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COWAN'S

PERFECTION

COCOA
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Cowan’s
Cocoa shares with

milk the first place as a
drink for children. A pure
Cocoa, it contains nerve, flesh
and muscle - building material.
Made with milk it is a perfectly
balanced food, as well as a drink

the children love.

20EOUR GROCER HAS IT

The COWAN CO., Limited
TORONTO

Bisley made “Ross”
Rifle famous

and now the perform
ances on the field of the
280 ‘‘Ross’’ (known as
the High-Velocity) is
creating quite a sen-
sation among big game
hunters.

The Ross Sporting
Rifles have the absolute
accuracy of the famous
Ross Target Barrels, and
their very quick and re-

As a sugzestion, give your wife a small Electric Kettle.
These come in cither pnt or quart sizes. They will
answer the same purpase as the more elaborate Chafing
Dish for the light lunches which are so welcome after

an evening of Bridge.

"-“280 Qalibre
High Veloeity ---

Drop in and see one at our office, or telephone your Hebl ot o
breech, and good finish,
order to make them favourites
wherever shown. If you

are in the market for a
rifle, it will pay you to
look up the nearest Ross
dealer—or write direct
for illustrated price list
which is sent post free
on application,

ROSS RIFLE CO.,
Quebec, - Canag,

ADELAIDE 404

The Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited,
12 Adelaide St. East, Toronto

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION ‘‘THE CANADIAN COURIER.’’

Ted took the onus of reply on his
shoulders.

“Dick was asked whether his father
was reading by lamp or candle-light that
evening; and when he said the former,
how far off the table upon which it was
placed was from the window-curtains?
Dick answered about three yards; and
the coroner remarked that it was clearly
impossible then for them to have caught
fire as had been suggested. Dick re-
plied, somewhat sarcastically, that al-
though he had left his father seated in
that particular chair, he could not say
how long he had remained there. To
his mind, there were two different ways
in which the fire might have originated.
Mr. Emberson might by accident, awake
or asleep, have knockea the lamp over—
or, it was quite possible that, after un-
dressing, he hal continued reading in
bed; and in that case he would probably
liave made use of the candle which, with
matches, always stood ready to hand.
Supposing him to have done this, and,
falling asleep, to have left the candle
burning, a sudden gust of wind from the
window, which was always left open at
night, might very well have blown the
light muslin curtain into the flame and
so caused the conflagration.”

“Then the little dark man whispered
again,” said Colonel Anerley, taking up
the thread of the narrative, “and the
coroner asked a rather strange ques-
tion; he wanted to know if Mr. Ember-
son had been in the habit of wearing
false teeth?”

“Talse teeth!” echoed the two ladies,
in amazement. ;

“Yes; don’t you see, if he had, and
they were attached to gold plates, the
latter ought to be found.”

“I should never have thought of that!’
murmured Mrs. Anerley.

“What did Dick reply?” asked Enid.

“Not to his knowledge.”

“Oh, but he did!” exclaimed the elder
lady.

“He did! Who did? What did they
do, my dear ?” queried her husband.

“] know he did,” she continued, with-
out heeding the interruption. “When
Mr. Emberson was talking to me one
day he threw his head back and laughed,
and I saw then that he wore something
of the sort.”

The Colonel elevated his eyebrows.

“Trust a woman,” he said, “for obser-
ving trifles of that deseription. 1t
seems to me, my dear, it would have
been better if you and Enid had gone
this morning instead of us; your evi-
dence would have been decidedly more
valuable than ours.”

The summons to luncheon here broke
up the conversation. Whilst the others
took their places at table, Enid crept
upstairs on tip-toe to Dick’s room and
listened outside. The door was ajar:
and the sound of regular breathing be-
trayed the fact that, forgetful for a time
of his troubles, he had fallen asleep.

She slipped into the room and went
up close to his side; then stood for a
moment looking down with an almost
maternal tenderness at the pale, worn,
young face—at the athletic figure, and
the strong right arm thrown out widely
across the pillows. Seeing him thus in
the abandonment of sleep, Enid’s heart
throbbed with a mingled love and paty
almost painful in its intensity. Yield-
ing to a sudden temptation, she bent
forward and pressed a Kkiss, soft as the
caress of a rose-leaf, upon his forehead.
He stirred a little and she drew back
quickly, catching her breath with the
fear of having awakened him. But he
slept on; and creeping away as noise-
lessly as she had entered, she joined the
others below. It was quite late in the
afternoon when Dick appeared down-
stairs. He declared himself to feel
heaps better; and his looks corroborated
his statement; the expression of mental
strain and worry had sensibly relaxed,
and he was more like his normal self.
Ted Alston whispered as much to Enid
as he wished her “Good-night,” and she
replied under her breath, lest her lover
should overhear—

“Yes; if only the funeral was over!
When that is past we shall all begin
to breathe again freely.”

People came from far and wide the
next day to attend at the last solemn
laying to earth of the poor fragments
of mortality which had once known the
pride of manhood. Owing to Mr. Ember-
son’s having been so many years absent
from that part of the country, and also




