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~your stockings -sheer
/V and delicate ~can be
made to last

Silk is an animal fibre. more
scnsitive than the skin on vour
face, becausc it has not the skin's

* power of rencwingitself. Evena
soap that 1s safe for the face
might not be quite fine or mild
enough for those gossamer-like
weaves with their lovely new
colours.

How to wash silk
stockings:

Bkip a spoonful of Lux
Ihm].: foamy lacher. Press

ll\ht.hml,lhud:h:m,:
poiled ts. Rinse
three lukewarm waters,
then squecze water our—
#o wer wring, When nearly
» press with warm
lron. Always wash col-

Wash your stockings in Lux
after every wearing. Gently press
the foamy suds through and
through them. This frees them
from perspiration—that deadly
encmy to silk and to colours.

Lux contains no Iharmful in-
gredients of any kind. It is so
purc and mild it will safely

Cleanse anything that water
alone won't harm.
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MODELS THAT APPEAL

AT PRICES THAT PLEASE

Beautiful, new models.

The newest Spring style in Strap, Gore

and Cut-out Pumps, high or low heels, i
Satin, Light Tan, Calf and Suede.

See our Blonde Satin Pumps.

The Sawyer Shoe Store

Phone 159. 184 Princess St.
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VISIT ABRAMSON'S FOR YOUR
BOYS' SUITS AND CLOTHING!

WE SELL FOR LESS
BOYS’ BLOOMERS
Extra

BOYS’ BLUE
SERGE SUITS

With an extra palr of Pants,
which means demble the wear.
MM‘!MIH.

BOYS’ SPRING
JERSEYS

The New Polo
for Boys in _..::Hr

From $1.25 up
BOYS’ CAPS

Hundreds of ' Caps to
e ieSg

E,SON OF RAZAN
James Olivér Curwod

A LOVE EPIC OF THE FAR NORTH
|

CHAPTER XXX-—Continued.

Something greater than mere cur.
iosity began to take possession of Car-
vel. A whiunsical humor became a

| fixed and deeper thought, an unrea-

soping anticipation that was accom-
panied by a certain thrill of subdued
excitement. By the time they reached
the old beaver-pond the mystery of
the strange adventure had a firm hold
on him. From Beaver-tooth's colony
Barce led {him to the creek along
which Wakayoo, the black bear. had

fished, and thence straight to the Gray |

[Loon.
It was early afternoon of a wonder-
ful day. It was so,still that the ripp-

Hing waters of spring, singing %1 a|

thousand rills and streamlets, filled the
forests with a droning music. In the
warm sun the crimson bakneesh glow.
ed like blood. In the open spaces the
air was scented with the perfume of
Blue Flowers. In the trees and bushes
mated birds were building their nests.
After the long sleep of winter Nature
was 3 work in all her glory. It was
Unekepesim, the Mating Moon, the
Home Building Moon—and Baree was
going hime. Not to matehood—but to
Nepeese. He knew that she was there
now, perhaps at the very edge of the
chasm where he had seen her last.
They would be playing together again
soon, as they had played yesterday,

and the day before, and the day before |

that, and in his joy he barked up into
Carvel's face, and urged him to great-
er speed. Then they came to the ¢lear-
ing, and once more Baree stood like a
rock. Carvel saw the charred ruins of

“Ewen then it seemed quite the most
natural thing in the world that it
should be Nepeese, and none other.”

the burned cabin, and a moment later
the two graves under the tall spruce.
He began to understand as his eyes re-
turned slowly to the wafting, listening
dog. A great swelling rose in his throat
and after a moment or two he said
softly, and with an effort,

“Boy, 1 guess you're home.”

