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Only Fine, Flavoury Teas

are used to produce the famous

"SALADA’

blends. Every leaf is fresh, Iragrant
full of its natural deliciousness. Sold
_ in sealed packets only.

B 107

ors | Hallam's Thi Books
More Trappers and Fur Collectors “'}rapper’:eéui ]

send their Raw Furs to us than to
any other five houses in Canada. %E;:g:hs,ofnﬁ:ce;‘i:d.
Because they know we &)a_vhigh- tells how and where
est prices, pay mail and express

to trap and other
valuable information
!05 trappers: also

*“Trapper’s and
Sportsmen’s Supply
Catalog’’*‘Raw Fur
Price List,”” and
latest “Fur Style
Book ”” of beauti-
fulfur sets and fur
garments.

All these books fully

ORIGINAL
TGl

Result, we are the largest in our
~ No Shipment too smallor too large to
i Animal Bait, Shoepacks, Flash-
Promptly
upplies at lowest prices. CATALOG FREE.
323 Hallam Building T ORONTO
78 CHURCH ST Cor BLLOOR WEST and BATHURST.
1220 YONGE ST. SUBWAY, Cor ALCORN AVE

; charges, charge nocommissions,
. line in Canada. Ship to us today and
receive our promnt attention.
v : lights, Headlights, Fishing Nets,
3 K 8 illustrated and sent
8 S alll
; imited mni—"
BRANCHES AND CONNECTIONS THROUGHOUT CANADA.

Cor. QUEEN WEST and BATHURST 236 BROADVIEW, Cor. WILTON Ave.
HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO. JAMES MASON, General Manager.

and treat our shippers -right.
deal with a Reliable House.
.
And Re mi t Gu“ We sell Guns, Rifles, Traps,
2 " Fishing Tackle and Sportsmens
FREE ON REQUEST.
" TH E B c CHARTER
8-10 KING ST. WEST, HEAD OFFICE AND TORONTO: BRANCH
Cor. Queen EAST and ONTARIO DUNDAS ST., Cor. HIGH PARK Ave.
2261 YONGE ST., NORTH TORONTO, Cor. EGLINTON AVE.

ASSIMILATIVE MEMORY ;
Or How To Attend and Never Forget

By Prof. A. Loisette

The complete Loisette Memory System. Its aim
is to increase the power of memory in much the
same proportivn as‘the power of the eye for vision
is increased by means of the microscope and tele-
scope. 12mo, cloth, 170 pp. Price $3.00 post-paid.

“] have no hesitation in commending Professor
Loisette’s system to all who are in earnest in wishing
to train their memories effectively.”—Richard A.
Proctor, the Eminent Astronomer.

UNIVERSITY BOOK COMPANY
Successors to Norman Richardson

8 University Avenue : : Toronto

COSGRAVES

(CHILL-PROOF)

PALE ALE

Wherever men meet you hear your neighbors
call for Cosgraves ( Chill-Proof ) Pale Ale often-
er than all other ale brews put together.

Ask them why. They will tell you Cosgraves
gives them more ale satisfaction for their money
than any other.

Tell your dealer to send you “the ale that is
c'hill-proof”—Cosgraves.

As light as lager,

but better for you.

safe to venture down to the train!
Even in the fog, it would be unwise
to linger on the platform. His dis-

guise, facially at any rate, was but

a flimsy one after all.

He smoked, and idly began to read
the letters in the pocket of his tunic.

There were two of them, and with
a start of surprise, he realized that
they both came from a Cornish vil-
lage he had known well in the past—
a village only eight miles from that
in which his father had been Rector,
and where his mother had died.

This was the first:

“Dear Bob,

“The Doctor says as mother will
live till you come, now as you have
got leave. Mother knows you are
coming, and is waiting to say good-
bye. Dear Bob, she says as now she
knows you are coming to-morrow she
will die happy. If you catch the 7.30
from Plymouth you will be here at —
station by 9, and a trap will be wait-
ing. Dear Bob, come at once.

“Your loving sister,
“Susan Donovan.”

The other letter was headed “The
Vicarage,” and was brief:

“Dear Donovan,” it ran, ‘“don’t de-
lay an hour in your journey from Ply-
mouth to-morrow evening. Your
mother may, I pray God, last till your
arrival.

“As from -your boyhood,
Your sincere friend, -
“Harold Davidson.”

The mist eddied round the pine
trees, and cold drops fell from the
dark branches.upon the sodden turf.

The figure in uniform, hidden in the
recesses of the wood, remained abso-
lutely motionless for quite half an
hour. :

OR all that time there was no
sound from the encircling moor—
no sound of battle. And yet the

legions of evil, in sable regi-
ments strong, were waging a furious
battle in their own country, their
known and accustomed country,
against one single angel of light.

But now a sound came.

It was the noise of shunting down
below in the station, the whistle of
an engine about to start; then the
groaning movement as the train mov-

ed out into the mists towards Ply-
mouth.

And, above the station, was the
sound of sobbing, the sobbing of a.
broken and contrite heart to which
old memories had come, to which—
perhaps—the voice of a Mother had
spoken from another and happier
world than this.

Through the mist!—could he find
his way back? Could he find his way
back to the lonely farmhouse upon the:
moor?

For the first time for many years.
K.15 prayed.

He prayed that he might be able
to discover the path through this.
chilly grey blanket which had de-
scended over the western moors—the
path back to the house where War-
der Donovan lay.

To release the bound man! to give:
him a chance of being present at the
deathbed of the mother he loved!

In his hurried progress back to-
wards the farm he came suddenly to-
a mark he recognized—a huge table-
shaped boulder. It told him that he
was but five minutes’ walk from the
place he sought.

And then he stopped.

He knew what this would mean. It
would mean a flogging for the assault.
It would mean parti-coloured clothes
and chains for the escape. It would
mean that the horror of his life was
to deepen into horrors more terrible:
still.

Then he went on.

* * * * * *

It was done! He had untwisted the
cruel bonds of wire. He had chafed
the wrists and ankles, he had brought
water from the well, and poured it
over Donovan’s head and the great '
bump which had risen there from the
blow of the mallet.

Then he stood trembling and cring-
ing before the prison officer. With
nervous fingers he began to unbutton
the black leather belt and the tunic
that he wore—speaking incoherently
the while, trembling very much. As
well as he was able, he explained,
and then, as the other looked at him
with dazed eyes, power came into his
voice and he spoke. He spoke of his
own mother. He told of the letters
he had read.

Then he stood humbly waiting for
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Trey Are Knocking Tte Cuips Out OF The ‘Mano® Woop Anp |RoM .

This amateur cartoon .is sent us by “An Amer‘ican’: in Denver, Colorado,
who says he gets the Courier occasionally from a relative in this country. He

adds:

“I have derived considerable enjoyment from the Courier.”

This is in-

tended as a satire on .thve huge wooden statue of Von Hindenburg in Berlin, in
which Germans are privileged to drive nails at one mark for each nail.



