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THE FACT
that so many old rr.en are 
dependent upon others for 
support should lead every 
thoughtful young man to 
make provision for his later 
years of life.

An endowment policy will 
make sure provision for old 
age, and while the money is 
accumulating the family or 
dependent ones are protected.

See one of our representa
tives at once regarding a 
policy, or write to the

NORTH
AMERICAN LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY
“ SOLID AS THE CONTINENT "

HEAD OFFICE - - TORONTO, ONT.

about it, but of course no one has ever 
talked to you. You’re rather digni
fied and distinct, you know my dear. 
Hut when it came to a matter as big 
as this election for senior president,
I felt as if some one must speak. It 
wasn’t fair to you not to speak. So I 
undertook it being a courageous soul. 
All the girls know that 1 am telling 
you all about it to-day. I’m not ex
actly delegated, you understand ; 
still, they all know what you’ll say be
fore—before—before they vote to
night. I must say, it’s a pretty deli
cate matter to speak to a girl about 
her best friend—but you don’t mind 
.ay going on ?” Lily turned her head 
with a little quick smile, non-commit
tal, amused. “Oh, no; you may go 
an,” she said. “Frankly,” continued 
Theresa, bluntly, “you’d have been 
class president long ago if it hadn’t 
oeen for Millicent Harlow.” A sharp 
little wince of . pain touched the self- 
control of Lily’s lips. “She s’ood in 
your way from first to last. At first, 
in freshman year, we thought you 
couldn’t be a nice girl if you had a 
friend like that, however fine you 
seemed. So we left you both alone. 
Then afterward we saw that you were 
just as lovely as you looked, and we 
wanted to know you ; but, my dear, 
how could we ? How could we ? We 
simply couldn’t stand Millicent, and 
there was no getting hold of you with
out Millicent. Millicent is always 
with you. She’d be here this minute 
if T hadn’t carried you off bodily. So 
we just haven’t known you, gone with 
you, been friends, all on account of 
Millicent. Perhaps you haven’t notic
ed, or minded, but we’ve minded, my

dear,”—here Theresa’s arm went 
about Lily's shoulders in a sudden 
compelling affection that caught at 
Lily’s heart—“and we want you now. 
Will you?” Not noticed! Not mind
ed ! Did any of them guess how 
proud Lily' was? And how friendly, 
and how exquisitely fastidious too ? 
Under her bright self-sufficiency no 
one guessed with what intensity she 
had longed to know them all, these 
girls who were really her kind who 
elected her to many an important of
fice, complimented her thus on her 
executive ability, looked at her, too 
with frankly congenial eyes, but some 
how never came any nearer, somehow 
clusively slipped away from any real 
acquaintance, and genuine friendship. 
Was not Lily keen-witted enough to j 
know that for three years she had 
missed the best thing in college, and 
keen enough also to guess the reason, 
without Theresa’s telling. And here 
at last, for her last, best, brief year 
at college, the class was offering her 
its highest honour, and with that, she 
knew, its friendship—on only one 
condition. So far Lily had not turned 
feared. Lily had let her go on, and 
upon her fiercely, as Theresa had half 
Theresa felt her waver, so she 
thought, ever so little. With her arm 
still about Lily’s neck, she went on. 
‘You know we just must have the fin

est girl in the class for president. 
Except for Millicent, Anne Bower 
doesn’t stand one chance against you, 
ror you are the finest girl in the class, 
Lily.” The wistful paleness of Lily’s 
lips relaxed into a sudden little laugh 
of pure incredulity and amusement. 
It was laughable, of course, but still 
it was sweet to hear Theresa say it. 
It was something for a lonely girl 
even to be walking with Theresa 
Jacobs, the most influential girl in 
college. Theresa was growing quite 
bold now. She meant to say it all ; 
she meant to have Lily Meyrick for 
senior president. But Lily was very 
still as she listened. “You know, 
,ily, what a position the senior pre

