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"THE WELL-DRESSED MAN
.inspires-confidence. To be well-dressed is not to be over-dressed

but to be attired in suitable clothing.

" The Curzon tajloring is' something more than ordinary workman-
ship, just as the Curzon cut is something outside the realm of mere
draftsmanship. It means Distinction and Character. That is why
well-dressed men, not only in Canada, but all over the World, wear

Curzon clothes.

Overcoat to Measure

(Carviage and Duty Pald)

FROM $8.60

(Valued by eclients at $29).

Most Wonderful Tailoring Creation of the Century, Perfect Style,
Perfect Cut, Perfect Finish, Perfectly Trimmed. :

MAD= FROM REAL BRITISH MATERIALS.

.+ It will pay you to write for our explanatory booklet and free
patterns of ‘cloth, fashion-plates and unique list of testimonials.

- With these will be found our registered system of self-measurement

and tapé measuré, so that you may with perfect accuracy and a
degree of certitude equal to that of a local tailor, take your own
measurenients in the privacy of your own home. Complete satis-
faction or we refund money. Will your owa tailor guarantee this?

‘One Sliver and Two Gold Medal Awards.

° Read our unique list of unsolicited testimonials. $25,000
forfeited if not absolutely genuine. :
WRITE FOR FREE PATTERNS.

Addrese for Patterns® 130,

. 0/0 THE CLOUGHER SYNDICATE (Dopt.
inm Ave ‘TORONTO, ONTARIO.

The World’s
Measure
Tailors,

—
60/62 CITY ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND.

West End Depot:
Pembroke House, 133 & 135 Oxford St., London, England,
Please mention this paper.

Stop all laundry troubles. *“Chal-

> lenge” Collars can be cleaned with

WATERPROOF a rub from a wet cloth—smart and

: dressy always. The correct dull

finish and texture of the best linen.

J you. Send for new style book.

If your dealer hasn’t “‘Challenge’’ Brand
write us enclosing money, 25c. for collars,
50c. per pair for cuffs. We will supply

THE ARLINGTON CO. OF CANADA
Limited
54-64 Fraser Ave., Toronto, Can.

8142 ey

of all of them to put the deal through,
and now to fail them like' this.

They had always thought that back
of all his brilliant business abilty there
was a streak of old fashioned sentiment
ality and over-scrupulousness, but they
were sorry that it should crop out like
this particular time. Well, fortunately
there were other men with no such con-
scientious scruples, who would jump at
the chance of being let in on such a
good thing.

But John ‘Reyburn did not care for
their reproaches. He went to his work
that morning with a lighter heart and

-cleaner conscience than he had known

for years.

The red-headed office boy looked
somewhat surprised when his employer
told him to bring a glass of water to his
desk, and he was still more surprised
when that usually matter-of-fact gen-
tleman took a faded cluster of apple-
blossoms from his pocket and placed
it _tenderly and carefully in the water.

“Gee! The old man’s got it bad for
certain!” exclaimed the boy, with a
knowing wink at the stenographer.

Miss Phelps tossed her head in dis-
dain. She didn’t think much of any-
body who would make such a fuss over
a tiny little bunch of apple-blooms,
and withered at that.. She had pre-
sented Mr. Reyburn with a gorgeous
American beauty just the other morning
and later in the day, she found it re-
posing in the waste basket. = Well, to
be sure, there was no accounting - for
tastes!”

For a month Reyburn haunted the
Twenty-third Street cars in the hope of
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that I can scarcely realize she is 18. I
am very proud of that picture, she con-
tinued after a pause, for I was the cause
of its being taken. She came to see
me one day last April and brought me

| that beautiful branch of apple-blossoms

from her favorite tree at home. She
looked so sweet “in her white
dress and hat with the blossoms
in her arms, that I persuaded her to
go with me to a studio and and have
some photographs taken. Is it not a
charming pose.?”

“It is, indeed,” replied Reyburn; “she
was standing just in that pesition when
1 first saw her.” .

“You saw .her!” ejaculated Mrs. Cas-
well. “When did you see her?”

“One morning last April on the car#™
It must have been the very day she
came to see you. Of course, I did not
know who she was and have ridden daily
on the Twenty-third street cars in the
hope of seeing her again and had about
become! discouraged when something led
me here to-day, and I find to my great
joy that my little apple-blossom girl

is the granddaughter of my dearest

friend.”

And then he told her how he had
been on the point of entering into a
doubtful business venture and had been
saved by one glance from those lovely
trustful eyes.

When he finished his old friend took
both his hands in hers. “My dear boy,”
she said with tears in her eyes, “I am
so glad you were saved from an act
you would ever after regretted, and I
am proud that it was my little April
Day who acted as your good angel.”

Camping at Fort Frances.

once again seeing his little girl, as he
fondly called her to himself, but he was
doomed to disappointment. And then
just as he had given up in despair of

-ever seeing her again, the umnexpected

happened.

One evening he went to call upon an
elderly lady, a friend of his mother’s,
and with whom he had always been a
favorite. = While he was waiting for
his hostess to appear, his glance wan-
dered idly around the room, and finally
rested upon a photogragh in a hand-
some silver frame on the mantel. With
an exclamation of surprise and jor, he
hastily crossed the room for a closer
look. No, he was not mistaken; it
was his apple-blossom girl standing
just as she had stood in the car that
April morning, with the branch of apple-
blossoms across one arm and the lovely
face lit by a half-tender, half-amusing
smile.

Was there ever such an adorable
child? So absorbed was he in the
contemplation of the picture that he
was not aware of Mrs. Caswell’'s pre-
sence until her voice at his elbow arous-
ed him.

So vou are admiring my little grand-
daughter’s picture are you? “she asked
with a smile. I find most people do.”

“Your granddaughter!”  exclaimed
Reyburn in amazement. “I had no idea
vour granddaughter was a young lady.
I thought she was a child.” ) '

“Ah, that is because 1 have alwayvs
spoken of her as my little -grand-
daughter, -and, indeed, it as been such
a short time since she was a little girl

“April Day?” he asked eagerly “Is
that her name ?”

“Yes; rather an absurd little name
is it not? As you know, my daughter’s
married name i1s Dayton, and when her
little girl was born she named her for
that month. Naturally, her school-
mates took to calling her April Day
as a nickname, and we have all fallen
into the same habit. The name suits
her so well.”

“Does she come to see you often?”
asked Reyburn with his eyes on the
photograph.

“Not very. You see, she is such &
thorough little country-girl and devoted
to her home that she very seldom comes
to see me here, but she insists upon my
spending a great deal of my time with
her. I am going there next week,”
she added in a kindly tone, seeing his
look of disappointment. “I shall prob-
ably stay the remainder of the summer,
and they are always glad to have my
friends come to see me while with them.”

When John Reyburn brought his
charming young bride back from their
honeymoon his fashionable friends were
astonished that instead of occupying
his magnificent suburban house he
should buy a neglected but picturesque
old farm, whose chief attraction was
a splendid apple orchard, on the sunny
slope of the hill. 4

“Well, of all the freaks!” they said
to each other. “But, then, John Rey-
burn always was queer, and since he
married  that  old-fashioned little
country-girl, I suppose he will be worse
than ever.”




