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RS, WM. P. SMITH, of Los

Angeles, Calif., who says
Tanlac completely restored her
health when no one believed she
would ever be well again.  Has
gained thirteen pounds,

o

“1 will never stop pralsing Tanl:
for it liks restored my health when
averyone who koew of myv dreadYul
conditon had no idea I would ever
getl well.

“T'wo years ago, following an acel
dent, I began suffering from indiges-
tlon and severe stomach trouble. [
grew worse so rapidly that my heglth
soon became perfectly wretched, My
stomach became so weak I couldn't
aat the simplest food or even drink

& glass of milk without suffering for

hours afterward. [ was extremel
nervous, and would have palpitation
of the heart sao badly at times |
would almost falnt. My circulation
wWaa very poor, 1 had no color, anil
welghed only elghty-one pounds. It
seemed | was just gradually starving
by degrees, and 1 had almost given
up hope.

“Alter the best medical treat-
ment falled to help me, travel and a
change of surroundings was advised.
g0 I traveled nearly all over the
United States and had treatment
every place I went, but always with
the same disappointing results. How
I stood my suffering ig more than 1
can tell, and I became so desponden!
that life seemed hardly worth living

“That is just the condition I was
iIn when 1 began taking Tanlac
When my husband first suggestea
Tanlac I told him I had no faith in
it, but the next day he bought me

a bottle, and to my great surprise it |

STUDENT-EDITED PAPER
AS PART OF DAILY NEWS
IS SUGGESTED BY CREAKY

(ihwrd Day of Siery)

Captain Newton, editor of the Daily
News, was always in his office early,
yut. next morming he had a wvisitor
that was earlier. There sat Creaky.

“Captain,” said Creaky, “I'm afraid:

SR ——

——

School Yell

(s your mll betier! Smd 1 B»

Mush milk and cinnamon - Wi,

That's stuff on which we feed—

We're the cream of all the nation,®

Wnoster High School delegation.

First In war, first l::’fpuce.

Firat in the handas the Chief of Po=
lice!

lLook eut for we
We'rd BADY

that we cam't start a paper of our

own now. dt will cost too much. Bat
I have a plan to show you™

Creaky pulled out of his side pocket
a copy of last evening’'s News. He
turned to page five, and there, cover-
ing the upper leit quarter of the page,
was a sheet of white paper pasted over
the print. On this sheet were pasted
four clippings and across the top, four
columns wide, was printed the head-
mg, “THE WINNEBAGO SCHOOL
NEWS™
Little Paper in Big One

*Look at these three news storfes,
Captain. They are almost a column
long. I found-them last evening scat-
tered through this paper. They are
school news. Here also is a section
of a continued story written especially
for boys and girls. Naw, why can't
you put such things as these in the
same place in your paper each day and
et us help you edit that section as
a special school newspaper, a little
newspaper made up as a part of your
bigger one

The Captain looked and rubbed his
chin. s

“Well,” and the Captain looked some
more,

Creaky had the instinct of a true
silesman. He knew enough to meet
an objection before his “prospect” had
actually brought it up.

p - jsed

“l know, Captain Newton. that your
paper comes out on schedule I
would not want to undertake to edit
this section of your paper unless I
was absolutely sure that our material
would always be in plenty of time
ahead. You wouldn't have to wait opi
us.” O
“Have you talked it over with your
principal and the superintendent?” the
editor asked.

'T*!Nu. sir, replied Creaky, “but T
will™,

He did, and two momings later an
assembly of the whole high school
was called.

seemed tp agree with me, go I kept |

on taking It.
themselves,

“I have gailned thirteen pounds in |

weight, and [ feel perfectly well in
every way. My appetite is splendid
and I eat just anything 1 want and
never have the slightest symptom of
Indigestion. I am so happy over the
recovery of my health that I feel just
like telling everybody about this
wonderful medicine.”

The above remarkable statement
was made recently by Mrs. William
P. Bmith, a well known and highly
Tespected resident of Los Angeles,
l'-'l:li’f+l residing at 139 East Avenue
36.

Tanlac is sold in Kingston by A.
P. Chown and by the ledding drug-

in every town. —Adrvt.

MATTRESSES

Don't throw away your o4
Mattresses.

We renovats all kinds
make them as good as naw.

Get our pricea

Frontenac Mattress Co

17 BALACLAVA STRERY
Phone 2106w

is the time to get your lawn
mower ready. Don't wait un-
til the grass is ahesad of YOU.

All makes TrTepalred and
sharpened promptly.

J. M. PATRICK

i
|

The results speak for |

' days Instead of a single hour.

