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his elderly resentment gainst

the boys still harder.
Let it be not understood,
however, that this bitter rivalry
in any way marred the tumultuous
happiness at Chesleyvale. On the con-
trary! It made a queen of Delia
and” courtiers of the men: it filled
her life—and theirs—with beauty and
chivalry and love in its broadest sense.
There was no happier home i Christen-

om .

Then suddenly June flung her starry
nights and perfumed days across the cam-
pus. Buds opened, birds chirruped, lads
and lasses hummed beneath their breath,
and all the world was athrill.

All except Delia.

. The day came when seniors tucked a
coll of parchment under their arms and
strolled home nonchalantly to pack. They
would have one believe that it was no
trouble to have earned the precious roll.
Any fool could do it! Juniors switched
their tassels to the other side and spoke
of their ‘last year.’ Sophs. and Fresh-
men assumed the gait, which if not actually
a swagger, was just the next best thing,
and College closed its doors with a bang.
_ Delia helped her bachelors pack, tuck-
ing in many a tear when they were not
looking: she trotted up and down stairs
endless times a day collecting their be-
longings and distributing them. She
stuffed loving silly little gifts in unexpected
places, and after they had gone, she found
just as loving and. just as silly ones,
left for her by them.

E”erK watched her “motherly fussing
over them with terrible bitterness 1n
his heart. She evidently did not care a
button what became of his favorite
pipe, his clipping book or his toba:co
pouch; she did not make a dozen trips

from his room to the library or suggest,

his leaving things behind, ~against his
return in the autumn.

He nerved himself to the point of hinting
that she take him back, but so delicately
was the suggestion couched that Delia
missed it entirely, thereby adding to
the poor distracted man's humiliation
and resentment. He called himself an
old fool. Obviously, she looked upon
him as pre-historic.

B{ noon of a gloomy Wednesday four
of them had gone. The grand old oak
fairly quivered with the violence of the
yell they gave for their Aunt Delia,
to sacr nothing of a Jungleful of tigers.
By dinner time none of the bachelors
remained except Robert and the professor.
Then Bob, too, swung down the flower
bordered driveway and called his senti-
ments, (expressed in the latest college
phraseology), from the gate.

She forced back the scorching tears
and turned to Ellery whose train did
1ot go for another hour. 4

“T can't help being silly,” she said,
cealizing that though one does acknow-
ledge to forty, one’s appearance is not
improved with a red nose, swollen eyes and
sniffles. “‘I feel so terribly lonely without
them. Never, before, did I know what
the breaking up of a family meant. Oh
the poor, poor mothers!”

He muttered things which were supposed
to be sympathetic and then talked about
the most trivial matters. She asked him
if he had remembered everything. le
hoped so. She suggested sending on
any trifles he might have left. He thanked
her. Silence, an uncomfortable silence,
fell between the two.

Presently, she looked at the clock
and he looked at his watch.

“You haven't much time,” she ven-
tured.

He agreed. They rose and shook hands
stiffly.

“You will miss your train,” she said,
briskly, he thought.

“Quite right. I must hurry. Good
night—and good bye."”

He, too, strode out into the heavy-
scented night, and left her pitifully alone.

So utterly miserable that she could
be brave no longer, Delia rushed into the
house, upstairs, and on the impulse of a
mad moment into the room which had
been Ellery’s, to cry. Her heart ached
to bursting, and now that there was no
one to see, she threw aside all regard for
her appearance. She was hideously alone;
even Tilly had gone home for the night.

How long she sat there in the dark,
racked by great shaking sobs, she did not
know. In memory she rehearsed every
day from the time of the boys coming
as minutely as possible; she even remem-
bered thinking of the lock on Mr. Ellery’s
door which needed repairing—it had de-
veloped a disinclination to move which
is common to the best and worst of locks—
when she became conscious of a step on
the stair.

Too paralyzed to move or scream,
she crouched beside the table and held
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her hreath,hwhile the intruder 1
came straight toward the room. 1
He came inside, closed the L‘.‘:
door, and flooded the room

with light. Tt was Alfred G. Ellery.

“Why, what are you doing here?”
she asked feebly.

“Missed my train by a fraction, and
came back to see if you would extend me
your hospitality for another day—unless
vou would prefer my going to a hotel,”
he added.

His words were formal, but his tone
was warm and glad.

But Delia's cheeks flamed and she rose.

“l hardly know what to say,"” she
stammered.  “It seems so. frightfully
si'ly, doesn’t it>—and yet—yet—even
Tilly has gone home."

“0Of course,” he said, “in that case—
natura'ly—"'

He grasped at the knob and turned it
sharply. But the door refused to open.
He shook it gently, violently, desperately.
He was afraid to look at Delia.

“Unusually stubborn,” he muttered.
“No doubt but that it will give in time.”

“Oh, of course,” she returned in a tone
which sought to give conviction to herself
“let me try it.”

Her efforts were so far successful in
that she pulled the knob entirely off.
Its other half dropped with a tremendous
thud to the floor outside.

Her pathetic endeavor not to lose her
head, to treat the affair with coolness,
touched Fllery more than hysterics
would have done. With sudden insight
he looked at her brimming eyes and sop-
ping handkerchief and an almost un-
comfortable longing to take her in his
arms and comfort her possessed him.
But where jealousy of the boys held him
dumb hefore, a sense of chivalry prevented
his speaking at the moment. He did not
want to force his attentions upon her
when she was helpless to escape them.
It was impoussible for him to break the
door; they made real doors in Judge
Chesley's day. There was no clinging
vine by which he could make a spec-
tacular descent, no leafy branch to which
he could drop and so, reach the ground.
There was no rain spout. In books,
he told her, there is always a rain spout.
Even knotting the bed-clothes together
would not send him half to the ground.
There was but one way—to leap from the
third story window, and he was prepar
to do that rather than cause her any
embarrassment or unhappiness.

