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OIR’S
. Chocolates’

The guest will know that you ap-
preciate her call when'she sees the
box of Moir’s Chocolates. The name
“Moir’s” is known to stand for the
highest achievement in chocolate coat-
ings and distinctive fillings. 100

Moir’s Limited, Halifax

~“ BLACK COTTON AND THREAD
STOCKINGS AND SOCKS, HAWLEY
DYED, FOR HARD AND HEALTHY o oo \oe o

WEAR, COMFORT AND SMART

APPEARANCE — ARE STAMPED Sinizss o
For fine honest quality, insist upon seeing the
Hawley Mark on all Black Cotton and Thread
Stockings and Socks you buy for your children,

or for yourself.

You will appreciate the feel in handling and your
mending basket will show the economy in wear.

‘Hawlevs
Hvygienic

~_Black

For Cotton and Thread Hose and Socks

Intense and absolutely permanent. It never comes out
in wash or wear, and therefore all possibility is obviated
of staining or poisoning the most delicate skin.

A. E. HAWLEY & CO. LTD.,
SOLE DYERS : for the Trade only.
Sketchley Dye Works, HINCKLEY, England.

BENQUIRIES FROM THE TRADE INVITED.
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FEATHERSTONHAUGH & CO. We trust any honest person

Write for Catalogue to-day
Fred. B. Feath tonhaugh, K.C, M.G.
athers Or(‘:(-:‘ziﬁl S. Roxburgh, B.A. Sc. JACOBS BROS.
) Diamond Importers
I¢ Canada Life Bldg.. Portage Ave.. WINNIPFG || 15 Toronto Arcade - - Toronto, Ont.

Corner of Mainm

“My dear woman!”’ he exclaiined, in hushed tones.

‘(Do yo‘u

mean she—"’

R. JOHN - SERVICE, rising
young specialist in respiratory
and nervous ailments, escort-
ed his most prominent ‘patient
to the hall door. He always

did th>isA in the case of a lady, wealthy

or otherwise, but to-day there was a
very inefficient Swedish damsel doing
duty in the ante-room and in addition
to a lack of method in keeping her cap
on straight, she had shown three
patients out by way of the crowded
waiting room—a heinous offence. Dr.
Service was most meticulous about
seeming trifles. -

As he re-seated himself at his big,
littered desk he turned over the cheque
he had just received and swiftly endorsed
it. The amount was two hundred dollars.

.The door leading to the waiting-room
opened.

“Negst — Yas?” — came sing-songil
from the aperture. :

The doctor looked up in some surprise.

“Im through for to-day,” he said,
briefly, and turned frowningly to his
papers again.

“But—dere is yet anodder,” insisted
the voice.

“No patients - admitted after five-
thirty, Thora. It is now almost seven.”

“Yust one more—a lady,” said the
girl, entering. TN

“Had-she an appointment ?”

The girl shook her head and.the cap
found a jaunty but insecure resting-
place over her left ear.

“I had to let her in. She awful bad I
tink.”

“What! 11177

“Worried. Afraid like. From de
country, she said.”

“Well — send her in. But stop a
moment. Here’s two dollars for your
day here. I only took you on trial you
know, and I'm very sorry but you won’t
do at all. Now you go dowm to the
Imperial Steam Laundry like a good girl
and tell them I sent you. I’ll ’phone
them. They’ll give you a nice job at the
mangle or something. No doubt you'll
make a much, better hit with them than
you have with me. Don’t slam the door
going out, please.”

The girl took her money and went out
and the next moment she had ushered
in the lady from rural parts.

Dr. Service had pulled a little red-
vellum covered book from one of the
inner pigeon-holes of his desk and had
turned the leaves till he came to the one
bearing the date of the day just about
concluded. Here in his small, firm cali-
graphy he entered the following item:

Received from Mrs. Clay Washburn on
account two hundred dollars. One hun-
dred credited to Fidus Achates.”

Other items preceding this new entry
were similar, not alone in form but in
the fifty-fifty manner in which the
creditor known as Fidus Achates always
shared the great doctor’s profits. Even
when the fee was but five dollars, the

regulation and minimum amount, the
creditor received his two-fifty. :

Dr. Service blotted the entry car
and returned the little book £o ite ﬂ’\
Then he wheeled his chair around. .

“Good afternoon,” he said, as cheer.
fully as though he were but beginningy
his usual day of listening to trouble ang
prescribing remedies- instead of finishj
the fag-end and being mefe than ordin.
arily tired, mentally and physically.

The lady who stood just within the
threshold of the room was elderly. More,
she appeared to be quite unduly agitated.
He rose and pulled forward a comfort-
able arm-chair, Many women were ner-
vous when admitted to the inner office
of a specialist, but Dr. Service had the
fine faculty, jpartly natural and
acquired, of putting the most affrighted
at their ease. Not by a brisk rubbing
of his hands and breezy comments on
the weather. Merely by his air of friepd-
liness and imperturbable calm and a
certain quiet sympathy that was a kind
of reflection of the man’s inherent nature
and which was felt rather than seem
by trembling creatures dreading an
operation.

The woman sank into the chair. She
was a slender, fragile little personm, in
decent, country-mgde clothes, and ghe
played nervously with the handle:
worn handbag, as she regarded him ¥tim--
idly” from . behind her spectacles. She
appeared to be between fifty and sixty.

“I—I came to you, doctor, because I
felt 'that you were the only man for the
—the case,” she began in a“tremulous
voice. .

He powed. His mind busied itself
with professional memories. He had
seen her before, he was almost sure.

“I was here once, about three years
ago,” she went on, as though reading his
thoughts. “My name is Mrs. Lister. My
husband —” =

“Oh, yes!” said Dr. Service, sitti“
up straight. X

“It was when you first started up
here,” she resumed. “I came about
Bobby’s throat. He —” i

“Yes, yes. Of course. Mrs. Lister of
Vale ?” \

The woman seemed pleased.

“To think you’d remember! A great
doctor —”

“And what .can I do for you, Mrs.
Lister?” he interrupted, with a sunny
smile. “Why didn’t you send in your
name? Had I known —” .

“I wasn’t waiting long. I came-n on
the four-thirty train® explained Mrs.
Lister losing a good déal of her tense-
ness. “I—it isn’t myself. It’s about my
daughter, doctor.”

“Oh.”

“And I'm afraid it isn’t in your regu-
lar line. When I was here, that time, we
got chatting, you mind, while the nurse
got Bobby ready. You were trying to
keep me from being scared, I guess

Continued on Page 9 " id




