54

IMMER.

&?& &SUIT

CANADAS OCUTER GARMENT HOUSE
TORONTO

LADIES!

We Have a Copy of
This Style Book for You

This picture is a reproduction
of the front cover of the
Economist Style Book. We
want every women reader of
this paper to have a copy and
if you will send us your name
and address, will mail one to

svou FEREE,

Thousands of Canadian
women use our “‘Style Book™
always, to assist them in pur-
chasing their clothing, Suits,
Coats, Dresses, Millinery, etc.
All goods shown in the Style
Book and bkought from us
carry our guarantee of

Satisfaction to You or

Money Refunded

We ‘would like to convince

you at our Risk, that by buy-

ing from the Economist Style
Book you can dress in the
latest fashion, in garments
that from every standpoint
are exceptional value for your
money.

Write to-day for Your Copy

Department H. J.

The Economist Cloak
& Suit Company

*Canada’s Outer Garment House”’

TORONTO, ONTARIO

Why accept inferior Preserves when

UPTON’S
ORANGE MARMALADE

can be procured at a reasonable price? You
are absolutely sure of obtaining a pure pre-
serve because nothing is contained in
Upton’s Marmalade but the choicest,
selected oranges, imported direct from
Spain, and the highest grade granulated
sugar.

Ask Your Grocer for Upton’s Marmalade
Sold in one pound jars and five pound pails
J-96

AUNT MARY -ANN

Continued from page 8§

had tried to be such a help at the time
of the wedding, and had ended by being
so in the way. As Hilda had no.mother,
she had offered to take her mother’s
place, coming over every evening, for a
fortnight previous to the event, to* wat.ch
the progress of the trousseau, to praise
and to admire and hinder Hilda with
her sewing. One night she had brought
two gifts—a centre piece and a d’oyley,
with calling cards attached, from Jula
and herself, and three times she had
reminded Hilda “not to get the cards
mixed.”

But the climax had come when Hilda
finally agreed to let her run the lunche-
on, and Aunt Mary Ann, waiting on the
table herself, had gone from guest to
guest with the enquiry: “There are
seven courses. Will you have soup?”’

A firm, springy step on the walk
brought her back to the present. She
was in the hall, and had the light turn-
ed on before her husband could open
the door.

He let in a draught of cold air and
she snuggled into his embrace for he
had been away since the day before.

“I can look up to you,” she said,
kissing the cleft in his chin.

“Who was insinuating that you could
not, little girl?” said Clayton.

“No one, But Aunt Mary Ann ad-
vised me to marry a tall man. She said
more trouble came through not being
able to look up to your husband than
through anything else.”

“I hope you'll always be able to do
that, little woman. Speaking of Aunt
Mary Ann, she was on the train yes-
terday. She was taking a basket of
live stock to the city—a clothes basket
—hens, I think it was. She got off at
every station between here and Brighton
for fear she would miss her own. The
fourth time I saw the conductor pick
her up in his arms—basket and all—
and deposit her on the platform of the
train. He was ripping mad, and he
told her that if she dared to get off
again before she reached her destin-
ation she might stay there.”

“Oh, Clayton. Why didn’t
after her?”

“We were on different cars; and, to
be frank, I dislike traveling with fussy
people.  Is supper ready, dear? DI'm
famished.”

Hilda hurried out to the kitchen. Her
husband followed her and thrusting a
hand into his coat pocket, drew out the
mail. There was one letter for Hilda,
which he threw on the kitchen table.

“What does that mean?” he asked, a
little coldly.

Hilda turned from the stove in sur-
prise, and picking up the letter, which
had heen opened, drew forth the single
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sheet and perused its contents swiftly.

“It’s the end of the year,” she said,
looking her husband frankly in the eyes,
“and there is m deficit in the church
funds. All the members were asked
to help wipe it out. I am a member, so
[ sent ten dollars.”

“I thought it was addressed to me or
I would not have opened it,” said Clay-
ton. “There’s just one thing that I
wish to be fully understood, Hilda,
you may have all the money you want
to spend on yourself, but I don’t believe
in subscribing to the church or to for-
eign missions. I was brought up in a
house where all the spare money was
given to the church, and I saw my moth-
er wear her life out slaving and slav-
ing, and trying to make ends meet.”

She lifted the supper, and all through
the meal there was a grim silence.

Later, when the dishes were washed,
she threw herself on the divan and
closed her eyes.

Clayton took up a book and pretend-
ed to read. Finally the tension grew
unbearable. He threw down his book,
and crossing the room, knelt beside the
divan.

“What is it, dear?” he asked.

“My head aches.”

“Oh, Clayton,” she cried, taking his
big hand in two of hers, “I can’t bear
to quarrel.”

Clayton lifted her head from the pil-
low and held her close.

“We won't, dear,” he said.

“I think I would always rather give
in to you than have any coldness spring
up between us—even when I thought
you were in the wrong.” Clayton held
her closer.

“You grow more alike after youw've
been married awhile—unconsCiously.”
Hilda shivered.

“Clayton, dear, would you like me
to be like Aunt Mary Ann when I'm
old ?”

“Heaven forbid!”