%

|th-& thud of the body and tha fall of
the clods on its upturned face—for
he had caught a last unpleasant
Elimpse of the face, and it was star-
ing and grinning up at tha stars. A
|feeling of dread followed him into the
cabin. He filled the stove and sat
down to wait for Father Roland. It
was a long walt. He heard Mukoki
E0 away. The mice rustied about him
®@gain. An hour had passed when he
| heard a sound at the door, a scrap-
i*ing sound, like the peouliar drag of
|elaws over wood, and a moment later
it was followed by whine that
jcame to him faintl _He opened the
|door slowly. Baree stood just out-
|slde the threshhold. “He had Eiven
' him two fish at noon, so he knew that
it was not hunger that had brought
'the dog to the cabin. Soméd myster-
{lous instinet had told him that Da-
| vid was alone; he wanted to come in:
| his yearning gleamed in his eves as
he stood there stifflegged in the
moonlight. David held out a hand,
on the point of enticing him through
the door, when he heard the soft
crunching of feet.in the snow. A
Eray- shadow, swift as the wind,
Baree disappeared. David scarcely
knsw when he went., He was look-
ing Into the face of Father Roland.
He backed into the cabin, without
speaking, and the Missioner entered.

|| He wag smiling. He had, to an ex-

tent,. recovered himself. He threw

fl joff his mittens and rasped his hands

over the fire in an effort.at cheer-
fulness. But thers was something
forced in his manner, something that
he was making a terrific fight to keep
under. He was llke one who had
'been In great mental stress for many
His
eyes burned with the smouldering

' | glow of a fever; his shoulders hung

loosely as though he had lost the

|| strength to hold them erect: he shiv-

vered, David noticed, even as he rub-
bed his hands and smiled.

“Curious how this has affected me,
David,” he gaid apologetically. ““It
is Incredible, this weakness of mine.

fl|1 have seen death many scores of

jl times, and yet I could nmot go and
| look on his face again. Ineredible!

Yet 18 50. I am anxous to Eet away.
Mukoki will soon be coming with
the dogs. A devil. Mukoki EAYS.
Wall perhaps. A strange man at
best. We must forget this Geeht., It

il | has been an unpleasant introduetion

| for you into our North.

Wa must
i!ur:-&l‘. it. We must forget Tavish.™
'And then, as If he had omitted a
| fact of some impormnce, he added:
|“I will kneel at his graveside before
.'.' 'ﬂ." 3

“If he had only ‘waited,” said Da-
vid, scarcely knowing what words
he was speaking, “if he had waited
:nt!l to-morrow, only, or the next
B . i .

. “Yea; Il he had waited!™

The missioner's eyes narrowed. Da-
vid heard the ciick u* hig jaws as he
dropped his head so that his faca
was hidden, :

“If he had waited,” he repeated,
after David, “if he had only waited!"
And his hands, spread out fan-like
over the stove, closed slowly and
| Figidly as if gripping at tha thrqll'.
‘of something.

“I have friends up In that conntry
he came from,” David forced himself
to say, “and 1 had hoped he would
bé able to tell me something about
them. He must have known them, or
| heard of them."”

| - "Undoubtedly,” scid the Miasion-

T'HE COURAGE OF
5 MARGE O’DOONE

Wrist Wrestling .

A variation of Indian hand wrest-
ling 1s wrist wrestling. :

Any number can play it Take a
long strong pole and line up an equal
number of players on each side. All
grab the pole firmly arranging the
hands so that every other hand is that
of a player on the same side.

The trick, and the "object. is to
twist the pole so that it slips in the
hands of the opposing team. This is
a feat that will develop considerable
strength of wrist. [t can be played by
either boys or girls.
. ' L LR

It is all very good to wave a pen- .

nant and cheer when others are
INE m a great foothall game, hut
and then all of us
the games ourselves,
Boys and Girls

play-
now
should get into
Write to The
Newspaper, telling
abowt games open to all, such as the

one described ahove
This

l-lﬂ:llqhnnrn-rm-hﬂllhl Wa -
'thﬁhhmhhm;uruhmlm}
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Jim's Joke For Boys
Boy Scout: I've lived on vegetables

for two weeks’
I've lived on

Jim: (That's nothing;
carth for twelve years.

OLD MAN PUZZLE

EAR OR A REAM SAIL Y

Insort one letter of the alphabet four
times among the above letters and you
will have a complete santence,

Answer to yesterday's: Lease- ease].

