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The Magic of the Forest.
By Temple Bailey.

\ allie was telling a story to the Small 
Thev sat on the porch of the hotel 

The Small

>U SUED 1866

wanted to marry Vaille. He was essen­
tially a man of her own kind, a 
from the city, rich, unromantic, but desir­
ing her very much.

“ ‘Where are you going, my pretty 
maid?’ " he asked lightly.

She was not sure, she said. Her man­
ner was not inviting, but he refused to 
notice, and continued the quotation, 
“ ‘May I go with you, my pretty maid?’

She told him “No” flatly. “I am go­
ing to tell fairy tales to the Small Girl 
as soon as we reach that shady place 
under the trees. And you would be 
bored; you don’t like fairy tales.”

“I’d like to carry a certain princess to 
my castle,” he said; “and some day I'll 
do it.”

y ilman

'-1FPfer and
r 1 >Girl. ...

in two big rocking-chairs. 
t;,rl had a perky pink bow on the top of 

Vaille wore her hair in a 
swirl held by two small shell

Y ÏJ/PWher head, 
shining 
pins.

•And the 
into the 
» here
rustled

Prince carried the Princess 
depths of the beautiful forest 

and the leavesbirds sangthe
and the little stream murmured, 

lived happy ever after.”
Small Girl drew a breath of rap- 
”Did you ever go into the depths 

beautiful forest?” she asked.
Vaille could answer, a deep voice

s v
and they

The
tare,
of a

before
boomed, “She wouldn't go into a forest 

The modern Prin-

At the note of security in his voice. 
Vaille flung up her head, her eyes flash- 

”Your castle would be a prison.”
“You better think

if she could help it.
prefers city streets.” 

tallies head went up.
she said.

ill Your 
Grocer Knows

ing.
He laughed again.cess

“Life isn’t a d let you lead the life youit over.
like—dinners and dances, and nothing to“I might like afairy tale, 

castle in a forest, but not a cottage. 
Small Girl meditated.

loved the Prince a whole lot,”

capacity,
/ork,
afety.

do.”“But theThe Vaille caught her breath at his estimate 
This man always made her feel 

like a useless toy; to the man of the 
forest she was a be.itlg with all the great 
possibilities of womanhood.

Princess
she said; “I guess she’d have been happy 
anywhere with him.

of the man and the girl met.

of her.

T? VERY good grocer is 
willing and anxious to 

please his customers. Some­
times if he happens to be out of the goods you ask 
for, he may recommend a different brand rather 
than keep you waiting, 
flour, he knows that Ogilvie’s

y The eyes 
“Oh. that------” Vaille mur-of course, “Go away.” she said, and turned from 

called back over herm u red.
“It makes

Then she
shoulder, “Please tell Aunt Serena that Ishea difference—whether 

loved him,” the man said, and sat downCalgary I havemay not be back until afternoon, 
some crackers in my pocket, and the 

are going to look for

the steps at Vaille’s feet.
Small Girl demanded more fairy 

“You

on
The Small Girl and 

berries to add to our lunch.”
lettales, but Vaille was tired.

Mr. Hoosier tell them.”
The man’s eves lighted up at her use

Vaille

ination But when it comes toThe Small Girl was rapturous in the 
quest of adventure. They found berries, 
and Vaille told fairy tales while they ate 

After that they ex­
it was a place of 

mystery and of charm. On and on they 
went. so happy in little discoveries of red 

>r frail flowers that they did not

s.”
.f the child’s pet name for him. ::

the Saxon Par­
il of Wise Men." 

the House of

of the East and he was of the West,
the great Middle West, conquered by the 

pioneer strength

their simple meal, 
plorod the forest.hadancestors whose

down to him and was shown in the 
hre. dth of his shoulders and the straight- RoyalHouseholdFlouras the book in 

names of people 
the stake in the

ness of his figure.
Mr. Hoosier’s fairy tales were different 

They did not deal with 
princes and princesses, with gnomes and 
dwarfs.
in spring, all white and weak-kneed, of 
s 1 u irrels and of rabbits, 
and of kittens, ending with a fascinating 
tale of the frogs he had tamed in the 
pond.

“Well, mine arc the real ones,” Mr 
Hoosier said.

notice the darkening of the light, and 
hear the low moan ofthey failed to 

thunder or to heed the fitful rushes offrom Vaille’s.

of the things for which there is no substitute. No 
other flour is “just as good.”
Household” is in a class distinctly by itself. To offer a 
substitute for “Royal Household” would be like offering 
oleomargarine to a 
butter. No good grocer would do it. When you tell 
him you want Ogilvie’s Royal Household I lour, he will 
send that and nothing else.

“Ogilvie** Book for ■ Cook," with I 2 5 pages of recipes that 
have been tried and tested, will be sent free if you will send 
us y our address and mention the name of your dealer.

the man who 
out their dead 

don in the reign

wind that stirred the leaves. is oneHe told, rather, of the lambs Thus the storm came upon them, sud- 
The Small Girl screamed as a Ogilvie’s “Royal

flash of lightning made everything gold, 
and then left the darkness of early twi-

of pussy cats

Iife of Noah, who 
ini mais from the light.

\ aille [licked up 
started to run 
hud gone deep into the wilderness and 
that the hotel was too far for them to 

There seemed to be no shelter

Ithe Small Girl and customer who wanted prime dairy isShe realized that theyon land and in 
The syco-

"And some day I’ll tell 
of life on the mountains 

to sleep at
lityou nicer ones, 

where the winds sing you 
night and the busy world is mile£ away.”

