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Bulgarians

Respectfully dedicated to my gddfather, H.R.H. Ferdinand, Czar of Bulgaria.

Written for The Western Home Monthly by Ferdinande De Foras.

HE sun was slowly setting in the |
T hills surrounding the house of little
Xenia, but the girl in the doorway
'heeded it not. Her eyes were fixed
"on the narrow road, the only path lead-
-ing up from the village to the small
_cottage where her grandmother and
she had lived alone for many years.
Every evening, his work . finished,
Danillo would come up for supper with
the old Bulgarian woman and the young
girl, barely seventeen, who in but two
. short months would be his bride. To-
.day for the first time he was late, and
the girl wondered. ; {
“Xenia, my love bird,” called the
cracked old voice, “Come, the soup ig
getting cold.”  The girl only raised her
hands to her brow and stocd thus, deep
“in thought, nev-~ answering. In the
faint rosy light of a Bulgarian sunset
she made a charming picture, character-
istic of her country. Her linen sleeves

The old woman crossed herself, “long

life to our Czar, and may God help
his children.”

A silence fell. On the sky far off
the sunset was slowly dying, and the

'shadows crept darkly under ths trees

near by.

Suddenly from ' the darkness below,
the figure of a man emerged, running
towards the cottage. Xenia knew him
at once, and as she ran eagerly forward
to meet him a smile camz %o her face.
“Danillo, sweetheart, mine, you come
at last,” she panted, stopping short as
she noted the anxiety written on his
face. “Danillo,” she urged, taking one
of his hands, “ it the war?’ The
eyes of the man, bloodshot as they
were, never left her face. “My own—

my own little girl,” he said hoarsely.
“Danillo,”
quickly.”

she pleaded. “Tell me
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and shirt showed white against the dark
blue of her dress, quite plain except
for its tiny garlands of purple flowers.
Thus standing she looked slim indeed,
and strangely beautiful with  heavy
braids of black hair falling to her
knees. The only touch of color was
the red handkerchief tied loosely on
her head, and the crimson of her brown
cheeks, Her face had the expression
o1 silent watching. Somehow she look-
ed appealing, perhaps because the face
was only the face of a child, or rather,
Leeause, oddly enough, in that child’s
tace one could discover the eyes of the
woman, dark deep like pools of sleep-
mg water

“Xenia,” called the old voice again,
“Danillo will not come to-night; ma¥-
be he has gone to Varna!”

The suggestion aroused the girl. She
turned slowly to her grandmother. I
have been thinking,” she said wearily,
“Danillo would not have left for Varna
without letting us know.”

The old woman shook her head.
“Xenia girl—Bulgaria must come first—
mayhe Danillo went to see what was
the truth about these rumors of war:

“Girandmother, dear, it can’t be the
trip to Varna that keeps him—but bad
news down there in the village. War,
perhaps, I feel it is war)”
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The man‘s voice dropped. “It is
harder than I thought,” he muttered
as if to himself, and before she real-
ized what he was about to do he took
rner in his arms roughly, crushing tle
red lips to his.

In the trees near by a bird was sing-
ing, the light breeze moved the leaves,
all the night seemed hushed as if to hide
Danillo
eyes, her cheeks—even the little curls
on her forehead.

A moment thus, and then the man
stepped back as if from a blow. He
was near, and yet Xenia felt as
though he were far away.

“Sweetheart mine—the voice shook—
“I must leave you. It is war, Jear,
and I must join the others who are
going to-night—now.”

She could see him, or rather his
shadow, coming nearer again, and
something shook in her throat as he
‘bent over her hands, kissing the palms

“ reverently.

“I love you—you and Bulgaria—he
{said slowly, “and pray the God Al-
imighty that our country shall be vic
torious, and that I may come back.”

He was going, but the girl caught
his coat. “Danillo,” she pleaded, her

voice steadying itself as she whispered, |-

‘Where you go, I shall go too.”

kissing passionately Xenia's
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Never apologize for needing a shave—get a
Gillette and have one every morning. The

Gillette Safety Razor

makes shaving

so easy that you never feel like putting
it off— , ‘

so quick that you can always spare the - .
time (it takes but three minutes)— o

so comfortable that you will wonder how
you ever put up with any other razor.

Every Gillette Set includes 12 Blades (24 of the
keenest edges ever made). Standard Sets $5.00

—Pocket Editions $5.00 to $6.00—Combinatian
Sets $6.50 up.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO.
OF CANADA, LIMITED,
Office and Factory
The New Gillette Building,
Montreal.
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VICTIMS OF THE

DRINK HABIT

nol matter how long .hnd::lt'ﬂclr case can be safely and

in THREE DAYS by the

NEAL TREATMENT .

No man, who isan habitual drinker or subject to periodical cravings for
alcoholi¢ stimulants, can hope to overcome this degrading habit by the
exercise of his own powers,
The craving for Drink arises from alcoholic poisoning of the system, and the
oison must first be removed before the craving will cease.
Iihe TREA is safe and harmless, leaving no after effects
and in three days entirely removes all taste and craving forliquor, Our drug
t reatment effective - or all time. TLere are no hypodermic injec
included in the IN:al Treatment. X
Write today for full particulars. All correspondence strictly confidential,
If you are a victim of the awful curse of Drink, a three days sojourn at our
Institute, wilk'send you forth a sane, sound man, absolutely freed from its
enslaving influence. :

THE NEAL INSTITUTE COMPANY Ltd.

405 Broadway 2244 & nith St. 820 Thirteenth Ave, W.
Winnipeg, Man, Regina, Sask. Calgary, Alta,
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