“And yet at my age she was soft and
pretty and pliable—generous, too.”

“It’s a hig stretch of imagination,”
said Clayton, drolly.

“Clayton” — Hilda’s fingers closed
tensely over her husband’s—“when we
were married you asked me if T would
like a regular allowance, and I said
‘No.” May I change my mind?” There
was a long silence.

At last Clayton spoke. “Am I such
a miser, little girl, that you alter your
mind in four months? All that is mine
is yours, dear, and to-morrow I shall
see that our bank account is made joint.
And”—he drew a deep breath as though
the resolution cost him something—‘“you
may spend the money as you like.”

“Thank you, dear.”

SERING XAEMANACS
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off on this whipping. Where did vou
get those symptoms of typhoid you told
me you had?”

Joe whimpered a little; but soon solv-
ed the mystery of all our troubles by
the astonishing confession: “I got 'em
outen a nalmanac over in Fred’s room!”

“Goodness gracious!” exclaimed T,
dropping the stick. “I believe the whole
fa.mnlly’gm their sickness ‘outen a nal-
manac.’ ”

That elusive memory wasn’t from a
past incarnation after all: it was just
the same old almanacial theory.

“Joe,” said 1 suddenly, “you're a
treasure to your mother.” And in my
exuberance of gratitude I made a fool-
ish offer. “I’ll bake you a turnover for
every almanac you find and burn,” T
promised. “We will clear the  atmos-
phere of ‘symptoms,’ and that will he
equal to destroying germs.”

Then I went to Fred’s room. On the
wall at the side of his bed hung his
source of misery. T opened its pages
only to be surprised at the many symp-
toms of kidney disease which were my
own daily companions, though they had
not held my attention before. I often
had a pain in the back—especially after
doing my own work, and then helping
the men folks out on theirs, weeding a
couple of hours. “Tthat tired feeling,”
well I guess every rancher's wife has
that occasionally.
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Fred’s almanac pointed to the disease
with ome hand, and to the “cure” with
the other, while it preached loudly of
the failures of doctors to help the pa-
tient even. In Melinda’s room was an-
other death indicator, and I grew  so
dizzy over its many and intricate paths
to the grave as almost to believe that I
too was either apoplectic or epileptic.

On the sitting-room table lay a hot-
bed of dyspepsia which John had just
left off studying, to lie on the lounge
and moan as he gripped his waist he-
tween two weak hands. No wonder he
thought he was doomed. No man could
revel in all those sympioms daily and
live. 1 gathered all these sources of
contagion. and destroyed them by fire.
The remnants of the “cures” I collected
and poured down the drain.

A few days later I found that my in-
debtedness to Joe amounted to thirty-
two turnovers. He had proven himself
a financier on a sure proposition, and
had begged from the stores and bor-
rowed from the neighbors many extra
almanacs before T wakened to his meth-
ods; thereby earning for himself a
steady diet of pastry. But the family,
lagkmg fuel to feed the fires of imagin-
ation, became healthy and able-hodied
once more,

An@ this is the lesson I learned from
éxperience, i answer to that question,
“W‘hy?”
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Wherever
there is a case
of enfeebled

digestion, whether

from advancing
age, illness, or general
debility, there is a case
for Benger’s Food.

When the stomach becomes
weakened, the digestion of
ordinary food becomes only
partial, and at times is painful,
little of the food is assimilated,
and the body is consequently
insufficiently nourished.

This iswhere Benger's Food
helps. It contains in itself the
natural digestive principles,
and 1s quite different from
any other food obtainable.

All doctors know and
approve of its composition,
and prescribe it freely.

For INFANTS,
INVALIDS,
AND THE AGED.

The *“ British Medical Journal” says:
“Bengcr’s Food has, &y its excellence,
established a reputation of its own.”

BENGER'S NEW BOOKLET deals with
the most common doubts and difficulties which
mothers have to encounter. It 1s sent post
free on application to Benger's Food, Ltd..
Otter Works, Manchester, England.

Benger's Food is sold in tins by
Druggists, elc., everywhere.
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A Good First Impression :

At a little cost you can insure a good

first impression by touching up your

hall furniture with ** LACQUERET.”

Why not brighten up your Hat Rack,

Hall Seat, Staircase, etc. Your guests

will notice these on entrance.

Light Oak, Dark Oak or Mahogan:

**Lacqueret™ on those furnishings wiﬁ

' work wonders.

| Orif you wish to retain the original
effect, try clear ** Lacqueret’” on any

piece of woodwork.,

It’s effect is almost magical.

Our little book, “Dainty Decorator,"

tells of the many uses of “*Lacqueret”

in the home,

A copy is waiting for you, free for the

asking.

Cans contain full imperial measure. Ask

your dealer. Don't accept a substitute.

International Varnish Co., Limited
Toronto - Winnipeg H2
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Sick headaches—neuralgic head- T
aches— splitting, blinding head-
aches—all vanish when you take

Na-Pru-Co Headache Wafers

They do not contain phenacetin,
acetanilid, morphine, opium or
any other dangerous drug. 25¢. a
box at your
Druggist's.

Natienal Prug
and Chemical
Co.of Canada,
Limited,
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