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meets with well-deserved approval.
Women prefer it because they have
alwaysbeen able todepend absolutely
on its purity and uniform quality.
It never disappoints.

““Let Redpath Sweeten It*’ 2

@ade in one grade only—the highest.j

B ST JES, WONDERFUL AUTOMA. 3 :
oy BUILDER WITH ELECTRIC MOTOR SANDY ANDY

You can run both these whether yon have electri.|to Jet hundreds of hustlers at once .lolulwgu adveriise
©lty in the house or not, T is fs truly the biggest and/and int *Dal our 4 fpped.Cream
best offer ever made to y8 and every real live boy in|Candy-Coated Breath perfume. Write to.day for s big

should take advan:uge of it. Free sample kage to try and Just 30 large handsome
packayes to introduce among your friends at only 108
cally, Pour gand|each. You'll sell them inst y by

your
* in the hopper and Bandy Andy begins o work. The ruclnmun “Daintecs” and asking ail your friends to

: real big machinery an

ry tuem. Everyone will buy a packare or two because
nearly full runs down the track automaticaily dumps eannot resist the delicious flavor. Two or three
0t the bottom and then goes u or another load. This{little * Daintees*’ will perfume the breath, cleanse the
operation continues lndeﬂn:zorr o8 long as there's any mouth and leave o last! ng fragrance. o
#and in the hopper. You'llnever tire of "*Bandy Andy.”| Return our $3.00 when the ' Daintees* are sold and
There's “pep' and ginger in the way it works—Jjust like|we'il promptly send you the Automatic Sandy Andy
a inecline railronds. with & supply ot ¢ enn white sand, and the complete big
All boys know the American Model Builder. It {s real. Model Builder and Electrio Motor you can aiso receive
Iy hundreds of toys in one. With it you can make(without selling any more goods by simply showing your
ah. travelling|grand prize among ypur friends and getting onlyfive of
ey ™ bridges, mi "nn ther:?:uﬂou‘ood.mmou fine premiums as
outfit is lete an pulleys, goars, pinions, |you did.
nxles, beams, machine screws, eto., and best of all, 8| Write now boys and in a fow days you'll be the
ns;l electrio ‘mom capable o'f litting 10 l[vonml-‘.u lou: p:‘mzdd owner o: :l:a."nde:lh‘ 'f-:!; ‘l': .t:;v:n.umr::x::::‘;o
with each builder, 50 that you can actually run [stand paymen I o .
models you build, i bursement plan—1it doesn't cost you a cent.
This wondertul offer {s made to boys because we want! Address: kL
Toronto, Ont.
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Women is the best yet—it is distinctly for the home.
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through the heart of the mountain.
“Stirling and Abbey Craig on Friday,
places steeped with romance. Yester-
day we came to Berwick to spend a
week in the Marmion country. Mr.
M. and Miss A. came with us, Berwick
IS 2 most quaint, antiquated old town.
As we live on the Spittal side, when we
want to go anywhere we have to be
rowed over the river mouth by one of
the half-dozen quaint old ferrymen
who have boats for hire. Last night
we all went for a walk along the Spittal
shore by moonlight. It was beautiful,
but so like the Cavendish shore that
it made me bitterly homesick.”
“Carlisle, August 20,

WE are spending Sunday ip

Carlisle perforce, since we could
not get any farther last night, owing
to the big railway strike which has
been paralysing Britain this past week,
At Berwick we did not suffer from it,
nor heed it. We let the outer world
go by and lived in realms of romance
where ferry boats and shank’s mare
were the only desired means of loco-
motion.

“Last Monday we went to Holy
Island and explored the ruins of the
old Abbey which was the scene of
Constance de Beverley's death in ‘Mar-
mion’. We had an enjoyable sail
down to Holy Island but the return
home was sadly different. It was
quite rough and how that wretched
little steamer pitched and rolled!
Both our gentlemen became S0 over-
come that they had to retire temporarily
from the scene, while Miss A. and 1
fought off surrender only by a tremen-
dous effort of will and would have
suffered less I think if we had just
allowed ourselves to go!

“Luckily seasickness is never fatal
and next day we were all ready for an
excursion to Norham Castle, a very
ruinous ruin.

“Growing all over the grounds was a
little blue flower which 1 never saw
anywhere else save in the front orchard
of the old home in Cavendish. Great-
grandmother Woolner had brought it
out from England with her. It gave
me an odd feeling of pain and pleasure
mingled, to find it growing there around
that old ruined Scottish castle which
seemed to belong so utterly to another
time and another order of things. We
walked from Norham to Ladykirk and
then back by the Tweed. {thn we
grew tired we sat down on its bank and
dreamed .dreams. What meeter place
could there be for dreaming than the
twilit banks of Tweed?

“Next day we went to Flodden
Field. It disappointed me unreason-
ably, it was all so peaceful, and harvest-
hued, and aﬁricultural. I felt ag
aggrieved as though I had had any
right' to expect to see a medizval
battle being fought under my eyes.

“Thursday afternoon. we "had a
delightful little expedition to Home-
cliffe Glen and its deserted old mill.
It might serve as a scene for a ghost
story. In the midst of the ravine we
came upon a clump of spruce tfées
literally loaded with gum, the first I
had seen since leaving home. Spruce
gum and the delights of picking it seem
quite unknown in Scotland. We spent
a half-hour picking it. To me and
my husband the gum tasted delicious,
but neither Mr. M. nor Miss A. liked
its flavor declaring it was ‘bitter’.”

“York, England.
August 27, 1912,
LAST Monday we went to Keswick
and stayed there until Thursday.
It is impossible to exaggerate the
beauty of the Lake District:

‘The haughtiest heart its wish might
bound
Through life to dwell delighted here.’

“And then it is so interwoven with
much ‘of the best in English literature.
The very spirit of Wordsworth seems
to haunt those enchanted valleys,
those wild passes, those fairy-like
lakes.

“Monday afternoon we took a
coach-drive around Lake Derwent-
water. All was beautiful. An intet-
esting sight was the Castle Rock,
which figures as the magic castle of St.
John in Scott’s ‘Bridal of Triermain.’
There is only one point where the
resemblance to a castle—said to be
very striking—can be seen, and we
were not fortunate enough to see it
from that particular point.

“Tuesday we went to Buttermere
Lake; Wednesday we motored for
eighty miles around Lake Windermere.

tsz?il:et()f the huge rocks on the moun-

ops are of. ver eculiar. shape.
One _of them is na?ne?l, ‘The LaF()iy
Playing on the Organ.’ It is on the
very top of a majestic mountain and
certainly does, from one point of view,
look exactly like a woman ‘seated at a
1uge organ. Somehow, it captivdted
{1y imagination and I wove 2 hundred
ancies round it. 'Who wag the player,
sitting forever at her mighty. instru-
ment? And what. wonderful “melodies

tain tempest thundered and th
e great

stars stayed to listen? 8
P at fvening we walked out to the

;l‘llld Circle’, a ring of large stones on
a]d ill-top, supposed to have been in
old time a temple of the sun.
¢ ing I have seen thys far made
'Iylf 2 vivid impression on me as this.
Ahe situation is magnificent. The hill
1S completely encircled by a ring of the

an“ezxr[i)erience never to be forgotten.
oy ay we came to York, mainly to
¢ Magnificent cathedral. It s
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b owever, he restored my faith in him
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“Our hotel is in R
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