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TeaJime Jalks &

s always tea time when
you arve tived or thirsty.

The Best Tea at its Best

The best tea in the world is hill-grown Ceylon Tea.
“Salada’ is #4is best tea at its best.

““Salada” plantations have the best soil; the tea
plants are of the best variety; the fragrant buds and leaves
picked for ‘‘Salada’’ are the best production of the best plants.

This best tea is protected from contamination and de-
terioration every step of the way from plantation to pur-
chaser. It comes to you in air-tight lead packages.

Bulk teas rapidly deteriorate. ‘Salada’’ is never sold
in bulk.

Ask your grocer for ““Salada’® Tea or send
for a free trial package which makes 25
cups of delicious tea. We will mail it to
you without charge. Say whether you use

Black, Mixed or Green-T'ea and the price
you pay per pound.

The *““SALADA’’ TEA CO.
32 Yonge Street Toronto
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%

Yearly sale over20,000,000 packages

OUR SUBSCRIBERS

will confer a favor by reporting promptly any failure in the delivery of their copies of the
Canadian Courier. City subscribers should receive theirs by not later than Friday evening.
Out of town readers may assist by kindly giving the number on the label.

CIRCULATION DEPARTMENT
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CANNOT
FALL DOWN

Plaster ceilings are a constant menace
to school children. They are apt to fall
down any time, and without giving the slightest
warning.  On the other hand, PRESTON STEEL
Ceilings are absolutely safe. They cannot crack,
cannot fall down. Will last as long as the building
stands. Fireproof. Sanitary,too. Do not absorb odors
or disease germs. Easily cleaned with soap and water
Cost compares favorably with plaster or wood. Send
for decorative suggestions, booklet and estimates.

METAL SHINGLE & SIDING CO. LIMITED
PRESTON, ONTARIO
Branch Office and Factory, Montreal, Quebec
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For SaLe BY G. P. Breckon & Co., REAR 210 VicTORIA ST.

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER.”

he care if Austria was fidgeting about
the new frontier line and Russia was
stirring up strife on account of the
Hinterland Provinces? For he was
young, and the spring day was fresh
and fair, and was not the face of his
companion the sweetest he had ever
seen ?

Why not? he asked himself. And
yet, why not again? It seemed to
him now that he was an actor, and
that these mummers were the crea-
tures who extracted every crop of
the honey of his life. It was a reve-
lation to him, a new harmonious
existence which he had only read of
in books, and every moment brought
a fresh surprise; the tall woman,
with the dark eyes and ivory com-
plexion, was known far and wide as
a great tragic actress. The little
man, with the wrinkled face and
Trilby hat, was the very prince of
comedians. King Fritz picked up the
names as they fell from lip to lip.
He felt distinctly honoured that he
was appreciated in such select com-
pany. And, meanwhile, old Rutzstin
was laid by the heels beyond the
power to interfere for Heaven knows
how long a period.

And nobody asked any awkward
questions, they all seemed to take the
thing for granted. There was a
charming gaiety and abandon ahout
these actors. They tossed their quips
and cranks from lip to lip, the purple
silence of the woods rang with their
innocent laughter. And they were
not idly curious either. They did not
seem to care who the king was, or
where he came from, so long as he
attuned himself to their melody and
danced to their merry air. Here was
life, then, fresh and vigorous, and
full of sap as an oak in an April
wind. The king was young, too; he
had the command of means to make
the adventure successful.

The talk for the most part was
theatrical, and Fritz listened with the
keenest possible interest. With one
accord the company addressed him as
“your Majesty”; it seemed tacitly to
be understood that the jest must be
kept up. &

All the same, there was something
almost pathetic in the droop of Nita’s
lips and the wistfulness of her smile.

“The thing was utterly wrong. She

checked an inclination to start up
there and then .and tell the truth.
But the king’s enjoyment was so
wholesome and heartwhole that the
necessary courage failed her. Still, it
did not matter. The little romance
would be ended in a day or two, and
that frivolous-minded crowd would
forget that they had ever met the
handsome stranger by the margin of
the silver stream. The chaplet slip-
ped from Nita’s hair. The yellow
flowers lay unheeded in her lap. Un-
der cover of them the king possessed
himself of her hand. Her little fin-
gers lay unresistingly in his.

