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MENNEN’S

BORATED TALCUM

TOILET POWDER

63

by’s Best Friend”
and Mamma's greatest comfort. Mennen’s
relieves and prevents Prickly Heat, Chafing II!‘
Sunburn. For your protection ‘the ,mlno s
put up in non-refillable boxes—the “Box that
Lox,” with Mennen’s face on top. Guaranteed
by the Gerhard Mennen Co. under the Foad
and Drugs Act, June 30, 1906. Serial No. 1542.
Sold everywhere or by mail 25cents—Sample
free. ‘Try Mennen’s Violet (Borated) Talcum
Toilet Powder—It has the scent of Fresh-cut
Parma Violets, Sample free. Mennen's Borated
Skin Soap (blue wrapper)—specially prepared
for the nursery. Mennen's Sen Yang Toilet Pow-
der, Oriental Odor, No Samples, Sold only at
stores. GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N.J.

You Nee
Jaeger Overwear

Jaeger Underwear is the best known
underwear in the world.

Jaeger Overwear—Jackets, Sweaters and
Golfers—is equally well known, just as gen-
erally used and as enthusiastically approved.

When you get Jaeger goods you get the
fit, the style and the quality that go with
the name.

Men's Sweaters for Rowing, Cycling,
Golfing, Tennis, or any other outdoor exer-
cise, in all sizes, with or without collar, from
$1.50 to §5.00.

Men's Golf Jackets, in white, grey and
mixed colors, as illustrated, from $4.00 to §7.00.
Motors Jackets, heavy, fleecy knit, camel

hair shade, double breasted, s-<inch stand or
turned down collar, 3 pockets, $12.00.

Look for the JAEGER

Trade Mark.
=YAEGE
i o 57

10 Adelaide St. W.

(Two Doors From Yonge)
ALSO AT MONTREAI, and WINNIPEG

CANVASSERS WANTED

The Circulation Department of the
Canadian Courier is always able to
take in representatives of recognized
ability. Just now we could use one
or two good nien in Western Ontario.

Local agents are also vganted in
every town and village. Write to-day.

Ciroulation Dept. Canadian Courier, Toronto
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1 A VOICE FROM THE HIDDEN WORLD

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 15

every week, and yesterday I was able

to bring it away. Oh, how thankful

I was! All the others have gone, but

it would have broken my heart to
have parted with this one. He liked
it so much.”

A great wave of pity rose up in my
heart, and swept away every meaner
feeling before it. I bent forward with
my eyes fixed upon the floor, and all
that I could so well imagine seemed
to rise up before me in a sort of
dream-picture. I saw the stooping
figure of that lonely woman, working
night and day in a cheerless solitude,
starving herself of food and warmth,
wearing her fingers to the bone,
scraping every farthing together that
she might redeem from the pawnshop
the gown so precious to her through
his preference. I could see her late
at night, wearied out and with aching
eyes, pushing her work away, and in-
dulging for a few brief moments in
one of those day-dreams so precious
to her. A faint colour steals into her
ashen cheeks, and her eyes are of a
sudden wonderfully soft. The thin
hands rest peacefully in her lap, and
her poor, tremulous. heart is once
more beating with renewed strength.
She is thinking of the time when he
will come. She can see him standing
there; almost she can feel his strong
arms around her wasted form. How
eagerly she watches to see whether
he will notice his favourite dress; her
hair arranged with shaking fingers as
he had liked it; and how anxiously
she seeks to read his thoughts in his
expression! Does he think her so
much changed? Will that old fond-
ness survive her hollow cheeks and
shrunken face? Is the old love as
faithful and strong as ever? Ah, how
sweet those dreams! How sad and
cold the awakening!

And my awakening, too, came just
then; for I felt a light touch on the
arm, and, starting up, found Miss
Desmond by my side.

“Doctor, forgive me for interrupt-
ing your day-dream,” she said ner-
vously; “for I fancied that I heard a
cab stop in the street, and you know
that T am expecting a visitor. Would
you—"

I rose quickly, and turned towards
the door.

“I beg your pardon, I'm sure, Miss
Desmond,” T said. “My next case is
a very interesting one, and in think-
ing out some of the symptoms I lost
myself for a moment. Once more, a
happy Christmas!”

She looked perfectly beautiful as
she laughed and nodded to me with
the strange new colour in her cheeks
and her whole manner and bearing
full of a new-born animation. She
might have posed for a statue of
“Hope”—not that strong, calm hope
which is but a misnomer for faith,
but hope tempered by uncertainty,
nervous and fearful through the very
greatness of the issue, yet with all a
woman’s sweet trust in the man she
loves, leaning towards the belief that
this meeting, to which she was look-
ing forward with so much yearning
tenderness, would end as she would
wish. So I saw her, and saw her for
the last time. When next I looked
into her face she was a dead woman.
I met no one on the stairs after leav-
ing Miss Desmond; and instead of
spending the day as I had planned, I
went straight back to my apartments.
It must have been about twenty min-
utes to five before I was disturbed by
a violent ringing of the surgery bell,
and almost immediately afterwards
my housekeeper knocked at the door.