sident has in the college, socially, as 
well as every other way. Why, she’s 
a part of everything. You can see 
how”—here even Theresa, the bold, 
stopped for a breathing space—“how 
it would look if you were always with 
a girl like Millicent, a great, uncouth 
ill-bred thing like that.” The colour 
surged to Lily’s delicate face, but 
still she did not speak. “You under
stand, to be very clear,” concluded 
Theresa, we want you for senior pre
sident, Lily, to represent us on all 
occasions—but we do not want Milli
cent Harlow to be made prominent 
thereby.” And here Theresa’s voice 
sharpened. “We will not have her 
either!” She finished more gently: 
“But you do understand, don’t you, 
Lily?" “Oh, yes,” said Lily, “I un

ways do, you put your arm round 
some of the rest of us, and trotted off 
with us instead, it would seem to in
dicate your frame of mind. Please, 
silent lady, you need make no prom
ises, but am 1 forgiven for all I’ve 
said? There’s one thing you might 
think of in this connection : In a 
choice between your friend and your 
class, isn’t some of your duty due to 
your class?” “I am thinking,” an
swered Lily. “Lily,” Theresa brought 
her hand down sharply on Lily’s 
shoulder, “how in the world did it 
ever happen, anyway? How in the 
world did a girl like you ever have 
anything to do with a girl like Milli
cent? You’re so sweet, so dainty— 
and she! It isn’t only that she’s so 
plain and so terribly untidy—how do 
you stand that awful hair?—but she’s 
so ill-natured and rude. You might 
think, with all her physical disadvan
tages, she’d at least try ito be polite 
and agreeable to people, but the out
rageous things she says 1 Why, if 
she treated even you decently, it 
would be easier to see her absorbing 
all your time and preventing our ever 
getting at you. To think that you 
and she are friends ! Lily, how did 
it ever happen?” “I guess it just 
happened,” said Lily. “I’ve known 
here always, since we were very little 
girls,” With valiant resolution to 
igep itself calm during the half-hour 
before election, the class surged out 
of the chapel. One thing it must be 
known before eight o’clock, and so it 
crowded about the chapel door, wait
ing for Lily Meyrick, and watching 
her. It was so easy to, encircle her 
and separate her from Millicent, 
pressing up all unwitting for her 
usual place by Lily’s side. All about 
Lily were faces, before often cold, but 
now bright with friendship. Warm 
hands were pressing hers ; eager 
voices were speaking their hopes of 
their candidate. Theresa had given 
the class to understand that she had 
won. Her words now were light 
enough, but meant much. “Coming 
up to my room for a bit, Lily?” Re
solution made Lily’s face white for 
an instant, made icy cold the hands 
they were clasping, but her voice was 
even and sweet, eyes and lips were 
smiling as she said: “No, I’m going 
down to the reading-room with Milli
cent.” Her eyes sought the unkempt 
head, the ungainly shoulders that she 
loved. “Where is she? I want her." 
Instantly they had separated, so that 
Millicent stood by Lily’s side. Lily 
put her arm about her, while her slim 
figure in the white muslin gown 
swayed just a little as she stood 
there. “1 hope you’ll excuse me,” 
she said to Theresa. “Thank you 
for asking me.” The words were ad-' 

I dressed to Theresa, but they were 
meant for all. Meant for all, too,

paper and Lily’s manicure set. Lily 
sank down, pressing her hands to her 
tired head. She smiled as she looked 
at Millicent’s coat on her chair. It 
looked so big and ungainly, so like 
its owner. Poor, dear old Millicent! 
The other girls did not understand. 
Lily knew that Millicent would go 
through fire for her ; then a bit of a 
smile touched Lily’s lips. It probab
ly would never be necessary for Milli
cent to go through fire for her, where
as, a little everyday amiability, a lit
tle pleasantness on Millicent’s part 
would be very grateful to Lily’s 
patient nerves. Steps came flying 
down the corridor, the door burst 
open, in the light of the hall Milli
cent 's face was radiant. “Theresa 
wanted to come, but I wouldn’t let 
her. I’d have killed any one who 
tried to tell you before 1 did—and I 
let them know it, too! Anne Brower 
got up and made such an odd speech 
—about loyalty and friendship and 
sacrifice, and a lot more. I didn’t 
understand what she meant at all. 
But the girls clapped. Oh, how they 
clapped! And then they took the 
vote. Lily, it’s you ! And urtanim- 
ous ! I never heard of such a thing 
in college before ! Unanimous ! I 
can’t imagine how it happened, can 
you?” “No,” said Lily, humbly, “I 
can’t.”—Youth’s Companion.