Baree did not hear. With his head
up and his nose tikted to the blue sky
he was sniffing the air. What was #
that came to him with the perfumes of
the forests and the green meadow?
Why was it that he trembled now as
he stood there? What was there in the
air? Carvel, aslced himseM, and his
questing eyes tried to answer the
questions. Nothing. There was death
here—death and desertion, that was
all. And then, all at once, there came
from Baree a strange cry—almost a
human cry—and he was gone like the
wind,

Carvel had thrown off his pack. He
dropped his rifle beside it now, and
followed Baree. He ran swiftly,
straight across the open, into the
dwarf balsams and into a grass-grown
path that had once been worn by the
travel of feet. He ran until he was
panting for breath, and then stopped
and listened. He could hear nothing of
Baree. But that old worn trail led on
under the forest trees, and he follow-
ed it

Close to the deep, dark pool in
which he and the Willow had disport-
ed so often Baree, too, had stopped.
He could hear the rippling of water,
mnd his eyes shone with a gleaming
fire as he quested for Nepeese. He
expected to see here there, her slim
white body shimmering in some dark
shadow of overhanging spruce, or
gleaming suddenly white as snow in
one of the warm plashes of sunlight.
His eyes sought out their old hiding
places; the great split rock on the oth-
er side, the shelving banks under
which they used to dive like otter, the
spruce boughs that dipped down teo
the surface, and in the midst of which
the Willow loved to screen her naked
body while he searched the pool for
her. And at last the realization was
borne upon him that she was not there
that he bad still farther to go.

He went on to the tepee. The little
open space in which they had buiit

- their hidden wigwam was flooded with

sunshine that came through a break
in the forest to the west. The tepee
was still there. It did not seem very

much changed to Baree. And rising

from the ground in front of the tepee
was what had come to him faintly on
the still air—the smoke of a small fire.

Over the fire was bending a person,

and it did not strike Baree as amaz-
Ing, or at all mmexpected, that this per-
son should have two great- shining |
| braids down her back. He whined, and
at his whine the Person grew a little
| nigid, and turned slowly.

|  Even then it seemed guite the most
|:;atura] thing 1n the world that t'r;
| should be Nepeese, and none other. He |
had lost her yesterday, Today he had
found her. And 1n answer to his whine
| there came a sobbing ery straight out
| of the soul of the Willow.

| Carvel found them there a few min-
| utes later, the dog's head hugged close
| up ."I.L.,"-.lil'l!t the “hrl::ﬂwil_r,, brra-:.:, .i,[‘|,-|:ij
the Willow was crying—crying like a
little child, her face hidden from him
on Haree's neck. He did not interrupt
them. biut waited; ‘and as he waited
something in the sobbing voice and
the stillness of the forest seemed to
whisper to himn a bit of the story of
the burned cabin and the two-graves,
and the meaning of the Ca!l that had
come to Bzree from out of the south.

CHAPTER XXXI.

That night there was a new campfire |
in the open. It was not a small fire, |
built with the fear that other eyes |
might see it, but a fire that sent its
flames high. In the glow of it stoad |
Carvel. And as the fire had changed |
from that-small smouldering heap ov-
er which the Willow had cooked her |
dinner, so Carvel, the officially dead |
outlaw, had changed. The beard was!
gone from his face; he had thrown off |
his carfbou-skin coat; his sleeves were
rolled uwp'to the elbows, and there was
a wrld flush in his face that was not|
altogether the tanning of wind and
sun and storm, and a glow in his eyes
that had not been there far five vears,
perhaps never before, His eyes were |
on Nepeese.

“Tomorrow or the next day I am
gong to Lac Bain,” he said, a hard
and bitter note back of the gentle
worship in his voice. “I will not come
back until 1 have—killed him."

The Willow looked straight into
the fire. For-a time there was a sil-
ence broken only by the crackling of
the flames, and in that silence Carvel’s
fingers weaved in aud out of the silken
strands of the Willow’s hair. His
thoughts flashed back. What a chance
he had missed that day on Bush Mc-
Taggart's trap-line—if he had only
known! His jaws set hard as he saw in
the red-hot heart of the fire the mental
pictures of the day when the Factor
from Lac Bain had killed Pierrot. She
had told him the whole story. Her
fight. Her plunge to what she had
thought was certain death in the icy
torrent of the chasm. Her miraculous
escape from the waters—and how she
was discovered, nearly dead. by Tuboa,
the toothless old Cree whom Pierrot
out of pity had allowed to hunt in part
of his domain.

