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New Fall Suitings

No other collection of
Fall Suitings have ever
bid so high for your
esteem as these—ab-
solutely and unquestion-
ably the most extensive
and attractive assortment
ever assembled in To-
ronto. The fabrics and
patterns are the choicest
of the season’s offerings
in London and New
York---special importa-
tions that you can not
find elsewhere.

The fit is guaranteed
---the workmanship pre-
sents the conscientious
effort of trained opera-
tives who know what
“best” means.

$22.50 to $45.00

Send for samples and self-
measurement chart
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“Bishops College $chool’
A A ﬁpennoxvillge.ﬂ.ll. *

lcad Master, J. Tyson Williams, B. A
Emmanuel College, Cambridge
M i f the most prominent
mlﬂ'oci;upé::;l:l eb:lh in t:‘e amy, tie
prof l(%glinks;:hool ve been ed
ishop' I K
-I- “Rﬁhoﬂpé.s. ::;d.id-lcs for matriculation .i-
into the Royal Military College, Kingston,
passed successfully, the head boy taking tour h
place,
is is an ideal to send your boy, tl e
our:o':;;in:: are e.:llehf:l.:nd the buildings
up-to-date, sanitary and well ventilated.
Boys are prepnr;dBlo! R‘m.Cb.. K :tpni
iversities usiness life by an efhicien|
_I_ mﬂ_Uollml'l.::m.':hieﬂy graduates of English +

J Universities.
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RESERVOIR PEN

Writes long letter with one filling, Always
ready. No coaxing. No blotting. Best for
ruling, manifolding and constant use. Fine
or medium points. Sent postpaid, 16 for 20¢.,
3 doz. 40c., 6 doz. Tbe. Postal Note or
Money Order. Money back if wanted. A, D,
HASTINGS, Dept. II-2, 393 Hargrave 8t,,
Winnipeg.

600D RELIABLE GUNS

Wholesale Prices. Send for free 200
;,en:e Ca.::logue of Guns, Rifles, and
Sporting Goods.

- W. BOYD & SON, 27 Notre Dame St. W,
ke MONTREAL, o

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION

CANADIAN

His Little Girl
(Codntinued from page 17.)

cards from her, signed T, Schmidt, and
saying she was well and happy. But
she gave no address, Only the posteards
showed us she was moving about all
over the Continent. Ang after
we heard no more.”

“And your brother made no attempt
to trace her?”

“He wrote to lLier Jjust once.” Marion’s
voice quivered with pain.  “She once
gave us an address, in Paris it was, and
she asked us if we would write and for-
give her for naving hurt us, But Robert
would not let us write, he wrote himself
—a letter that told her he would never
forgive her—never, for having disgraced
us all. But he would not let us send
her any message, and since that day we
have heard nothing. We do not even
know whether she is alive or dead.”

Rosa heard the words, but they were
scarcely more than meaningless sounds
in her ears, for other words spoken in
a man’s deep voice, swung to and fro
in her mind—*“At one time she played
a part in my life,” What part had Tiny
Stansdale played in the life of the man
who now ‘called himself Muller? Ang
if she were really dead, where was the
jewel of which he so evidently desired
to regain possession? And, was it even
remotely possible that this child, Sylvia
Burnett, with her strange likeness to
the Stansdales’ sister, could be more
closely linked with that sister than any-
one supposed. Could it be possible ¥
Rosa’s brain continued to revolve that
proposition, whilst Marion babbled on
of the past, of Tiny, of cherished mem-
ories of the old home; and by and by
the younger woman'’s thoughts crystal
lized into a distinet resolution.

“It may be all a fancy,” she told her
self, “but on the other hand, there may
be something in it, and I shall act on
the assumption that there is that some-
thing. I must discover where the jewel
is that the worthy Muller requires, and,
if he needs it, I Suppose I must get the
jewel.” When she arrived at this reso
lution, she was alone in her own bed-
room, and she shrugged her shoulders,
and glanced at herself in the looking
glass, at tle same time giving vent to
a cynical laugh.

“After all, I have always been with
schemers, and I am clever at the game,
Why should. I spoil my own chances of
getting on, because an insignificant doc-
tor looks at me with the eyes of a frank
boy? Rosa Muller, pull yourself to-
gether and be sensible, You are more
likely to have the ball at your feet if
you do what the good Hermann tells
you, than if you listen to your silly
heart, and yet more silly conscience,
You must not let yourself be disturbed
by a pair of grey eyes, and—a good man
would not have anything to do with
you.”

The ecynical smile left her lips, her
eyes that a moment before had looked
mockingly into the glass, lost all their
brightness, a great sadness seemed to
look out of them, and she turned away
from the dressing-table with a choking
sensation in her throat,

“A good man!” she exclaimed bitterly,
“what part or lot could I have with a
good man’s life? And yet, if things had
been different, if | had been different,”
that sob in her throat again threatened
to choke her, “I might have found all
my happiness in a good man’s love. As
it is——” She did not end her sentence,
but flinging out her arms with a ges-
ture oddly suggestive of despair, she
sat down at her writing table, and writ-
ing a carefully wordeqd note, addressed
it to “Miss Helen Stansdale, c-0 Sir Giles
Tredman, Manderby Court, Birdsbrook.”

That note surprised Helen when she
opened it at the breakfast table next
morning, and she looked up from per-
using it with a little puzzled frown on
her face.

“I can’t quite understand why—Miss
Muller—or, I think Miss Muller must
have misunderstood me,” she said, look-
ing across at Sir Giles with deprecating,
startled eyes, “she seems to fancy [
said she could come over here and see
me and Sylvia, but, really—I don’t think
—I am almost sure—I never suggested
such a thing.”

“Who is Miss Mullery She is quite
welcome to come hers, ™. Sir _Giles- an-
swered good-naturedly, “Any friend of

a time

yours would be welcome i -
‘dale.” R T o Y ,’.::N“Ils's 3 Stans

“But she isn’t a friend of mine,”’ the
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Better Dinners

“Is dinner ready, Mary ?”

“Yes, Madam—it is ready, and, I think, a great
success.”

“Your cooking is improving.”

“Well perhaps it is, and I hope so, but really, Mrs.
Housewife, I think our new Gurney-Oxford is partly
responsible for the success I have had lately. I was
never able to cook roasts and fowl so well on our old
stove, and as for bread and biscuits, I used to tremble
when I went to take them from the oven—they were
so often soggy and heavy. Now they nre always
light and beautifully brown, and, if I do say it myself,
something to be proud of.”

“That'’s true, Mary, my husband has said almost the
same thing. I'm awfully glad you approve of my
choice of a Gurney-Oxford. He approves because of
the saving in coal since we got it, also because of the
better meals he is getting.”

“Indeed he’s,right, Madam—and it requires so little
attention.”

“That’s fine, Mary. Will you serve dinner in a few
minutes please.”

Te Gurney Foundry Co. Limited
TORONTO - CANADA

MONTREAL HAMILTON WINNIPEG CALGARY VANCOUVER

L

% NAIAD DRESS SHIELD

Absolutely free from rubber, sulphur, and poisonous cement. Can
sterilized after use by immersing in boilin water for a *ew sec-
on’s unly. “The Queen of Dress Shields.” Bestdry goods and
notioi stores everywhere sell Naiad, 1f unable to procure pair in
your uwn town 1emit 25 cents an i weo will mail you a pair.

NS MSEAREN & Co.
2 e Can: an
Umnm“ 77 Wellington W, - - TORONTO, Camada
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‘‘THE CANADIAN COURIER.'’
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