derstand.” “It really is very easy to 1 were the proud uptilD of her golden
break off a friendship,” Theresa con 
tinued, in a brisk, matter-of-fact way. 
“It doesn’t need a quarrel or any- ; 
thing horrid and disgusting like that. 
You just stop going to the girl’s 
room, and always have an excuse for 
not going with her to things, and lots 
of times don’t see her at all. You do 
it all gradually, and at last it dawns 
upon her that you’ve changed, and 
after that the rest is easy. I’ve done 
it several times.” The clouds were 
never more white against the blue, 
but Lily did not see them, for all her 
intent eyes. “Of course,” Theresa 
went on, “I’m not asking you to prom
ise to give up Millicent Harlow—not 
exactly that. Only before the election 
to-night all the girls will be wanting 
to know how you’ve taken our—well, 
our suggestion. If before the class
meeting at eight you could do some 
little thing to showfthat you see—say 
—the wisdom of being less intimate 
with Millicent—it would be a very 
good thing. If, for instance, after 
chapel, instead of putting your arm 
round Millicent and trotting off to 
the reading-room with her, as you al-

j head, the shining sweet defiance of 
I her gray eyes, the resolution of her 
; wistful lips, the proud, protecting 

tenderness, as she stood by Millicem. 
The crowd melted away silently, each 
girl knowing that the finest girl in 
the class had put aside their highest 
honour, and had chosen instead—Mil- 

\ licent Harlow ! It is etiquette that 
j nominated candidates shall stay quiet- 
: ly in their rooms during an election.
I A little before eight Lily parted from 
] Millicent at the reading-room door.
, “I don’t honestly believe you’ll get a 

dozen votes, Lil,” said Millicent, with 
well-meant comfort. “I know I 
sha’n’t get one,” said Lily laughing. 
“Oh, yes, one!” cried Millicent. 
“Yes, one,” corrected Lily, her eyes 
tender as they watched Millicent’s 
awkward stride up the corridor. In 
her own room Lily did not turn up 
the gas. She was tired, and thought 
she would lie down a little while. To 
that end she removed Millicent’s coat 
that sprawled on her couch. Lily 
dearly loved order. Millicent used 
Lily’s room as if it had been her own, 
also Lily’s books and Lily’s note-

Must Call a Halt 
To Pneumonia

It often cannot be cured but It can be 
prevented.

Every cold must be taken eerlouely, 
and care taken In selecting effective 
treatment such as Dr. Chase's Syrup 
of Linseed and Turpentine.

While consumptives are being taken 
care of and tuberculosis is being con
quered who is going to fight pneu- 
mopia, which seems each year to 
claim more and more victims.

It is the children and older people 
who yield most readily to this disease, 
but with the system run down or from 
undue exi-osure it is to be looked for 
as the result of any severe cold on the 
ches* and lungs.

While the doctors arc experimenting 
with cures why not do all we can to 
prevent this dreadful ailment by tak
ing every cold seriously and using Dr. 
Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and Turpen
tine to allay the inflammation of the 
bronchial tubes, to aid expectoration 
and to keep the cough free and loose.

This great medicine has a thorough 
and far-reaching action, which is not 
obtained from ordinary cough medi
cines, and this is why three bottles of 
it are sold for one of any similar 
treatment. It has proven its ex
traordinary value in the cure of 
coughs, colds, croup, bronchitis and 
asthma, and people have learned to 
trust it implicitly and to keep it con
stantly at hand.

Mrs. F. Dwyer, Chesterville, Ont., 
writes :—“My little girl of three years 
had an attack of bronchial pneumonia. 
My husband and I thought she was 
going to leave this world, as her case 
resisted the doctor’s treatment. After 
the first two doses of Dr. Chase’s 
Syrup of Linseed and Turpentine the 
child began to get better and we am 
thankful to say is now well again 
after several weeks’ illness.” 2$ cents 
a bottle at all dealers, or Edmanson^ 
Bates & Company.


