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THE COURIER.

Nature Makes The Flavour of

“SALADA"

The cool, tempered breezes of the hill-top
gardens in Ceylon, produce a tea of delicate,
yet rich and flavoury quality. A careful
selection of the finest growths is blended to

make “SALADA”,
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SHOPPER’S GUIDE

PRINTING.

RICE TICKETS that sell the goods.
All prices in stock. Fifty cents per
hundred. Samples for stamp. Frank H.

Barnard, 36 Dundas St., Toronto.

STAMPS AND COINS.

PACKAGE free to collectors for 2 cents

postage; also offer hundred different
foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges; five
cents. We buy stamps. Marks Stamp
Co., Toronto.

BOOKS.

ASSIMILATIVE MEMORY, OR HOW
TO ATTEND AND NEVER FOR-
GET. Prof. A. Loisette tells how you
may strengthen the power of your mem-
ory. A perfect memory means increased
capabilities and a larger income. 12mo.,
c loth, $3.00, post-paid. University Book
Co., Desk A., 8 University Ave., Toronto.

HOTEL DIRECTORY

THE NEW FREEMAN’S HOTEL.

(European Plan)
One Hundred and Fifty Rooms.

Single rooms, without bath, $1.50 and
$2.00 per day; rooms with bath, $2.00 per
day and upwards.

St. James and Notre Dame Sts., Montreal.

KING EDWARD HOTEL.

Toronto, Canada.
—Fireproof—
Accommodation for 750 guests. $1.50 up.
American and European Plans.

MOSSOP HOTEL.
(Limited)
TORONTO, ONTARIO.

European Plan. Absolutely Fireproof.
Rooms with or without bath from §$1.50.

First Year Work.
MUSIC, ART,

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, President.

ST. MARGARET’'S COLLEGE

TORONTO
A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

(Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., Former Principal of
Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson.)

ACADEMIC COURSE, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and

DOMESTIC SCIENCE, PHYSICAL
Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball, Hockey, Swimming Bath,

School Reopens September 14, 1915

Write for Prospectus.

EDUCATION —

MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A., Principal.

ST.ANDREW’

COLLEGE

ONT. =

TORONTO -

Autumn Term Commences Sept. 13th, 1915. M

A Residential and Day School
for Boys. Upper and Lower
Schools. Boys prepared for
Matriculation into the Univer-
sities, for entrance into the
Royal Milit(g‘ry: Cgllege. an_d _for

lars sent on lication

Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald,
.A.,LL.D., Headmaster

: iﬁkdg?hathﬁnﬁthﬁgl

ege firights Eoronto
FORTY-NINTH YEAR

A Church Residential and
Day School for Girls.

New buildings—Beautiful
healthy situation,with 7acres
of playing fields.
“Primary Department to Matricu-
lation Course. Household Science,
Music, Painting,
President, The Right Revd., The Lord Bisbop of Toreate.
Principal, Miss Walsh, M.A. (Dublin),
Vice-Principal, Miss Nation, M.A. (Trinity College).
Head Mistress, Primary Dept., Miss A. M. V. Rosseter (Higher
Certificate National Froebel Uniow,) late of Cheltenham
Ladies' College.
FOR CALENDAR APPLY TO THE BURSAR

Visitor : The Lord Bishop of Toronts.
A Residential School for Girls.
Young Children also received.

Preparation for the University. Art
Department,includingdrawing, painting,
wood carving and art needlework. To-
ronto Conservatory Degree of A.T.C.M.

niay betakenatthe School. Fine, health-
fulsituation. Tennis, basketball, skating,
snowshoeing, and other outdoor games.

For terms and particulars apply to
theSister-in-Charge orto the Sisters, of St.
John the Divine, Major Street, Torouto,

COLLEGE RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 14.

WESTBOURNE

School for Girls

278 Bloor Street West
TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day school—
small enough to ensure for the
pupils a real home, careful per-
sonal training and thoughtful
supervision. Pupils prepared for
the University. Class instruction
in Folk and Aesthetic Dancing as
well as Physical Work. Outdoor
Sports. Affliated with the To-
ronto Conservatory of Music.

F. McGillivary Knowles, R.C.A.,
Art Director.

School reopens September 14th.

For Calendar address the Prin-
cipal, Miss M. Curlette, B.A.

Attractively situated. Picked
faculty. :

For prospectusand terms write the Principal

R.1. Warner,M.A.,D.D., St. Thomas, Ont.
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ald awaited the coming of his typist
the next morning. Perhaps she would
be angry at what he had done, .but
surely he had a right to furnish his
own rooms as he pleased.

He ushered her in as if she had been
a princess.

“This an office!”
amaze.

“It isn’t like the outer office,” he re-
plied deprecatingly.

But she understood. ‘“How kind!
How good of you!” she said warmly.
“And books, too! I have longed for
books of late. You ‘will, no doubt, let
me take these home one by one. I will
be very careful of them, for I love
books. T would almost as soon ill-treat
a child as a book.”

“They are yours to do as you please
with. When you are tired of them, or
have left them at home, I will replace
them with others. Tell me what
books you like and you shall have
them. (I mean the office shall have
them,” as he foresaw a réproof from
her.

“1 cannot take any more presents
from you. I have already accepted the
very handsome present of the type-
writer.”

He had sent for this; it was on the
table.

“Please tell me what my work is,”
she continued igravely.

“Don’t make me feel like a culprit,”
he pleaded. “I haven’t done anything
wrong, have I?”

He wondered as he spoke why she
was the only woman he had ever met
who had the power to make him un-
certain as to the wisdom of his acts.
He did not know that it 'was the hesi-
tancy of love.

