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just lay there like: that and in a
couple days go into a deeper stupor,
and that’ll be the end.”

If the words had been blows from
Joe Bishop’s powerful hands, his wife
could not have shrunk and winced
under them more abjectly. Her thin
face, already shadowed with the pal-
lor of fatigue and misery, turned al-
most blue-white, She caught at the
! kitchen table to keep herself from

i fa”ifl}lf. e o 3 :
. “Oh, don’t, Joe! Don’t!” she crie

A Lifebuoy bath out in an actual physical agony. “He
Cool, fresh, rested skin couldn’t have meant that, Doc Pruitt
tingling with health and couldn’t. He couldn’t have meant that
comfort— Bobby’s got to die; that there ain’t
Feeling cleaner than you any real hope for him.”
ever felt before—

“That's what he said.
Becauscof the big, creamy right at harvest time, too. I dunno
Ipth:r of Lifebuoy.

where I'll be able to find an extra
hand.”

“Oh, what's the harvest!” Molly
Bishop's voice rose in a cry of de-
Epair.

“By cripes, Molly, you're wandering
in your mind!” said her husband se-
verely. ‘“Wheat’s going to two dollar

“Did Doc say there was no hope?”
pleaded, disregarding his statement
about the wheat. “Not a hit? Bobby's
never been what you might eall puny,
though he never was so stout, neither.
TLooks ’s if he could surely get out
Lb8d | from under a little spell of fever.”
Her hollow eyes implored him.

“No, he said they wasn’t no hope,
and it'd be all over in two-three days
now.” He flung it at her squarely,
impatient at her insistence.

Molly Bishop dropped into a chair
and flung her apron over her head.
She did not ery, she did not say a
word, only sat still, numb with the

tle and his impatience inecreased.
gave a long, noisy sigh.

“We goin® to have dinner to-day?”
he asked at last, for he was a man

three times a day.

His wife dropped the apron and sat
up in the chair, dry-eyed and resolute. |
“You can go over to the Sanderses
and get Lottie Sanders to come and|
cook,” she said. “I ain’t going to stir
out of Bobby's room again till the end
comes. | puess his mother can do
that much for him.” '
“If there’s anything cooked up I|
could eat it cold before I go over tn|
Sanderses,” suggested Joe Bishop, for |
his stomaeh was clamoring for its ac- |
customed load. “Maybe with a cup|
of coffee.”
“If vou want you ecan build the fire
and make yourself some coffee,” re-
turned Molly. “And whatever there
is is right there in the pantry.” B8he
left the room, and Joe Bishop heard
her going upstairs,. He was annoved
—there was no reason why she
shouldn’t have taken time to make
him a cup of coffee: but he didn't
insist, though usually he made it =a
point not to humor Molly’s vagaries. |
When he married he let her know |
who was master, ard a few lessons |
had sufficed. To-day, though, thers|

NUT
PUDDING

: .ONE OF 4 DOZEN
“QUICK"” DESSERTS

Economical -

MNourishing
Add milk to the contents
of a package of INVINC-
IBLE Cocoanut Pudding.

Stir, boil for a few minutes
and serve”

Insist on
McLAREN'S INVINCIBLE

Sold by all Grocers

Made by MaLARENS LIMITED,
Hamiltos and Winnipeg.
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A SIMPLE BUT PRETTY FROCK.

4382, Dotted Swiss and organdy are
here combined. The model is prac-
tical and suitable for all wash fabries, |
as well as for silk and cloth. The col-|
'lar and panels may be omitted. In

will be very pleasing. ‘
The Pattern is cut in 4 Sizes: 6, 8,

A 10-vear size I'E'-i :
quires 3% yards of 40-inch material. r

flavor, will be just the right
will not crystallize.

MONTREAL.

To make gash, collar, cuffs, _pm‘ket; 4 =
and sleeve facings of cﬂntrai’fing mit-; LIL& meE mﬂkﬁs Dﬂnﬂy Candy
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receipt of 15¢ in silver or stamps, by where. LILY ‘VHIT;E Corn Syrupis 72 AN j';?'}.‘:» 2 |
the Wilson Publishing Co., 73 West SDIdl b}f all grocess in 2, 5 and 10 "-": TR % 3)
Adelaide St., Toronto. Allow two 1b. tins. | G X IS
| weeks for receipt of pattern. ! THE CANADA STARCH CO., LIMITED, N .-""’

.
LB

W rite for Cook Eook.

WHEN THE FLIES COME.
Where there are children there are
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how carefully one may screen. My
stand-by is & long-handled, home-made :
fly-snapper. A two-foot piece of lath, '
or other slender stick, carefully split
one inch at the end, and a four and
one-half by six-inch piecce of wire|
screen inserted, fastened by one or two
tacks, long enough to head down on
the other side, makes a fly-snapper

ougrh to reach ceiling or walls, |
: l

and the children will delight to use it.
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jZ- || ™ CornSy
e For Preserving
Half Lily White and Half Sugar

You will have wonderful success with your preserves if

you follow the example of the Technical Schools and
replace half the sugar with LILY WHITE Corn Syrup.

The initial saving in money may be small, but your
jams and ljelligs will keep better, will have finer
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Try it.—Mrs. H. N. F.