“Sweetheart,” he murmured, “don’t
be unkind. This is a glimpse of para-
dise to me. Ah, you little realise
what a drab existence has been mine.
I know you won’t spoil it.”

“Why should I not?” Nita whis-
pered.

“Because it is going to last,” the
king said solemnly. “Dear heart, do
you think I am going back now? Do
you think that I would return to
Montenana without you? No, not
for the reversion of a score of
crowns. I mean to have a real queen
not a human puppet trained from the
cradle to be an automaton and a
figure head.”

Nita sighed gently. The whole
thing was wildly extravagant to the
last degree, but it held something real
for her. Her lips trembled in a smile.
It seemed as if she were about to say
something warm and palpitating,
when a burst of laughter from those
gathéred round the tea table drowned
her voice. ' .

_animal.

“Oh, I assure you it is true,” Clar-
ette cried. “Nita told us so. Think
of the audacity of it! None of us
ever conceived such a gilded lie. Be-
hold him! Let me introduce you to
his Majesty, the King of Montenana.”

A little man in gleaming spectacles
had come up and joined the group.
He was a veritable note of exclam-
ation. With a shrewd little smile
on his lips now he ceased to play
with his waxed moustache. There
was something like consternation on
his face.

“Good Lord!” he exclaimed. “Why,
this is actually .

“What is the matter?” Clarette
demanded shortly. “Boys and girls,
here is Louis Benin actually lost for
speech.  The brilliant journalist,
whose mission it is to govern Europe
is actually embarrassed. Dear little
man, have you ever been in the pres-
ence of Royalty before? Give him a
glass of water, one of you.”

The spick and span journalist forc-
ed a smile to his lips. He ceased to
stare at the owner of a throne as if
he had been some rare and curious
His snug self-complacency
was coming back to him now. -

“There is a likeness to his Maj-
esty,” he ssaid; "“Ha  ha, that is a2
good joke of Nita’s. I did not know
that this was one of her metiers. I
hope you are well, sir.”

The little journalist was swagger-
ing now. He was apparently quite
at his ease. Yet, there was a rest-
lessness about him, and a queer glit-
ter in his eyes which filled Nita with
uneasiness.

“That man has recognised you,”
she whispered.

“It is more than possible,” the king
said coolly. “Indéed, I wonder that
some of your companions have not
already done so. I suppose they did
not spot me out of one of those con-
founded uniforms that I am always
decked in. But why so grave? Who
is the little man, and how can he
harm any of us?”

“He is a journalist,” Nita explain-
ed, “and a very brilliant one, too:
Everything he says is listened to; in
fact he is quite a prominent figure
here. I don’t know what is passing
through his mind, but assuredly he
recognised you. I should not feel so
anxious if he had not kept the fact
to himself. You see, there is Bertha
Venis telling him that there is an
understanding between you and me.
Oh, T wish she wouldn’t. I wish we
had never come here to-day.”

There was apother burst of laugh-
ter from the group round the table.
One or two of the girls had laid
hands upon the newspaper man, and
were trying to detain him. He was
desolate, he said. He was distracted
to tear himself away from such pleas-
ant company. >

“I only looked in for a moment,”
he said. “After the theatre, this ev-
ening, perhaps. Meanwhile, the slave
of duty as I am, I must hurry back
to the city. Au-revoir,”

The shining light of the fourth
estate hastened back to the city. He
hurried along the boulevards in the
direction of his office. People smiled
and bowed, while a man more em-
phatic than the rest tried to detain
him. But he shook him off and went
his way.

“Is it so - important?” the other
asked., “Is there a fortune waiting at
the office of La Cigale for you?”

“Something like it,” Benin crie
gaily. “Fortune? Yes; if it is serv-
ed up hot enough. And exclusives
my friend, exclusive! Come to me t0
supper at the Cafe Continental aftef
the Theatre to-night, and I promise
you a feast of the gods with the wine
of the widow galore. But not if yot
detain me, Alphonse.”

TO BE CONTINUED:.