He felt within himself the tragedy
and the horror of the one terrible
hour in which the sun had gone out of
the world for the Willow, and in the
flames he could see faithful old Tuboa
as he called on his last strength to bear
Nepeese over the long miles that lay
between the chasm and his cabin; he
caught shifting visions of the w-tﬂlu!
that followed in that cabin, weeks of
hunger agd of intense cold in which
the Wilow's life hung by a single
thread. And at last, when the snows
were deepest, Tuboa had died. Carvel’s
fingers 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-morrow I will go to Lac Bain.”

(To be continued)

SMALL PANEL DECORATION

It the walls are divided Into,
panels, and there are two narrow
panels on either side of a large one,
As over a fireplace or at a doorway,
the small panels may be decorated
as shown here. A small pleture in
each is enough. and if there are two
sconces as those shown here, they
are made even more decorative.

SBome of the newest vests show
high bomed collars and very orna-
mental jabots.

The Canada Life Man

His advice not only helps the business man
to protect his home, but his business
and personal intercsts as well.

‘Canada

| HeMay Call OnYou

He represents your home, your children,
your business interests, and therefore has a
message for every man and woman.

Don’t be “too busy” to see him. He has
a message you should hear,

There comes a time when '}rnu may not be
“too busy’’ to hear such a message, but then,
it 1s often too late,

The Canada Life Man

is a specialist in Life Insurance, and has been
thoroughly trained, so that he is qualified to
arrange for each of his clients the best possible
plan of insurance, and to give special service
n connection with all existing insurance.

He represents Canada’s Oldest Life Insur-
ance Company, which in 78 years of successful
experience has found many ways for improving
its service to policyholders.

The Service He Offers
You may nét be fully informed as to what

life insurance will now do for your home, or
your personal and business interests. Times
change, and new plans have .
Your policies may uire to be al to
suit new cnndit‘ium.re?’arhnpu you may wuh
to arrange to have your life insurance paid as
a muntlﬁ}' income to your beneficiary. You
may require new policies. Whatever may
be needed, he will suggest the best arrange-
ment.

Many thousands of policyholders throughout
ﬂl"ﬂ! found him always ready to help mlh

any matters pertaining to their life insurance, and in

many cases ﬂi- advice has proven very valuable.

Health Book Free

Our 32 page illustrated book on “How To Keep

Well” is being distributed free to all. 1f you want to
b-uehe-hhjr. get your copy of this Book, which has

won favorable comment everywhere.

am Life

Seventy, Bight
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Head Office

Toronto

Mothers—
Give Your

children’s welfare
—Instant Postum

B o At o

Children Every Chance!

THA.T tea and'coffee are one hundred

times more harmful to children
than to grown-ups, is the message
continually pounded home by medical
science, with all the force and authority
at its command.

Giving a child hot water with a little
tea or coffee in it is dangerous becauge
;hmesf are powerful stimulants——not

Tannin and caffeine in tea and coffee are
harmful. These agents may work fast or
slow. Yet sooner or later their poisonous
effects are certain, sure!

Give the whole family Instant Postum every
meal. Children like this full-flavored hot
drink so beneficial not only before they start
for school, but at every meal. For Mother
and Dad, too. Instantly made in the cup with
boiling water at a cost of about half-a-cent.
Then there is Postum Cereal, made by boiling
twenty minutes. Your grocer has Postum,
Ask for it wherever you go.

Accept the free offer made by Carrie

vBlanchard, famous food demonstrator and

diet expert. Mail the coupon today.

I 45 Front St. East, Toronto, Ont, l

| T i P e P, oo ound
INSTANT POSTUM. [J Check which .
FOSTUM CEREAL [J yow prefer.
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