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Montreal to Bristol

“The Royal Line”

Say experienced Travellers. First, Second,
hird, no matter how you go, you enjoy to
the full the homelike comforts, splendid ac-

commodation and superior service of the
R.M.S. Royal George, R.M.S. Royal Edward.
Both are equipped with the latest devices for com-
fort and convenience.

SAILINGS

From Bristol

Wednesday
Oct. 16
Oct. 30
Nov. 13

Nov. 27

From Montreal
Steamer
Royal Edward
Royal George
Royal Edward
Royal George
an1 fortnightly thereafter.

Nov. 13

For all information apply :‘l’:eS'“m'hip Agenti, or the follow- 7

ing G | Agencies of C : to, Ont.,
Canadian Northern Buiding; Mooesy: Soronts, Ont.,
James St.; Halifax, N.S., 123 Hollis St.; \‘Vinn‘m.

Man.. 272 Main St.
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Electric Home Comforts

In the Dining Room—the TOASTER

In my Lady's Room—the CURLING IRON

In the Nursery—the HEATING PAD

In the Laundry—the IRON

All over the HOUSE the best LIGHT ¢

And for Cleanliness the VACUUM CLEANER
Call Adelaide 404 for a trial proposition.

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

THE FINEST @ ~m<t..uo'
CrocoLATEs

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

upstairs into a stiffly furnished sitting-
room. She had not seen Grace since
they had met frequently in London dur-
ing the weeks of the previous spring,
and when she looked into the white, set
face of the woman who awaited her in
the sitting-room, she found it difficult
to believe this was the lovely, brilliant
Grace Cardew, who had been one of the
beauties of the season only a year be-
fore.

“You are his niece,” she said, looking
at Rosa with those tired, grief-stricken
eyes, “he is conscious—he would like to
see you—he cannot live long, you know.”

“He was so badly hurt?” the other
questioned, a great pity for the woman
before her filling her heart.

“Yes! nothing could be done, He is
just—waiting for the end—that is all.”

“Oh! but I am so sorry for you,”
Rosa cried impetuously, putting out her
hands to Grace with a gesture of irre-
pressible sympathy, “you love him ?”

“Yes, I love him,” the strangely tone-
less voice answered, “I never loved any-
body before. .I never knew what love
was. He taught me.. It is heaven and
hell all in one.”

“I think it is only heaven,” Rosa said
gently.

“Heaven? Yes, if you have your man
and are happy. Hell, if you have to let
him go, as T must.” The mechanical
note in her voice all at once faltered and
broke, her face lost its look of set hard-
ness, her lips quivered.

“You had better come to him,” she
said abruptly. “He knows you are here
—he must not be kept waiting. And
you must not stay long—there is so little
time for me “

The sentence was not finished, a sob
broke from her, a dry, tearless sob, in-
finitely more pitiful than tears could
have been; and she controlled herself
immediately.

“He must not see me upset,” she said,
“the doctor says we must keep him as
quiet as we can—between the paroxysms
of pain. Come!” and so saying, she led
the way across a corridor, into a big
bedroom where, in the bed facing the
window, her husband lay. His form was
very rigid and still, his face the colour
of death, but his dark eyes were
strangely full of life, and as the two
Women entered the room together they
lighted up, and he smiled.

“My beautiful — white — queen,” he
whispered, his glance fixed on Grace,
“you and I—are—paying the price . . .
And Rosa has come?” his glance turned
from his wife to Rosa, “why have you
come? To gloat over my downfall?”

“No, no—oh! no,” she knelt down by
the bed, and put a hand over his hand
that lay motionless on the sheet. “I
came—because I was—sorry, because I

—could not help coming. Something—
made me come.”
“Ah! so that was it? Something

made you come,” he smiled again, a
faintly sardonic smile, then went on
softly: “It must have been your good
angel who sent you, or your good fate,
or whatever you choose to call it. For,
seeing you has reminded me of what I
might have forgotten, even in this place.
Though this place, above all others,
should make me remember,” he added
dreamily.

“Funny,” he rambled on, after a mo-
ment of silence. “It was on that very
same white road where T practically met
my death that I ran—her down—Tiny,
you know—and the child. What is the
child’s name, I forget?”

“Sylvia,” Rosa put in.

“Sylvia, that was it; she was there
with her mother the day my car ran
down their pony carriage. I didn’t
know then that the child—was mine—
hers and mine,” he stirred uneasily, and
for an instant Rosa thought his mind
was wandering: but he understood her
thought, and shook his head.

“No, I’'m sane enough, my brain hasn’t
given way, though—I have come to the

end. She—was ' my wife—Sylvia’s
mother—my wife, an English girl—
Hester Stansdale was her name. She

ran away from her own people for my
sake. She—two women have loved me,”
he broke off to say, with a long upward
look at Grace, “but—she—was afraid
of what she had done. She and I—were
never really mated. She—was afraid of
me, a8 well as of her own action in
running away with me,” he spoke on in
curiously dreamy tones, almost as though
he had forgotten his listeners. Then,

Worn by the
BEST PEOPLE

Sold by the :
BEST DEALERS

Many people have remarked
on the peculiar name given to
this  Underwear, which has
earned the reputation of being
the best pure wool underwear
made.

It might ve interesting to
some to explain the origin of
the word.

“CEETEE” Underwear is
manufactured by The C. Turn-
bull Co. of Galt, Limited, a
firm founded a little over fifty
years ago. The present Man-
ager, Mr. C. Turnbull, adopted
the idea of practically attach-
ing his signature to every
high-class pure wool garment
turned out on their special
machines  for  full-fashioned
underwear. He, therefore, used
his initials by putting them
into words CEE (C) TEE (T),
and surrounding the words
with a drawing of an Austra-
lian Merino Sheep, from the
wool of which every garment
of “CEETEE” is made.

To-day the word *CEETEE” on any
garment is practically Mr. Turnbull’s per-
sonal signature. Tt means that it is guar-
anteed absolutely unshrinkable and made
from nothing but the finest pure Australian
Merino wool*

? Made in all Sizes and Weights
for Men, Women and Children.

The C. Turnbull Co. of Galt, limitgd,

Galt, Ontario

Established 1859

Also manufacturers of Turnbull's high-
clags ‘ribbed underwear for ladies
and children, Turnbull’s “M” Bands
for Infants and “CEETEE” Shaker
Knit Sweater Coats.
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Extra
Mild

Not a headache in a
barrelful — and never
makes you bilious.
It’s extra mild and
absolutely pure,

600D RELIABLE GUNS

at Wholesale Prices. Send for free 200 1
page Catalogue of Guns, Rifles, andl
Sporting Goods.

T. W. BOYD & S&N. 27 l::re Dame St. West,