OLD LADY RIDDLE
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HOWARD ARCHER SAVES
LITTLE GIRL FROM BITE
OF POISON TARANTULA

(T'rue Story of 0 Real Boy)

While working in his father's grac-.
ery on a refent Saturday aftermoon,
Howard Archer, Fr Calif.,
brought out a new bunch of banana:

A little girl, a child about four
years old, put out her hand to feel
the “nice big 'nannas” when suddenly
Howard saw a huge tarantula, erawl-
mg out from beneath the very ba-
nana the little girl was about to touch.

Howard seized the child's hand and
drew it back

Quistly cautioning the mothar, How-
ard took a .long bamana from an-
other bunch, poked the tarantula so
that it fell on the floor, and then guick-
ly brought down upon it a 10-pound
tin ean of lyprd that was standing
close by.

The tarantula’s bite is often fatal,
and the lad's cool headedness undoubt-
edly saved the little girl's life, and
prevented a panic in the store.

GIRLHOOD STORIES

OF FAMOUS WOMEN

“Mother 1 have been to Betty Lo-
gdm's birthday party. 1 danced the
minuet and I met many of the ‘world's’
people,” = little Quaker maid shame-
facedly confessed

She had started out that afterncon

e,

with her playmate, Will Rogers, to |

visit her aunt, who lived on the other

side of Philadelphia. But temptation |

had overcome her and she had
to Betty Logan's party,
dancing and worldly pleasure were
contrary to the beliefs of the Friends.

“l made Will Rogers promise he
would not tell on me, but at sight of
thee sitting here, Mother, I knew I
could not deceive thee,” she said con-
tritely. 2

The little Quakeress was Dolly
Payne, who as Dolly-Madison (1768-
1849) was mistress of the White
House for sixteen years, a social dis-
tinction no other woman has held.
She became as famous for her sin-

cerity as for her charm and grace as
a hostess,

gone |
although |

| 80

ffﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂfj' Slp-l-‘r. Hl"ﬂ"’ P. Dewi ) 1

Why te painting rabbits on bald heads
a profitable business®

Answer to yesterday's: Blacksmiths
are the most frequent law-breakers, be-

L =N T 10 mr lﬁtll and steel ﬂ-i-ﬂ.‘l-

BY JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD

David turned away. sickened BF1EF. still looking at the top of the

Slove, and unclenching his fingers as
slowly as he had drawn them to-
gether, “but he is dead.”

There was a note of finality in his
| voice, a sudden forcefulness of mean-
ing as he raised his head and looked
at David.

“Dead,” he repeated, “and buried.
We are no longer privileged aven to
Euess at what he might have sald.
As | told you once before, David. I
am not a Catholle, nor a Church-of-
England man, nor of any religion
that wears & name, and Yet 1 ac-
cepted a lititle of them all into my
ewn creed. A wandering Missioner
—and I am such a one—much oblit-
eériate o an extent hisg awn deep-soul-
ed convictions and accept indulgent-
Iy all artlcles of Christian faith; and
there is one law, above all others,
which he must hold involate. He
must not pry into the past of tha
dead; nor speak aloud the secrets of
the living. Let us forget Tavish.™

His words sounded a knell
in David’s heart. If he had hoped
that Father Roland would at the Yary
last, tell him something more about
Tavish, that hope was now gone,
The Missioner spoke In a voice that
wa4 almost gentle, and he cama to
David and put a hand on his shoul-
der as a father might have dona with
& son. He had placed himself, in
this moment, beyond the reach of any
questions that might have been in
David's mind. With eyes and touch
that spoke a deap affection he had
raised a barrier between them as In-
violable as that law of his ecreed
iwhich ha had just mentioned . And
with it had come a better under-
standing.

David was glad that Mukok!'s
voiee and the commmotion of the
dogs came to interrupt them. They
gathered up hurriadly the few things
they had brought Into the cdbin and
carried them to the sledge. David
did not enter the eabln again, but
stood with the dogs in the edge of
the timber, whila Father Roland
made his promised visit to the grave.
Mukokl followed him, and as the
Missioner stood over the dark mound
in the snow, David saw the Cree slip
like a shadow into the cabin, whera
a light whs burning. Then he notle-
ed that Father Roland was kneeling,
and a moment later the Indian came
out of the cabin quietly, and without
looking ~back joilned him near the
dogs. They walted.

