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As long as the supply lasts we will
give to every man who fills out and
returns the' coupon below, a handy
pocket map of lé)urope.

This map shows all points mentioned
in daily war news.

Call or write for a copy to-day.

THE IMPERIAL LIFE

Assurance Company of Canada

HEAD OFFICE .- TORONTO
Branches and Agents in all important centres
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THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE,

TULIPS

-Trumpet, Large Yellow, Single 25c¢. doz.; $1.00 per 100.
NARCISSUS or
DAFFODILS ..

SNOWDROPS .. .. 10c. per doz.; 65¢c. per 100.
CROCUS ... . .

HYACINTHS. . ‘

CHINESE SACRED LILIES, 10c. each.
PAPER WHITES.,

GEO. KEITH & SONS

BULB

The surest to bloom and the
easiest to grow. They make a
wonderful show in the spring, also
indoors during the winter. Give
your neighbors a pleasant sur-
prise. Our prices are low. The
Bulbs are the best that can be got.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

OUR PRICES ARE POSTPAID

-Single Early, separate colors, your selection,
or Mixed. 25c. per doz. $1.00 per 100.

1+ Double, very fine indoors or out-of-doors; murillo (pink), 25¢. per doz.
$1.25 per 100.

Late Darwins, mixed.

Red, White, Yellow, Pink
35c. per doz., or $1.50 per 100,
Von Sion, Large Yellow, Double 30c. doz.- $2.:

35 per 100.
Incomparable, Large Yellow, (butter
$1.30 per 100.

Double and eggs), 25c. doz.;

. Yecllow, Blue, White, Striped, 10c. doz.; 80c. per 100.

First size. Nothing better to be got anywhere. Red,

Violet, for indoor culture. 3 for 30c. $1.10 per doz
Second size, for out-of doors, 45c¢. per doz.: $3.00 per 100,
Roman White, 50c. per doz.; $3.50 per 100. i

Pink, Lavender

25¢. doz.; $1.30 per 100
ASK FOR BULB BOOKLET.

Seed Merchants Since 1866

y 124 KING ST, EAST, TORONTOQ

Keep Climbing o

with your present position,
your winter evenings plec
ably by taking our mail course in Shorthand,
Bookkeeping or Civil Service,
catalogue.
Brunswick and College,
J. V. Mitchell, B. A., Principal.

course you
are not satisfied
Why not spend
antly and profit-

EFFICIENCY

First, last and all the time is the chief feature
of the courses of lnstruction in the famous

ELLIOTT i
=

Write for free
Dominion Business College,

Toronto, Ont.

For prospectusand terms,write the Principal
R.I.Wamer, M.A.,D.D +»St. Thomas, Ont.

2%

Toronto.
have that habit. Why is it th
from other busine
courses and
first word, “Efficiency.” W,

Yes, our graduates succeed. They
at many students
>ss colleges come here to finish
get positions? Remember the

ite for catalogye

A Christian college-home,

healthful situation. Students admitted at any (jme

Yonge and Charles Sts.,
W,

Toronto
J. ELLIOTT, PRINCIPAL
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younger and more progressive félexrfent
among the members picked the institu-
tion up bodily and moved it that far—
as later on they did.

Not that he favored any such innova-
tion: ‘“Move up-town ! Why, my dear
sir |”” he protested, when the subject
was first mentioned, ‘‘is there nothing

in the polish of these old tables and
chairs rubbed bright by the elbows of
countless good fellows, that appealls to
you? Do you think any modern var-
nish can replace it? Heré I have sat
for thirty years or more, and—please
God !'~here I want to continue to sit.”’
He was at his own small table in
the front room overlooking the street
when he spoke—his by right of long use,
as it was also of Morris, MacFarlane,

Wright, old Partridge the painter, an.d
Knight the sculptor. For years this
group of Centurions, after circdling the

rooms on meeting nights, criticising the
pictures and helping themselves to the

punch, had dropped into these same
s:ats by the side of Peter.
And these were not the only chairs

tacitly recognized as carrying special
privileges by reason of long usage. Over
in the corner between the two rooms
could be found Bayard Taylor's chair—
his for years, from which he dispensea
wisdcm, adventure and raillery to a
listening coterie—King, MacDonough and
Collins among them, while near the
Btairs, his great shaggy head glistening

in the overhead light, Parke Godwin
held court, with Sterling, Martin and
Porter, to say nothing of still older
habitues who in the years of their

membership were as much ga part of the
fittings of the club as the smoke-be-
grimed portraits which lined its walls.

On this Saturday night he had stepped
into the club-house with more than his
usual briskness. Sweeping a compre-
hensive glance around as he entered, as
if looking for some one in the hall, he
slipped off his overcoat and hat and
handed both to the negro servant in
charge of the cloak-room.

““George.”’

‘““Yes, Mr. Grayson.”’

“If anybody inquires for me you will
find me either on this floor or in tne
library above. Don’t forget, and don’t
make any mistake.

“No, suh—ain’t goin’ to be no mis-
take.”’

This done, the old gentleman moved
to the mirror, and gave a sidelong
glance at his perfectly appointed person
—he had been dining at the Portmans’,
had left the table early, and
full evening dress.