His eyes 'went toward the low line of 
the hills as he spoke, and Vaille asked

anywhere, 
before had

ame of a great 
or Persians, and 

and sent 
1, running to the 

He ran 26 
fell down 
The races

IfThe big trees that a moment 
seemed so protecting, now 

A second crash of

1
seemed a menace, 
thunder made her stand still and claspabruptly, “Are you going to waste the 

rest of your life buried among the trees?”
He nodded. “If you call it wasted, 

studied forestry because I love it. 
father wanted me to study law. He 
made his fortune working for corpora­
tions, and he wanted me to follow in his 
footsteps, but—I love the trees—it is my 
life.”

iv s.
and
sage.

The wind came 
Vaille’s bronze hair 

blown about her shoulders, and her 
white gown was drenched.
Girl shrieked without stopping, “I 

frightened! ”

the Email Girl tightly.I
My then and the rain, 

was
36The Small

whicha screw THE OGILVIE FLOUR MILLS CO., LIMBED, - MONTREALhe rich Jews, to 
for his Holy

frightened; oh.
It was almost dark, and Vaille’s eager 

shelter, saw in the
:iey

meyes, searching for 
distance a spark of light, 
the glow of a candle or of a lajnp set in 
a window, yet so thick were the trees and 
undergrowth that she could see no sign 

I nto

the“But to live always away from 
world—how can you stand it?”

Are you happy in your

earth go round It looked like aJET?<

($ouriaj> Jtenu®what the 
rile Ages during 

allowed to 
called the

He smiled, 
world?” a

“That is—“Of course,” she faltered, 
nobody is really happy.”

Except the Prince and Princess,” the 
mall Girl interposed; “they lived happy 

ever after.”
The man picked up the Small Girl and 

set her on his shoulder, 
in these days,” he said again, “don’t do 
such foolish things.”

the- chaos of herof habitation, 
mind come the thought of the fairy tales 
she had been telling the Small Girl.

witch’s hut, or an ogre’s castle ?

was
Was

11 noblemen had 
\ ing their heads 
oid to be hanged

who was 
in Canterbury 

the King much 
;ed his shirt for 
red of him.

JaShe ran toward it. the Small Girl in her 
the crash ofthem was 

of the wind, the swish of
About“But princesses

killed ) the roartrees 
the rain. The door of the little house 

little house built ARE AN INSPIRATION TO 
MUSICAL ACHIEVEMENT

was open, for it was a 
of stone and of logs in modern bungalow 

wide porch; and

Then he carried the Small Girl off to 
her mother, and Vaille sat and thought 
about the things he had said 

The night before he had asked her to 
marry him. 
had not denied that she loved him a U V 
t lo, that she might love him more.

Was not of her world. 
she had danced, and dined, had spent her 
summers in a cottage at Newport, and 
her winters cruising in tropic seas, 
now this

There was a
Vaille had seen

fashion, 
the glow that 
light of burning

was the 1open fire­wood in anShe had said “No.” She

As the owner of a famous Cremona violin cherishes 
his instrument, so are Gourlay Pianos regarded by 
those musicians fortunate enough to possess one.

Their intimate, sympathetic singing-tone quality 
of even purity from lowest to topmost note,combined 
with a richness and volume heretofore found only in 
Grand pianos of best foreign make, stimulate every 
effort of both pupil and teacher, and furnish 
spiration to higher musical achievement that is 
tinued and abiding.

May we send you Booklet 6, in which will be 
found the names of 2500 owners of Gourlay Pianos.

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING
188 Yonge^Street, Toronto, Ont.

Vaille rushed in. set the Small Girl
and shut the door against the 
The quiet! of the big room after 

s coined

lighway. iBut 
All her life

'y road 
the flowers, 
ne poured 
right hours.

1 he floor, 
tempest.

he

I!
54) heavenly.w it boutv the uproar

her pmk topknot allThe Small Girl,
drenched and flattened, looked at \ aille 

"Is it the house of

And 
to leave her mman asked her t he ags of gold 

he bird ;
river, rolled

with big eyes, 
three bears?" she whispered.

nervously.

vxorld and to with himeut er his, to g< 
into the depths of the dim Northern for- 

Mii* wish-si that chance had not 
this hot'-l. s**t so near the

“Maybe, 
if we cannot find Mlaughed

“Well see
Vaille an m- 

con-
'*st .

she saidbrought In 
fast n. i he sou,,, and then we'll run a way 

they get home.
■Won't it he lovely'” said the venture.

“We’ll eat the soup

forest that was his do-
rightly flung 

sv and hung

Mam.
She

lUOl II m. , ] 11 | t
'li ed that she would leave n *\t 

the a ml who chaperoned 
too ill to h - Carrie 1 off 1 i

Small Girl
and rock in 
,,n their beds

their chairs and go to sleep 
will keepand the storm

\ ., i r.
I ‘til1*

they won't know it
in the little kitchen; 

if modern build 
that smelled 

In the pantry

r with mi: : h, 1 11*■ ,i .li. ,i t the délai . m.ol 
> cotuf' rt.ilil' , left her with a 

i vient i,:Ï for a ramble with the 
i \ imost inst ineti \ ely the>

' ' path vo \ he forest.

h'*m away.
There was no soujla ' I iilsilent earth 

God.
a great refrigerator 

n.-ld bottles of cream, butter
ahbut ASs to S ni a 1

( . fts- and h mey.The Half clover.
. fresh bread and s;uc

11 k e

I*iiv t another man wh •

sill
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