Over Tavish's grave Father Ro-

Study s ke anything else—Iit
can be done poorly or well, »ff].
clently or inefficlently. Watch for
the “Study Helps” solumn ia The
Boys' and Girlg’ MNewspaper,

|lanﬂ'u lips were moving, and out of
'his mouth strange 1 ords came in a
low. and unemgtional voice that was
‘not much above a whisper:
| "+« .and I thank God that you
did not tell me before you died,
Tavish,"” he was saving. “I thank
God for that. For if vou
| would have killed you!'"
As he came back to them David

|noticed a flickering of light in the | Iy,

cablin, as though the lamp was splut-
itering and about to go out.
jcn their snow shoes, and with Mnu-
koki breaking the trail buried tiem-
selves in the meoonlit forest.

Half an hour later they halted on
the summit of a second ridge. The
Cree looked back and pointed with an
exultant ery. Where the cabin had
been a red flare of flame was rising
above the tree tops. Dayld under-
stood what the flickering light in
the cabin had meant. Mukoki had
spilled Tavish's kerosene and had
touched a match to it so that the
little devils might follow their mas-
ter Imto the black abyss. He almost
|fancled he could hear the agonized
squeaking of Tavish's pets.

Straight northward, through the
white moonlight of that night, Mu-
kokl broke the trafl, travelling ae
times so swiftly that the Misssioner
commanded him to slacken his pace
on David's account, Even David did
not think of stopplng. He had no
desire to stop so long as their_way
was lighted ahead of them. It seem-
ad to him that the world was be-
coming brighter and the forest gloom
less cheerless as they dropped that
evil valley of Tavish’s farther and
farther behind them. Then the moon
began to fade, llke a great lamp
that had burned itself out of ofil, and
darkness swept over them like huge
wingh. It was two o’clock when they
camped and bullt a fire.

S0, day after day, they continued
into the North. t the end "of his
tenth day—the gsixth after leaving
Tavish's—David felt that he was no
longer a stranger in the country of
the big snows, He did not say as
much to Father Roland, for to ex-
press such & thought to one who had
lived there all his life seemed to him
to -be little less than a bit of shaer
imbecility. Ten days! That was all,
and yet théy might have been ten
months, or as many years for that
matter, so completely had they chang-
a0 him . He was not thinking of him-
self physically—not a day passed
that Father Roland did not point out
some fresh triumph for him there.
His limbs were nearly ag tireless as
the Missioner's; he knew that ha was
growing heavier, and he could at
last =hop through a tree without
winding himself. These things his
companions could see. “His appetite
was voraclous. His ayes wera keen
and his handg steady, so that hs waa
doing splendid practice shooting with
both rifle and pistol, and each day
when the Missioner insisted on their
bout with the gloves he found it more
and more difficult to hold himself In.
“Not so hard, David,"” Father Ro-
land frequently cautioned him, and
in place of the first joyous grin there
was always a look of settled anxiety
in Mukoki's face me he watched them.
The mote David pummelled him, the
greater was the Little Missioner's
triumph. I told you what this north
country could do for you.,” was his

exultant slogan; I told you.”

(To Be Continued.)
This story wili be shown In ple-

the middle of September.

The only charms some young men
possess are attached to their watch
chains. .
frequently hit; men reason things
out logically and usually miss. :

There's no objection to a man’s
blowing his own horn, but it's the
Ume he selects that makes us tived.

| want a drink?"

DOTTY MEETS A MESSENGER OF
FLOWER LAND.

One day Dotty wandered through
her grandma's garden, she; heard
Some one softly crying, out in the
Seariet sage bed,

At first Dotty thought it must
be some spider or ant in distress,
| but when she parted the green leaves

sat a dear little elfin. :

The elfin wiped his eyes and smil-
ed at Dotty, for you must know that
no mater how badly the falry folk
feel they always dry their tears to
smile at little chilrem

“Are wyou looking for
senger-boy, too?”

tha mes-
asked the elfin.

ling to Dotty. “It seems to me he
never will come.™

r=

“Who?" asked Dotty, looking
around to see whom:-the elfin was
talking about, “Who? Daddy or
gErandpa with a pail of water?

“Drink! 1 should Bay not," re-

plied the keeper of the sage castle. |
“It's too early in the day to be beg- |

Elng for witer. Why, the dew was
lovely and fresh this morning
that I Teel I ghant want another

drink before night. No. I've bean

| looking for a messenger boy. Have

you geen one?"”

“Oh, dear me, no!"
“There’'s been no messenger bhoy
around here this morning.
the mail man hasn’t come yet, but
what—""

laughed Dotty

“Mall man!" exclalmed the keepar
of the sage castle. “You don't under-
stand me. I'm not looking for your
mail man. I'm looking for the mes-
senger of Flower Land.”

garden I learn something new. And

pray, who are your

' boys "
had—I |

“Well, the bees are our best mes-
sengers,”” replied the elfin.

