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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 proportion 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

Talk Correctly and You Will Think Correctly

Slipshod English promotes slipshod thought. Get into the habit
of careless use of words and you will soon be careless in thought. To
think correctly and talk correctly, to talk correctly and think cor-
rectly you will find

A DESK BOOK OF ERRORS IN ENGLISH

a very serviceable little book. ‘“Right to the point.” 12mo., cloth. 24
pages, $1, p.p.
UNIVERSITY BOOK COMPANY,

8 University Avenue Toronto
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FORCE OF MIND

: By ALFRED T. SCHOFIELD, M.D.

The relations of mind to disease and therapeutics are eve he;
but vaguely understood or used. The author shows how v;he!vy rXindrzo.ndsgg&:?y'
and unconsciously can be of greatest usefulness in many phases of nervous

troubles. 12mo, cloth, 347 pages, $2.00 post-paid.
UNIVERSITY BOOK CO.
8 Unlversity Ave. - - - - - - - Toronto.
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* Personal Ap-
pearance counts
for a good deal in
our intercourse.
A slovenly letter,

A word a soiled calling
card or a bad

Proclalm a use of English all

betray ignorance
Gentleman or or ill-breeding. A

Gentlewoman gentleman or gen-

tlewoman is
known by their particular atten-
tion to all these things. Let us
help you to use words with care
and discrimination. “A Desk Book
of Errors in English” is just the
little book to help you in using the
right word at the right time and
right place. A very handy and
very direct little book. By Frank
H. Vizetelly. 12mo, cloth, $1.00
post-paid.

UNIVERSITY BOOK CO.
8 University Ave. : Toronto

‘A Letter

Prophets, Priests cla

and Kings

By A. G. Gardiner

King Edward the VII.; George Ber-
nard Shaw; Rudyard Kipling; G
K. Chesterton, Arthur James Bal-
four; John Singer; Edward Grey;
James Keir Hardie; Lord North-
cliffe; Dr. Clifford; John Redmond
Florence Nightingale; The Pri-
mate; David Lloyd George.

Over 10,000 Copies Sold In Canada.
Cloth, Illus., 42 x 7, 341 pages.
30 Cents Post Pald.

University Boek Co.

8 University Ave. Toronto.

A Pierrette's

Diary Leaves

(Concluded from page 6.)

in a harem skint, but he wore hig
old bored look as he passed me with
her.

Just then the clock struck twelve.

1 wstanted guiltily. I should be
home, and yet—and yet, how I should
have liked just one more waltz with
the mam who appealed to me so much.

1 saw Devilshoff look at me from
a little distance, and make as if ito
approach me again. That decided me.
I turned and hurried out of the ball
room, and fled as quickly as possible
from the Castle. For, diary dear, it
was a reckless spinit of mischief that
suggested this daring escapade. I had
no invitation at all to the ball.

The host, however, might discover I
was an uninvited guest and denounce
me as a miserable deceiver. I hasten-
ed down the road and along the pier—
the sea rolling and tumbling beneath
me.

OULD I ever meet this man again,
1 wondered—ah, it was iscarcely
likely. After all, I am horribly
unlucky. The men I like seldom like
me, and the ones that like me, I can
never stand. At last, I had met my
ideal. He evidently actually liked me,
but the probability was I would never
see him again. Stay, if he really cared
he might ponder over what I had toid
him about the pierrots and turn up
at one of our shows to-morrow. I
must wait and see.

I opened the door with my latch key
and stumbled in. There was a light
in our little sitting room. Gwen had
kept her promise, and had not gone 1o
bed.

She was playing her banjo very,
very softly, so softly as to be more
like a remembered sound than one
that slid upon the ear. Instinctively
I paused to listen. She was at the
last two lines of that exquisite chorus
of the Banks of Loch Lomond: “But
I and my true love will never meet
again, on the bonnie, bonnie banks of
Loch Lomond.”

1 shivered. Somehow, the sad re-
frain did not seem to augur well for
another meeting for me and my ideal.

She was putting her banjo away as
I entered, but I noticed when she
looked up that her eyes were full of

tears.

“It’s that song,” she murmured,
apologetically. “It always makes me
sad.”

She was wearing a crimson kimomno,
and her hair was loose over her shoul-
ders. g

“T've had the loveliest time,” I an-
nounced, as I flung myself into a chair,
“and I've met the dearest man, and
oh, Gwen, isn’t Fieldglass a funny
name?”’

She turned strangely white, and
staggered back against the wall. ;i

“Fieldglass!” she repeated. g can t
be. Oh, surely you couldn’t meet hjm}."

Then I told her, describing him min-
utely. :

«] could mot see his hair, for he
wore a white wig,” I continued, “but
I am certain it would be fair, to g0
with his skin.” :

“Captain Fieldglass, a n»avalpfﬁce;r,
on the ship Halcyon in the foreign ser-
vice. Ah, it is indeed he.”