“A gentleman wishes to see you
immediately, sir,” she announced.

“Show him in,” I directed.

He had cvidently followed close be-
hind her, for before she could turn

round he had walked into the room.
I turned up the lamp, and rose from
my chair.

“You are Mr. Faggett?” he inquir-
ed quickly.

“Yes.”

“I have just left a lady whom you
have been attending—Miss Desmond.
She is ill. Will you come to her?”

The pipe which I had been holding
between my fingers slipped to the
ground, and 1 drew a quick breath
between my teeth. This, then, was
Miss Desmond’s visitor, this was the
man whom she had been expecting so
eagerly; and he had left her ill, he
had left her at the very moment when
she must have most needed his sup-
port, on an errand which any other
messenger could have accomplished.
I stooped down and turned up the
lamp with a fierce, angry swelling at
my heart, but when 1 bent forward
to look into his face he stepped quick-
ly back into the shadows with an im-
patient exclamation. His purpose
was manifest—he wished to conceal
his features from me as far as
possible.

“I ask you again whether you will
come to her, Dr. Faggett?” he said
abruptly. "I left her in a faint, and
the case may be urgent. Kindly post-
pone your curiosity as to my personal
appearance until you have seen your
patient.”

“I will come at once,” I answered.
“I am ready now.” We went out in-
to the street together. I had expected
to find my companion silent and re-
served, but he commenced talking at
once.

“I learn from Miss Desmond that
you have been very good to her, Dr.
Faggett,” he said slowly. “She has
been in sore straits, I fear, and has
needed  friends.”

“I am not aware of any particular
goodness on my part,” I answered
stifly. “I have only done what Miss
Desmond has a right to expect from
me—or any other of my patients.”

“You have done more; but I fear
that you are prejudiced against me,
Dr. Faggett. 1 do not know how
much Marian—Miss Desmond—has
told you of her history, but—"

“She has told me nothing.”

“l do not wonder at it; she is
naturally reserved. You knew, at
any rate, that she was expecting a
visitor to-day ?”

- “Yes."

“I was that visitor.
surmised that ?”

“I imagined so; and also, from
your errand to me, that your visit was
a disappointment to her.”

“I fear so,” he answered in a low
tone; “I fear so.”

“Then, at any rate, it is my duty
to tell you, sir, that eyents may make
you her murderer,” I said pitilessly.

You may have

We were passing a gas-lamp, and

the momentary view which I had of
his face startled me. It was pale, as
though with a sudden horror, and
great beads of perspiration were
standing out upon his forehead; never
before or since have I seen such
agony upon a human face. The peo-
ple who thronged the pavement
glanced curiously at him, and then at
me. To escape their observation I
increased my pace a little, and as we
threaded our way amongst them I
heard him whisper in my ear:

“If you can save her, doctor, your
fee shall be a thousand guineas.”

“Only you can do that,” T answered
sharply.

There was no reply. I looked
round, and found that he was no
longer by my side. Across the road
I could see him vanishing in the mist.
Without hesitation I pushed onward.
I cared nothing for him; I was only
anxious to reach my patient.

Have You Tried

Bovril
Milk Sherbet?

Scald two cupfuls of milk
and dissolve therein two
tablespoonfuls of sugar.
Stir in thoroughly while
wad'rm one teaspoonful
lemon juice and two tea-
spoonfuls of BOV RIL.

BOVRIL in any form is nourishing
(5-6-00)

The Best Food for
the Summer Time is
CHATEAU BRAND
BAKED BEANS——

Avoid the heat—save the work
—get away from the worry of a
hot oven and the hard work of
preparing Home Baked Beans.

Chateau Brand Baked Beans
are thoroughly cooked through and
through in a steam heated oven
with a temperature twice as great
as the ordinary oven.

This insures complete digestibili-
ty, a rich nutty flavor and mealiness
impossible in Home Baked Beans
where the heat is necessarily much
less.

Your grocer has Chateau Brand
Baked Beans in 10, 15 and 20

cent tins.

WM. CLARK, Montreal

Manufacturer of High-Grade
Food Specialties

if it fails you at a critical moment,
Don't give it a chance to fail you—
use “3-in-One” and it never willl
This oil keeps the reel’'s sen~

sitive mechanism in perfect
order. “3-in-One” is the
one sure and safe reel
lubricant. Won't

it"
o motes pliability. Rub on
jo>” prevents rotting, Trial bottl

sent FREE by
57 Broadway
New York City,

SUBSCRIBERS who change their addresses

will confer a favor b i
Give the okl sad the v addens; T
In answering adver 1t tion Canadi

3IN 1 OIL CO.,

——, aE—

o |