Just then a big bee, buzzing loud-
settled on the petals of the sage

1 castle.

They put |

tures at the Strand Theatre abous |

Women jump at concluslons and |

“Good morning,” he buzzed, bow-
ing to the elfin and Dotty. "“I'm
late, but I've been dreadfully busy.
ANy message for me?"

All the mother-love

| :." i "
= -r--'""f*"

et :

|

i

| there on a' brilliant blossom castle |

Phone 1042,
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Cedar Sheeting

We have a fine stock of 12" B. C. Cedar.
; Give it a trial,

Allan Lumber Co.
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| doMng his bright red cap and bow- |
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OR ASTHMA AND HAY FEVE

L$H+ WHEN BURNED AND TH

PLUMBING, HEATING and TINSMITHING

All kinds of repair wark promptly attended to.

PHONE 688

E’ul::j

Eifm

“Well, well!” laughed Dotty, “Al- |
most every time I visit grandma's|

messenger |

Baby. And being true to Baby you will keep
prepared for babies as you would a baby's food,

. ,._.p..-u--"" =.l| :
E v _\_,..-.-—u"""."_- --' H

The elfin nodded, and excusing
| himself to Dotty, invited the bee to
have a sip of honey.

Mr. bee passed between th two

| tall stamens of the blossom to get

his sip of honey., When he came
out again Dotty saw a mass of golden
| stuff on his back. He thanked the
| elin, bowed to Dotty, and flew
| AWAaY.

| "My, what a rellef!” sighed the
'elfin. “He's the first messenger boy
that has called this morning. You
see, they don't all deliver or recelve
in our castles every day. Whoever
they .start serving In the morning
they E?ap working for all day long.
Sometimes that chap does messenger
duty for the clover castles. Then
again he helps the pansies or the
daisy castles. It's the first time he
has visited me for several days."

“"Why, what in the world do you
mean?" exclaimed Dotty, “I thought
| they buzzed about among all the
flowers."

“S5o0 they do,” laughed the elfin.
“But with a funny mtx-up it would
| be if my messenger boy delivered my
| message to a buttercup. , The keeper
of that castle wouldn't know how to
| read it. But when he gets to anoth-
er sage castle the keeper will serapa
all my pollen dust from his back and
give him a big sip of honey in re-
turn. That's what keeps us bloom-
ing. ;

“Why, 1t would be a dreadful

that lies within your heart

203 WELLINGTON ST.

world If.we just llved and bloomed
for ourselves! We don't neesd to
ehare our sweetness unless we want
to, but we love to share it with our
friends. That's the only way to be-
Come strong and useful, to work and
think ang lay up some drop of sweet-
ness for others. Maybe the yallow
pollen Mr. Bee carried away on his
back from my castle, will help soma
poorer sage plant and make her
stronger. In return Mr. Bes gEels
[wo &ips of honey. One for recelv-
ing my message, another for deliver-
ing it.

“You'll excuse me, I must ge to
work mixing more honey," and with-
out another word the keeper of the
Bige castle disappeared imto his blos-
som home, and Dotty ran into the
bouse to help her Erandma,

Hear Them Weep.
{Guelph Herald)

How it must grieve the hearts of
the sugar manipulators to realizo
that prices wouldn't stay up till pre-
=erving time was over,

Many a man who thinks hig per-
Suasive powers are sufficient to cons
trol the affairs of a nation wouldn't
even make a good book agent.

If & man is big and fat and ble to
keep his mouth shut he ean bluff al-
most any one.

Pleasures are the commas used to
punctuate life's sad gtory.

‘“
Some More Truths.

WWOULD you use a steam shovel to move a pebhle ? Certainly
are built according to the work they have to do.

Would you use a grown-up’s remedy for your baby's ills
Remedies are prepared according to the werk THEY have to do.

All this is preliminary to reminding you that Fletcher's Castoria was songht
out; found and is_prepared solely as a remedy for Infants and Children. And let
this be & warning against Substitutes, Counterfeits afid the
may be all right for you. in all .your strength, but dangerous for the little babe.

cries out to you: Be true to
in the house remedies
hairbrush. toothbrush or sponge,

not. Implements

? Certainlj not,

Just-as-good stuff that

specially

Children Cry For

you—as he
hrumlthnﬂtﬂnthh,
the house. He knows.

thing to keep in

will—that

and that It is a good

WOTHERS SHOULD READ THE BOOKLET THAT IS AROUND EVERY BOTTLE OF FLETCHER'S CASTORIA

GENUINE CASTORIA Awways

Bears the Signature of

[
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THE sxnTAun OO BANY,