She cowered down in the basket
chair. Her head fell back on the
cushions, and so dreadfully W»hix@e she
had grown, I feared she was going to
faint. ;

I crossed over and kmelt beside her,
taking her hands in mine. .

a“ﬁwixo is he?” 1 whispered. “What is
he to you? Gwen dear, tell me.”

“My husband,” came faintly from her
panted 1ips. 3
’ I let ‘gg her hands, and flopped in a
crumpled heap oa the floor. The sur-
prises of this night had been too much
for me.

She recovered herself a little. -

“We were married three years ago,

she explained, ‘‘and—we—We quarre:
led directly afterwards. It was my
fault, I was in ihe wronsg. I ‘be%l‘(éﬂ;ig

lies about him and I left him.
not go back to my people, SO I had t';
earn my living the best way I .c,ogyd.
learned the stories I was @xold about
him were all unirue when it was too
late. Now—oh, waas" ever a woman
born to such misery.

She buried her face in the cushions.

I got up suddenly, and shook her
roughly. 4

“Listen,” I began, speaking VeIry
quickly, and divesting myself of MY
dress as I spoke. “You must not be &
fool any longer. You must go to Dill
now at once, do you hear? He was
to meet me at the palm at the far end
of the ball room for another WallZ
You must put on this pierrette froc
and go. He will think it is I at the
first. Keep your hair just as it is.

We are really rather alike with our
hair down. I realized it when She
was dressed in 'the pierrette froc®
We are about the same height, and 0t
hair is much the same shade m}n
about the same length. It is only 1
our eyes a striking difference 1i€s:
Mine are grey, but hers are
and soft as a gazelle’s. %

Dawn has broken, but she 113*5% .
come back. I must go to bed DOW: '
I'll be a wreck, and as ill a8 evor
again to-morrow, and the golden el 2
will be using bad language OVeTr e
accompaniments.

* * * *

Saturday night.—At last I have ¢
chance to write the end of the I%
mance, for I nave met with 2 a
mance during my very ﬁrs.t‘Weﬁk
a pierette.

I did mot seem to have been a,sde;f,
very long when I was awwke*n"dﬁnd
a kiss, and opened my eyes 10
Gwen bending over me. ; i

“Dear, it is ail right,” she excldl g

gleepit a

* #*

ed rapturously. “You were .
so peacefully 1 could not wakenl im
when I came in. I had to wait ¥
it was time to get up.” and
She seated herself on the bed,
related her might’s adventure. on
“It was easy to enter the Ca“sltl?oot'
such an occasion, the powdered ¢ be
men took no notice of me. At firSti,
thought it was you and then—We g,
looked as if he had seen a ghost: {here
crossed the Broadwater, and B
in the demesne amongst the gll-owd/
lights, I asked his forgiveness < sery
we are going fo forget all our mi
now,” she ended. ik it
Her name is Virginia, and 1 th!
suits her perfecily. a8 &
To-night is her last a‘p;p-ea‘ra‘n'c‘;twpt
pierette. She is to break her co the
with Montimer and Windsor, b¥
troupe guess nothing of her sto] pa¥
“I don’t know how I will evel bs you
you,” she keeps saying. “But f";.l‘hess,
I would never have found happP¥ ot
though it was so near me. H€ Goq
arrived on @ visit to Broadwater
tle that morning. The Brookes ever
very old friends of his, though goiné
knew them at all. We are He
abroad mow for about six mont sé e
has leave for a year. When W yoi
turn from our second honeymoo®: ine
must come on a long visit, aBt = T,ce
meantime, well, I am not going to
sight of you, dear.” oas”
%’m pleased, of course, oh, very pl%ne
ed, for I knew “the girl Wl’til iss
banjo” had some history, but I we
her more than I can express: e
were to have been together foT pert
time—but—well this week’s © and !
ence has made quite a dramd P the
am glad I had a leading part %
play.

er”
Carrying It Too Far.——Mitcheu’},,{aut
nerley was talking in New YC’.I'kd 1ast
Anthony Comstock, who tri€
year to have one of Mr. Kenl :
books suppressed. (08 nis
“Comstock,” he said, "Carrlunder'
prudishness too far. Why, I ot &
stand that he’s now trying 0 =ne
law passed, to hold good forohjbit
entire coast lineé, which Wi IS
boats from hugging the shoré

2 2 ® ;

The Essence of Kindness.— 9
are you good to your little S¥5ter ay

“Yes, ma’m, why I eat D€ ‘ck.
for her, so it won’t make her

2 2% o
Hope.—Father g
the hope that his son won’f '
a little fool as he was in DiS
but he doesn’t say it to the
that way.

Father’s