The inspection proved that the points
of his collar wanted straightening the
thousandth part of an inch, and that
his sparse gray locks needed combing a
wee bit further toward his cheek hones.
These, with a certain rebellious fold in
his necktie, having been
place, the guardian of

tered the crowded room,
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his accustomed
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renewed a conversation

which had evidently heen begun outside,

and which was of so absorbing a char-
acter that §hr 4 moment  Peter’s face,
half hidden by his book, was unnoticed.
““Oh !'—that’s you, Methusaleh, ig jt 1’*

cried Morris at last.
something 2

Peter looked up
Holker. I will
Morris kept on
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man with a hig head and the general
air of having leen carved out of gn old
root—a great expert in ceramics_ listen-
Ing intently, bobhing his head In  toy-
mandarian  fashion whenever one -uf
Holker’s iconoclasms cleared the air,
“Suppose ey did pay thirty thoug-
and dollars  for iL,"” Tlolker insisted,
slapping his  knee with his outspread
palm. “That makes {fie picture no
better and no worse. If it wag mine,
and T could afford it. T would sell it to
anvhody who loved it for thirty centg
rather than sell it to a man who didn’t,
for  thirty millions When  Troyon
painted it he put his soul into it, and
you can no more tack a price to that
than you can stick an auction card onp
a summer cloud, or appraise the per-
fume from a rose garden, It has no
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%, ,‘But  Troyon' had to live,
shimed in Harrington, who,
freedom accorded every
club—one of its
just joined the gro

member of g
greatest charms—hgg

‘“Yes,”’ rejoined Morris, g quizzica) ox-
pression crossing his face—*
curse of it. He was born a man apg
had a stomach instead of being born a
god without one. As to living—he
didn’t really live—no great pai
ly lives until he is dead.
the way it should be—they
have become immortal
of bonds among their

would nevep
with g box full

assets, They
would have stopped work,

Now they
can rest in their graves with the con-
sciousness that they have done their

level best.’’

‘“There is one thing would lift him out
of it, or ought to,” remarkéd Harring-
ton, with a glance around the cirgle,
“I am, of course, speaking of Troyon."

““What ?”’ asked Morris.

‘““The news that Roberts paid thirty
thousand dollars for g picture for which -

Holkef."~
with the-

up ‘and sat li»stading,‘

‘that wag the’

nter rea}.'
And that’s

the painter was glad to get three thous- "

and francs,”’ a reply which brought g
roar from the group, Morris joining in
heartily.

The circle had now widened to. the
filling of a dozen chairs. Morris’s way
of putting things being one of the fea-
tures of the club nights, he, as usual,
dominating the talk, calling  out
‘““Perilod’’—his way of notifying some
speaker to come to a full stop, when-
ever he broke away from the facts and
began soaring into hyperholics—Morgan,
Harrington and the others laughing 4in
unison at his sallies.

The clouds of tobacco smoke grew
thicker. The hum of conversation loud-
er ; especially at an adjoining tabls
where one old Academician in a
velvet skull cap was discussing the new
impressionistic craze which had just be-
gun to show itself in the work of the
younger men. This had gone on for
some minutes when the old man turned
upon them savagely and began ridicul-
ing the new departure as a cloak to
hide poor drawing, an outspoken young
painter asserting in their defence, that
any technique was helpful it it would
kill off the snufi-box school in which
the man under the skull cap held first
place.

Morris fiad lent an ear to the discus-
sion and again took up the cudgels.
‘“You young fellows are right,” he
cried. twisting his body toward their
table. “The realists have had their
day ; they work g picture to death; all
of them. TIf you did but know it, it
really takes two men to paint a great
picture—one to do . the work and the
other to kill him when he has done
enough.’”’

“Pity some of yeur murderers, Holke_r,
didn’t. start before they stretcfied their
canvases,”” laughed Harrington.

And so the hours sped on )
All this time Peter had been listening
with one ear wide open—the one nearest
the door—for any sound in that. diree-
ion. French masterpieces, Tmpression-
and the rest of it, did not interefst
him to-night. Something else was stir-
ring him—something he had been hug-

l2an,

ism

ging to his heart all day. )

Only the big and little coals in his
own fireplace in Ffteenth Street, tmd
perhaps the great back-log, beside him-
self, knew the cause. Tle had not taken
Miss Felicia into his confidence—that
would never have done—might, indeed,
have spoilt everything. Even when he

had risen from Morris's coterie to p;regt
lenry MacFarlane—Ruth’s father—his in-
timate friend for years, and who an-
swered his hand-shake with—‘‘Well, you
old rascal—what makes look ”so
happy >—anybody left you a million ?"’—

you

even then he gave no inkling of the
amount of bottled sunshine he was z?t
the precise moment carrying inside his
well-groomed body, excent to remark

with all his twinkles and wrinkles
scampering loose:

“'Seeing  you, Henry—'' an answer
which, while it only excited derision and
a sly thrust of his thumb into I’«*tel".ﬂ
ribs, was nevertheless literally true if

the distinguished engineer did but know
it.
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