“You have been most kind—as you
always are. Now, please set me to
work.”

He dictated a letter, but he was as-
tonished when he read it over, and
tore it up.

“I'm afraid I haven’t expressed my
meaning clearly,” he said. “I have
had other things to think of.”

He produced some papers for her to
copy, and, going into his own office,
shut the door of communication until
lunch time. Then he told her his
mother was going to call on her.

She declined the honour firmly.

“Indeed I am most grateful to her
for her kind thought,” she said, “but I
cannot let her come. Please tell her I
appreciate her kindness notwithstand-
ing.”

He saw that appeal was useless. In
his vexation he revealed the fact that
he had hoped his mother might induce
her to come to lunch of a day. She
thought of the farmhouse meals and
acknowledged that the prospect was
tempting.

“But I should have refused,” she
said, and added: “It seems to me that
I am now, and shall be henceforth,
obliged to refuse most of the good
things of this life.”

she exclaimed in

CHAPTER VIIL

A Declaration.

ARY WILLIAMS was now firmly
established as a typist to Ron-
ald Westlake. In a business

point of view he declared that she was
invaluable to him. Punctual to a mo-
ment ‘both morning and afternoon, or-
derly, methodical, quick, clever. Al
though their acquaintance was of so
recent a date, he consulted her about
everything connected with the busi-
ness, exactly as he would have con-
sulted a very clever wife who was
greatly interested in his work.

It is true that she was ignorant to
begin with, but she quickly acquired a
vast deal of knowledge, and her ex-
perience amongst the mill hands, as
one of themselves, helped her in mak-
ing suggestions to him when he formed
plans for their welfare or amusement.
He now gave her only bare drafts of
his letters; she amplified them with
the ability of a skilled clerk, and pre-
gented them to him, neatly typewrit-
ten, for signature; thus saving him
hours of work. She had really toiled
to gain speed in her writing, and was
now a rapid typist. He watched her
white fingers flying over the keys of
the typewriter with admiration. “Iam

going to increase your salary by fifty
pounds,” he announced one day, “for
you are fully worth it to me.”

“The question is, am I worth it in
the market? You know that I am not.”

“I know mothing of the kind. If you
were to leave me I should never again
employ a woman. I couldn’t after hav-
ing had you, and a man would cost
£150 to £200 a year. I can’t do with-
out a typist after being accustomed to
one, and he would not be nearly S0
useful to me as you, for I should not
trust him with the letters I give you
to write. Now, do you see that oné
hundred and fifty pounds a year—vast
income!—is only your due. Whether
you see it or not, however, I intend to
give it you.”

She liked this masterful tone from
him; her only fear was when his toné
became soft, for she was not sure that
she could always hold him in check.

“If you are sure I earn it I must ad-
mit that the extra money will be very
useful to me.” But it was not of her
self she was thinking in connectioll
with it.

“I am quite sure.
less.”

Notwithstanding, in spite of the
value of her services (and this was
real, not imaginary), the extra fifty
pounds was not inserted in the office
accounts. Ronald paid it out of hiS
own pocket, and said to himself it was
a luxury he could well afford.

Resistance is usé:

ul DON'T want my father to be tell
ing me what is the ordinary raté
of pay for clerks,
though, indeed, Mr. Westlake, as a
matter of fact, would have said noth-
ing of the kind, and was wiser than
his son imagined. He had felt some
amount of curiosity concerning thi®
typist for whom such preparations had
been necessary, and had in his hear
laughed to scorn the idea that she wa®
an elderly dragon. He watched quiet
ly one day until she had left the office,
and followed her some little distancé
unknown to herself, moting her ap
pearance, her gait, her style, all of
which he declared to be “tip-top.” For
though not of the highest class, he had
of late years mixed with it a good deab
and could rightly estimate a lady.

“No wonder expensive carpets were
necessary!” he chuckled to himsell
“Well, I shan’t say anything to the
missis. Let her find it out for hers{%lf-
A proud girl, I can see, but a good girl,
t0o. TIf he doesn’t fall in love with hel
he’'s a greater fool than I take him t0
ibe, though he ought to look much high-
er for a wife. It isn’t my business
though, to meddle with a man of RO
ald’s age; he must conduct his oWl
affairs.”

It was with no slight wonder that
Mrs. Westlake had heard of Miss wil-
liams’ decision not to be called Ol
She could not understand so great a
honour being refused.

“Ah! poor thing!” she exclaimeﬂd
one day. I dare say she’s not accu>
tomed to any society, and is afraid ©
me. Still, its a pity she wouldn’t com®
to lunch of a day, poor soul! I woul
have taken care she should at all
events have one good meal a day.”

“Yeg, poor old soul!” Mr. Westlake
replied solemnly, but there was 2
twinkle in his eye, which made 1%
son sure he knew the typist was Bo
old.

Sometimes of an afternoon whel
there was not much work on hand
‘Mary would allow Ronald to take an
easy chair in her office and talk to
her. He kept her supplied with all the,
new books and periodicals, which wer®
a great solace to her in the loné
evenings, and they discussed them a¥
terwards together, his clear-cut inté!
lectual face lighting up with pleasure:
Occasionally they disagreed hotlys
when the conversation would en
with a laugh. He discovered all her
tastes and opinions, and revealed his
own as he had never done to anyon®
before.+ The more he saw of her the
more he realized how wisely his ac"
miration and respect had been grount
ed, while on her part she turned 0
him and found comfort in his unfail
ing friendship and care of her. He i
formed her that the chocolate and
French sweetmeats had been entirely
Mr. Haselfoot’s idea, and impresse
upon her how ungrateful it would b€

female



