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5 F COURSE, if he regains conscious-

ness . . . the doctor had said.
A stealthy sound from the floor below,
broke the eerie stillness of the darkened
house. Nearer it came—on the stairs—
in the corridor beyond the yawning
doorway. Elinor's attitude became, if
possible, more tense, more rigid, as she
strained her eyes to pierce the gloom.

A man’s huge frame filled the door-
way. He stood, without speaking,
projecting his hungry soul, as it were
into the room. He gave the impression
of one excluded by unseen barriers,
vearning over those whom he was
powerless to reach.

“There is no change.”

The dead level of her tone was
horrible, the result of scarifying emo-
tions which had left wounds too
poignant for further sensation. “I will
call you if——'" she added, but the
words were without promise of hope.
Rather were they a foreshadowing of,
a preparation for, the end!

George Paget melted into the black-
ness and crept down the corridor.
On the stairs, he staggered like a man

_who had received a death blow but

could not die. If his wife felt the
passionate yearning in his soul, the
need for giving and receiving comfort,
she made no sign. Not until he reached
the floor below did she remove those
unseen barriers at the dim doorway,
relax slightly, and turn back to her
motionless vigil.

““He did it!” she repeated soundlessly
to herself. ‘ He did it!”

Deliberately, determinedly, she closed
her eyes to a fact that struggled for
recognition in her inner consciousness.
She refused to see that primal instincts
exist alike in all women; that Mrs.
Paget’s impulse to shield and protect,
was her own impulse, but slightly
exaggerated. A paragraph her husband
had marked for her to read, rose un-
bidden and unwelcome in her mind.

“We want a chance to subdue.
Boys like to go stamping through the
woods in thick soled boots. They
like to crush the sticks in their path
and to jerk off the branches that get
in their way. If there is need to
clear a path, so much the better.
For there is in most of us an ancient
hunger to subdue the chances which
we meet, to tame what is wild. We
want to encounter the raw and
crude—the stubbornness of nature
arouses our determination to subdue
it. Before the commercial age, war,
hunting and agriculture, gave us this
* foil. We want it still, and for lack
of it often find our work too soft.”

Blots of gloom floated indefinitely
about. Elinor watched them settle
for an instant in one spot, then another,
and finally dissolve. It was terrifying.

Suddenly, a chill like a wisible
Presence, crept into the room. It
approached slowly, purposefully, as
though it said, “1 am come! Make
way for me! This is my hour!”

Mentally the woman rose to meet it,
to dispute-it, and she threw her spirit
like a protective mantle over the body
of her child. With all the power of
her soul she fought the dread Thing
back.

Still she had not moved.

A trembling flicker of pale radiance
touched the boy's fair head. His
outline gradually came out of the
shadow. A bird chirruped, leaves
rustled softly and whispered that
morning was astir. Beyond the open
casement, a fringe of sombre pines
fenced off the flush of dawn.

A pony neighed!

The child quivered faintly. A little
moan escaped between his parted lips.

Stiffly, Elinor fell forward and crushed
heljl tearless sobs into the cold, white
quilt.

She knew that her husband had
entered the room, and was standing
beside her; she knew that he was racked
with anguish that included her hideous
pain. But she turned to him neither
for pity nor for comfort. She was glad
that he did not touch her.

_“Whoa . . .” said the child, dis-
tinctly. “‘I can’t hold him, Daddy—
Daddy!”

All that had been frozen in her
turned to concentrated fire. He had
called his father—the man who was
responsible for this murderous outrage.
She, his mother, was forgotten!

“ My son—My own dear son . .."” a
husky voice above her murmured.

Speak to mummy! Tell her that you
will get well.”

. She felt a small hand stirring feebly
in her hair. She raised her head and
loqked into the boy’s clear eyes.

e Don’t cry, mummy,” he whispered.

I'm not so very much hurted. As
soon as I've had tea, I'm going to ride
again—better, mummy, much better!
I didn’t know that riding was like a
game ... and I got beaten. But,” the
childish treble grew in strength, ‘“‘you
know Daddy says a fellow had to be a
good loser before he's a winner,
mummy , , ,"”
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E invite all persons visiting
3’4l London to inspect our factory
=2 and see how McCormick’s
Jersey Cream Sodas are made.

contend that the consuming public have a right
to know how their food is handled.

visitors’ registers contain names of
thousands of people from all parts of America
who have visite
about our factory is one of our best adver-

Under such circumstances, you rest content
that quality,
are everlastingly maintained.

- M“Cormick’s
Jersey Cream Sodas

Sold fresh everywhere.

Factory at LONDON, Canada.
Kingston, Winnipeg, Calgary, Port Arthur, St. John, N.B.

KEEN'S
OXFORD BLl;;aa

HE woman who wants
WHITE clothes uses Keen’s
Oxford Blue —as her mother,
grandmother and great grand-
mother did before her.

Keen’s Oxford
Blue is now,
as then, the
standard of
excellence.

MAGOR,SON& CO.,
Limited

Montreal
Toronto

5Canadl¢nAz¢nh.

MUSIC Tausht FREE

In Your Home

By the Oldest and Most Reliable School of
Music in Amet ica—Established 1895

Piano,Organ, Violin, Mandolin,Guitar, Banjo,etc.

)

ﬁ. Yoo can Mol Taaie umau:‘!- quickly

Beginners or advanced players. One lesson weekly.
Illustrations make everything plain. Only expense
about 2c¢ per day to cover cost of postage and music
used, Write for FREE booklet which explains every«
thingin full. AMERICAN SCHOOL OF MUSIC

Dept. 4, Lakeside Bldg., CHICAGO

Hawaiian Guitar, Violin, Mandolin,
Guitar, Coret, Tenor Banjo or Banjo_

UKULEL

‘Wonderful new system of teaching note music by mail. To first
m each locality, we give a $20 superb Violin, Mandolin, &

, Guitar, Hawaiin Gultar, Cornet, Tenor Banjo or Banjo abso-
lutely free. Very small charge for lessons only. We guarantee suc-
Complete ligation,

«cess or no charge. outfit free, Write now. No obl

SLINGERLAND SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Inz. Dept. 354 CHICAGD, ILL.

We

What they say

our plant.

urity, freshness and cleanliness

In sealed packages.
Branches at Montreal, Ottawa, Hamilton,

Your Hair Needs “Danderine”

Save your hair and double its beauty. You can have lots of
long, thick, strong, lustrous hair. Don’t let it stay lifeless, thin,
scraggly or fading. Bring back its color, vigor and vitality.
Get a 35-cent bottle of delightful ‘ Danderine’’ at any drug or
toilet counter to freshen your scalp; check dandruff and falling
hair. Your hair needs stimulating, beautifying ‘ Danderine’’
to restore its life, color, brightness, abundance. Hurry, Girls!
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