the
French Government recently began
the experiment of employing native
laborers from Cochin, China, Anam
'and Tonkin.

Fifty of them were sent to the aero-
nautic and munition shops at Tarbes,
Castres and Toulouse. Results ex-
' ceeded expectations and a second

batch of 600 were sent to France.
' They will be followed by 4,000 others,
'and soon the number of native work-
ers will exceed 10,000.

i e

Good luck and bad habits are sel-
dom even on speaking terms.

[ must have got into a bit of a scrape
of some sort—I feel as though there
was a blank somewhere, . . ."”
Again he became unintelligible.
Trent was silent for several minutes.
He could not understand that strain-
ed, anxious look which crept into
Monty’s face every time he faced the
town. Then he made his last effort.
“Monty, do vou remember this?"
Zealously guarded, vet a little worn
at the edges and faded, he drew the
picture from its case and held it be-
fore the old man’s blinking eyes.
There was a moment of suspense, then
a sharp, breathless ery which ended
in a wail. ,
“Take it away,” Monty moaned, “I
lost it long ago. 1 don’t want to see |3
it! I don’t want to think.” |
“T have come,” Trent said, with an
unaccustomed gentleness in his tone,

"Hallam’s Trlﬁglri Qulde”
English o Frey

, BO pagos B

“to make you think. T want you to telip kow A2 u.:t]::'lffm By |
remember that that is a picture of N s o Fir
Tt S dye e

vour daughter. You are rich now, |
and there is no reason why you should |
not come back to her. Don't vou un- |
derstand, Monty 7" |

It was a grey, white face, shrivelled |
and pinched, weak eyes without depth, !' -
a vapid smile in which there was no

ol beattli®nl for ssta o .

ments, gleo "7 'ﬁ!
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ORIENTALS MAKE MUNITIONS. |

I fact,

| blue ribhons.

A blouse of white crepe Georgette
has a straight-across shoulder voke,
which is embroidered with blue silk
half moons and eyelets, which decora-
tive effect is also used for roll collar,
cuffs and revers. The sleeves are
long, with flaring cuffs.

Peachblow crepe de chine is used
forr a bodice that looks like a rosy
cloud at sunrise. The fronts are pin-
tucked in groups on either side of a
wide front hem, and the upper por-
tion has a simulated yoke made by
exquisite drawn work done by hand.
The roll collar is of crepe, and there
is an additional flat collar at the back
of martin.

Collars are unique, cuffs are un-
usual, sleeves are of many kinds—in
every garment is something
new.

A Watteau costume by Paquin in

tints of pale rose and pale blue 15 ex-

quisitely trimmed with garlands

of
hand-made flowers. The bodice of
this gown has wide shoulder bands of
pale blue velvet ribbon, holding in
place a silver lace cape at the back.
This lace cape idea is shown 1n a dif-
ferent form in a gown by Drecoll that
is all in black, a very smart dinner
dress for older women. This 1s in
black tulle, the skirt trimmed with
wide bands of satin ribbon edged with
kolinsky, the bodice short sleeves,
very decollete, with cape effect at the
back of black Chantilly.

Taffeta is being replaced by {faille,
both in plain weaves and in piquantly
brocaded effects; and grosgrain,
which is somewhat similar to faille,
but has a tighter weave and is there-
fore stiffer, although not heavier, is
by some houses preferred to faille.
The word “stiff,” however, must not
be taken to mean a fabric that is not

'

il

- pliable, for although there is decided

| substance to the new grosgrains and

satins, they are not unwieldy fabrics,
but lend themselves pliantly to the

§ | present mode of puffs and flounces.

|
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Credulous.
“Very credulous, is he?”
“Why, vou could sell him a mort-
gage on a castle in the air,”