«N\onsense,’ she said, in the tone of
affectionate scolding she often used to-
ward the boys. ‘‘There must be a way!
My head seems to be bad—1 can’t think—
But certainly, Mister Ellery, there must
be a way'"”

Then silence was broken by a step
across the street. like a flash Delia
was at the window straining her eves to
pierce the <tar flecked night, outside.

“ls that you, Muriel?"”. she hissed.
“Yoes, it's [—Delia. Come closer . . . I
don't want to rouse the whole street—
I'm marooned in Mister Ellery’s room, and
] want you to phone old Watkins to come
and unlock the door. Do hurry!”

“Marooned in Mr. Ellery’s room?”
repeated the puzzled girl. ‘“How on
earth . . . . Well, what does it matter?
No use to get the poor old fellow up at
this time of night.  You just tumble
into bed up there, and I b.rmg' him
over the first thing in the morning. "

Preferring death rather than this al-
ternative, there was nothing to it but
for Delia to explain that Mr. Ellery was
marooned there, too. With a little more
diccussion Muriel disappeared into the
house, and shortly after led old Watkins up
to the refractory door. What had trans-
pired in the meantime is neither your
business or mine. But when at last
they were released Delia and Ellery were
sitting comfortably hand in hand, an
admirable illustration of that fine old
adage which informs us that love laughs
at locksmiths.

The smallest bit of coaxing persuaded
Muriel to stay all night, and the three sat
down to supper in the gayest spirits.
So often did Murie! look askance at Delia,
that the latter bursting into happy
laughter, finally said,

“She has already guessed it, Alfred—
the minx—you might as well tell her.”

He did, with two inchesadded height and
heaven known how many, chest expansion.
There were congratulations all around.

“But the poor bachelors,” sighed
Muriel, thinking particularly of one of
them! ‘“What a disappointment for them
to have lost their lovely college home.”

“The idea!” protested Ellery ‘““As if
either Delia or [ want to turn them out,
eh, my dear? There will be as much
room for them here as ever, and they will
be quite as welcome. Huh, turning out

(Concluded on page 36)
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UST as your signature stands for you, so does the
mark above stand for us. It is our signature, so
to speak, on what we make. It represents our

_ideals, our honor, our pledge to the world that the

fruit and vegetable products marked by it are ab-
solutely pure, and of the highest possible excellence
It is a symbol or mark you should learn to look for—
your positive guarantee of complete satisfaction.

() We make no reservations with re-
oY\ spect to EDS lines. We have no
apologies or explanations to make.
Qur goods stand ready for any test. The
Canadian Government has tested them
and declared them to be pure absolutely.
Chemists are free to test them—they will
find nothing to put us to shame or to the
blush. We know what goes into ED S
containers, and we are not afraid.

0 When you buy jams, jellies, preserves,
/Y \ marmalade, grape juice, raspberry vinegar,
tomato catsup, and canned fruits and
% vegetables, ask for the ED S brand—the
packages with the E D S triangle on them. Then
you need have no misgivings. You can rest age!
sured that you have the highest possible quality,
To know and be sure is content of mind.

Good grocers everywhere in Canada will

supply you with E D S lines. But your
part is to specify the E D S brand.
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Your Money Can Very Safely
Earn 7/,

owe it to your best interests to look into the securities offered by this

IF you are getting less than 7 per cent. return on your investment, you

Cor.'poration. Bond offerings to earn 7 per cent. regularly are a far
better investment than returns that fluctuate from 12 per cent. to
zero, because stock dividends magnify changing business conditions or are
subordinate to regular interest payments on bond issues. We are offering
the bonds of a successful well-managed company, which have been paying
7 per cent. per annum, credited half-yearly, for more than ten years.
Back of this opportunity is an institution which has been established

for more than 28 years.

Write to-day and we will send you full particulars of these Bonds
which are issued in denominations of $100, $500, $1,000—or may bez
purchased by instalments. Your investment in these securities is as
safe as a mortgage and may be withdrawn on 60 days’ netice, at_any

time, after one year. Address:

National Securities Corporation, Ltd.

Confederation Life Building

- Toronto, Canada

RENNIE’S < BOOK

- For‘ h46 {tears th; leading  “e—)
author on Vegetabl
“m Flower ag’d Fm"mg Seedg’ Fnr
R Plants and Bulbs. You need
ead'it. Send for free wpy—ISIs
to-day.
ALACRITY TOMATO
An Extra Early Red Variety
Developed by Experts at the Central Ex-
perimental Farm, Ottawa. Reported to be
the earliest variety in existence and espec-
ially adapted for Canada, being Northern
Grown. Full size packet, 16¢.

Wm. RENNIE Co. Limited,

Adelaide and Jarvis Streets.
TORONTO

Opportunity

To Make Money

Hundreds of women make from $5.00 to
$20.00 every week, looking after renewals
and taking new subscriptions to Every-
woman's World in their own neighborhood.
There is a an opportunity for you to make
big nmroney right now. The work need only
occupy a little of your spare time—it is
pleasant and dignified. rite for particu-
lars to-day to

Sales Division No. 27
Everywoman’s World, Toronto {




