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Again Michel hesitated.

“Now—blue. Take your time.” A
note of mingled reassurance and per-
plexity sounded in the Scotchman’s
tones. When at last he rose from his
chair, he laid his hand kindly upon
the applicant’s shoulder.

“My dear young man,” he said with
sympathy, “did you know before that
you are colour-blind?”

Michel passed his hands in bewil-
derment over his fine eyes, his mouth
set with a strange sternness. What
calamitous fact was this? What
hideous deformity.

“Yes, it is most unfortunate, when
you are so well equipped in other
ways, but I find that you cannot dis-
tinguish the colours at all. You chose
brown for green, pink for blue — in
fact you never once chose the colour
for which I asked. You must see
how important this is in the life of a
railroad man—the mistake in a signal
light might mean the death of hun-
dreds of people or the loss of many
dollars. We have to be most par-
ticular in this and I am sorry.”

Michel’s head sank upon his breast;
his cap slipped to the floor from inert
fingers. It was a terrible revelation.

“Of course,” continued the super-
intendent, “I can give you a job in
the works—in almost any department.
I’d like very much to do that——"

“Non, non, M’sieu—t’anks. Dat is
not de life dat called. I am obleeged,
M’sieu—you are mos’ kind, but—eh,
bien, I shall go home to my fader.

McGregor smiled as he clasped the
boy’s brown hand. “I think that per-
haps after all, Michel, that will be
best. I'm glad you came to me and

I'm honestly sorry that I can’t help
you out. You understand, don’t you?
And now, good-bye and good luck.”

As he returned along the familiar
path leading through the sugar-bush
Michel’s heart gave a sudden throb
of gladness. It was almost dark and
the distant lowing of cattle, the bleat-
ing of sheep, and the faint singing of
frogs at the river’s edge, sounded
wondrously sweet to his ears. For a
moment he stood at the gap survey-
ing the familiar notice, “Un traverse
du chemin de fer,” and as he looked
it was as if he were bidding a last
farewell to the road and the dead
dream of his youth. Yet, strangely
enough, his regret was quietly dis-
passionate.

Slowly he stole through the per-
fumed garden and for a moment
stood in the trellised porch with its
wealth of trailing honeysuckle. With-
in all was still but by the fading light
he could see his mother and father
sitting together at the open doorway.
Honore’s rough hand held that of his
wife as they looked out upon the neat
garden from which all pleasure had
vanished in a day.

“Moder — fader!” With mingled
cries of astonishment and joy they
rose at the sound of his cry and
threw themselves upon him in a pas-
sion of gladness and adoration.

“I have come back to de leetle
house—an’ to you an’ Ninon. De
colour-sight it is no good but I need
it not here wit’ you, fader. I t’ink I
marry Ninon now an’—p’raps I get
de bounty of de King. It is de will
of Le Bon Dieu. Hein?”
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“You don’t know what our people
are. They are good natured and
kind hearted to a fault, but they are
terribly indiscreet. Clarette, I am
going to place myself at your mercy.
I beg you to go back to the others
and say nothing whatever as to our
whereabouts. This gentleman is his
Majesty the King of Montenana.”

King Fritz waited for the listener
to be properly impressed. But from
that point of view the announcement
was a dismal failure. The little
actress threw back her head and
laughed like a peal of silver bells.
Even the king smiled.

“Oh, this is delicious,” she cried.
“Much flattery has turned the poor
thing’s head. She actually believes
that she has found a king. Your
Majesty, I am pleased to make your
acquaintance. All sorts/ and condi-
tions of men I have met, but a king
before—never.”

“She does not recognise me,” the
king said, sotto wvoce.

‘He threw an imploring glance at
Nita over his shoulder. She bit her
lips, and was conscious of her own
indiscretion. After all, it would be
a stupid thing to betray the identity
of her companion. Doubtless, it
would lead to all kinds of complica-
tions. It was better far to let the
thing go, and to accept Clarette’s
point of view. Besides, the king was
standing up in the boat now, and had
drawn it close to the bank. The spirit
of adventure was upon him. There
was something in the close contact
between these actors and actresses
that appealed to him. Like most
people he was more or less fascinated
with the stage, and here was an op-
portunity to make the acquaintance
of a whole crowd of them, which was
not to be neglected. He held out his
hand to Nita, and helped her from
the boat.

“Don’t say anything,” he whisper-
ed. “Let it all pass as a joke. I
wouldn’t mind so much if it wasn’t
for those confounded newspapers. If
they. get hold of this, I shall have
half my ministers coming post haste
to take me back home again.”

