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AINTINESS IN HOSIERY!

Essential isn’t i

Now, buying of fine hose is simpliﬁed~wonderfu”y.

Your natural preference for

shapliness, soft texture may, be satisfied, prudently,
if you remember one thing— the name Penmans.

Daintiness is not extravagance when you buy Penmans.

I_EQNaNnd Hosiery

“THE STANDARD of EXCELLENCE™”

the Madonna and rings with -

''s graven on large heavy |
rench and Russian, Polish

rings with
many other s
stones; rings |

Italian, Spanish, Syrian. Some were
many centuries old. In  nine shallow
metal travs thev filled the safe in Roger's !
room. Althoueh its money value was
small, the Cale collection was well
known to a scattered public of con-

noisseurs,and Roger took pride in showing
it. But what

had always appealed to
him most was the romance, the mystery,
stored up in these old talismans that
had lived so mianv agpe s, travelled through
so many lands, decked so many fingers,

Roger had faun:l cvery one of them in
the pawnsl of New York., What
New  recruits \iwerica had brought

m  hor twned them? From
what olid (1 hae thes ¢?  What
i 101 { ted qe ] of hatred,

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.
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t? Yet ideas of thrift urge
one to have, as well, the dependable Pe lity
s - pe O«€ Fenmans qualiity.
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sheerness, coloring,

The Spirit That Wins

Our advertisement, ““Fit Our Fighters
the noble and generous
responding as we thought they would,
sheaf of replies from widcly-separ

From Rocklyn, Ont.: *
would have a good

From Killarney,

prefer a returncd

racticgl 14 f t = ;
1 i ok f
on a mixed farming plnt

From Waterous, Sasl I would be onl loa )
returned soldier
There are many more like the abion
We have hundreds of returne d soldiers who t Ve
Winter and next Svmmer, so thay they can 140 ,“" I
N 3 R | y 1 ! i
\Write the nearest District Othce of th ‘,u\;r(; |
District Offices at: Victoria and \ B (
\1ta 15} gina ar ¢
T rt William (

THE SOLDIER SETTLEMENT 5 a

J. BLACK, Chairman, Union Bank Buil

to Farm,"” wj.

» s an appeal to
sentiments of our best rural eitizons They ar
A few extracis are culled from a
ated parts of Canada:
would like to have one of the ‘boys.” }e

omfortable home and b treated as one of the fa ily."”

Ma L wish to secure Liclp for the winter, and
dier. Could show him the tical sid
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The old Galicjan jeweler
quite a friend of hers, she
dropp.e(l In at his shop to a9

questions about his women patrons
And it was just this side of him thgt
Roger did not care for 5

| SO many of
those women were from & dubioys glitter.

ing.\mrl(l, and the old Calician took
a wierd Vicarious 1oy in many of the gay
careers Into which he sent hjg beloved
rings, his brooches, earrings, necklaces
his clasps and diamond garters, And'
Laura loved to make him talk,
Yes, she was her father’s child
of himself. He, too, had had ki
ings, his burning curiositic s, his youthfy]
ventures into the town. “You will live
on 1 our children’s lives " With her
inheritance what would she do?  Would
she stop halfway as he had done, or
would she throw all caution aside :"md
let the flames within her rise?

He heard a step in the doorw
Deborah stood there smiling.

“A new one?” she inquired, He
nodded, and she bent over the tray,
“Poor father,” Deborah murmured,
saw you eyeing Laura's engagement ring
at dinner to-night. [t wasn't like this
one, was it?"" He scowled:

“I don't like what [ see ahead of her,
Nor do vou,” he said. “Be honest.” She
looked at him perplexedly.

“We can’t stop it, can we?
if we could,” she said,
sure I'd want to. TIt's her love affair
not  yours or mine—grown out of
life she made for herself curious, eager,
thrilled by it all—and in the center of
her soul the deep glad growing certainty
‘I'm going to be a beautiful woman—]
myself, I, Laura Gale’Oh, you don't
know—nor do I. And so she felt her way
along—eagerly, hungrily, making mis-
takes—and you and I left her to do' it
alone. I'm ‘afraid we both rather neg-
lected her, dad,” Deborah ended sadly,
“And all we can do now, I think,is to
give her the kind of wedding she wants.”

Roger started to speak but hesitated,

“What is it?"’ she inquired,

“Queer,” he answered gruffly, “how
a man can neglect his children—as I
have done, as I do still—when the one
thing he wants most in life is to see each
one of 'em happy."

CHAPTER VI.
Roger soon grew accustomeqd to seeing
young Sloane about the house. They
could talk together more easily, and he
began to call him Harold. Harold asked
him with Laura to lunch at the Ritz to
meet the aunt from Bridgeport, a lady
excessively stout and profound. But that
ended the formalities. It had all been so
much easier than Roger had expected.
So, in its calm sober fashion the old house
took into its life this new member, these
new plans, and the old seemed stronger
for the new—for Laura and Edith and
Deborah drew together closer than they
had been in many years. But only
because they felt themselves on the eve
of a still deeper and more lasting separa-
tion, as the family of Roger Gale divided
and went different ways. At times he
noticed it sadly. Laura, who had scarcely
ever been home for dinner, now spent
many evenings here. She needed her
home for her wedding, he thought.
Each daughter needed it now and then.
But as the years wore slowly on, the

, a part
1 his yeary.

ay, and

And even
“I'm not quite’

wider and wider apart.

Early in May, when Roger (,‘lellC‘h.Om’e
from his office one night he found Edith’s
children in the house. From tht‘hallway
he could hear their gay excited voices, and
going into the dining room he found them
at their supper. Deborah was with
them, and at once her father noticed
how much younger she appeared—as
she always did with these children who
aH idolized her so. She rose and {r}llowed
him into the hall, and her quiet voige had
a note of compassion. X
“Edith's baby is coming,™ she fald-
“Good Lord. " Is anything wrong?” he
asked.

“No, no, it's all right—" :
“But I thought the child wasn't due
for three weeks."

“I know, and poor Edith is fearfully
worried. It has upset all her plans.
I'd go up and see her if [ were you. Your
supper is ready; and if you like you can
have it with the children.” )

There followed a happy bhoisterous
meal, with much expectant chatter about
the long summer so soon to begin at the
farmup in the mountains. George, whose

hair was down over his eyes, f‘“]”l’lte(g
. { 1 e
it back absorbedly as he told of a lette

had long been'
had " often
< him curjoyg

seasons when they needed it grew steadily
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