“Come along,” Clarette cried.
“Come and have tea with the others.
I will introduce your king to the
crowd. I am sure they will be de-
lighted; as things go he is a very
presentable king indeed. And now,
what is your name, your Majesty?”

“Mr. Fritz,” the king said gravely.
“I a msure I shall be delighted.”

They came presently to a little
valley in the heart of the woods
where a fair white tablecloth was
laid upon the grass. A kettle, boiled
in gipsy fashion, bubbled merrily on
a tripod, and an actress with a Euro-
pean reputation was making tea. A
score of men and women, chattering
and laughing gaily, were gathered
round, and the king had no difficulty
in recognising most of the company
which he had seen at the “Oderon”
Theatre. One or two glanced at him
curiously, and some of the women
smiled. It was only natural from his
clean-shaven face and alert air that
he should be raistaken for one of the
profession. With a laughable sug-
gestion of melodrama Clarette raised
her hand, and introduced him.

“Behold the missing queen,” she
cried. “Now we know what has be-
come of her for the last few days.
We might have saved our tears. We
might have saved ourselves from pic-
turing her bent over the bedside of
a dying friend. Deal with her gently,
girls, for her case is hopeless.”

“How so?” asked the lady with the
teapot.

“Mad, my dear, hopelessly and en-
tirely mad. She swears that she is
born to the purple, and that her in-
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Royal Household Flour

is a world product. It is
well known in Africa as well
as in Canada. It is as much
appreciated in the poorest
household at home as it is in
the Royal Household abroad.
To make Royal Household
Flourtheproductitis,involves
vast capital and resources.
Every advanced process, every
modern device that can in any
way improve the quality .of
Royal Household Flour is
immediately adopted regard-
less of expense.

If the production of
ROYAL HOUSEHOLD
FLOUR was purely amilling
process it would not be better
than any good flour. But it
is not the milling alone that

~ Now-—and Then
YEARS ago when none of us knew

better we took our wheat to the
village mill and our good friend the miller
ground it for us the best he could.

It wasn’t his fault if our wheat was mostly
grits or if it was frosted or smutty. He did the
best he could with the materials we gave him
and the facilities he had for grinding.

The making of flour to-day is not a mere
grinding process.
Mills of to-day are a vast commercial enterprise
extending from ocean to ocean. ;
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The great Ogilvie Flour

makes it the finest flour in the
world. It is the all embracing
system of care and watchful-
ness and scientific knowledge
that surround it at every stage

from wheat field to kitchen.
Canadians may well be proud ot
Royal Household Flour. It is no small
thing to have it to say that the world’s
most perfect flour is made in Canada
from Canadian wheat and has become
a world-wide factor through Canadian
skill and capital.
¢Royal Household’’ is head and
shoulders above ordinary flour in quality.
The best flour for Bread and Pastry
is “ROYAL HOUSEHOLD”’. To
try it is to prove it. ]
If yousend in your name
andaddress,alsothename
of your dealer, "0Ogilvie's
Book for a Cook”, containing
125 pages of excellent

Recipes will be sent free
of charge.

Ogilvie Flour Mills Co.
Limited. 31

Ceilings:

cannot fall down.
much better finish.

LASSIK”
g Embossed
Steel Ceilings and Walls are the ideal interior
finish for a church. Hundreds of beautiful harmonious
destgns from Colonial, French Empire, and Louis XIV,
Architecture, well brought out in steel in accurately fitting parts.
Patterns suitablefor a room of any size or shape from the basement
of a country church tothe main auditorium of a cathedral. Acoustic
qualities unequalled by any other material.

Fire-proof, sanitary and

Cost much less than stucco or plaster and make a

: Catalog ‘“A”’ showing complete range of designs
suitable for churches, schools, residences, etc., le'aee on reguest. Lisgt of
churches using them also, if you wish.

THE GALT ART METAL CO., Limited, Galt. Ontaric :
; 1
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about better ceilings, Tells of
two thousand designs for every
sort of structure from a cathe-

Read a
E R E E dral to a warehouse—proves why
our ceilings cost less. Get the

B (o I o) k4 book. Ask our nearest office.

PEDLAR People of Oshawa

Montreal, Toronto, Halifax, St. John, Winnipeg, Vancouver

Have a GOERZ LENS FITTED TO YOUR
CAMERA. 0ld ones taken in exchang®

C. P. GOERZ, LENSES, ETC.
HUTTIG @ SON, METAL CAMERA

(IN A CLASS BY THEMSELVES)
Sole Canadian Representative

R.F. SMITH, Montreal Photo Suppl¥
MONTREAL

Send for catalogue and No. 28 bargain list.
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IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER-"




