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“Any of the little Rowens?”’ anxiety to discover whether the en-| [g] e ——
“No, sir.”’ s gagement was at an end and who was to S I S

«The nurse, perhaps? blame, and wherever Eva came the con- l ' ¢ THE

“No, sir.” versation changed suddenly and became |

“Ah.” commonplace and strained.

«Shall I say you called, sir?”’

«Oh, no; I'm expected. Didn’t they
tell you?” . . :

“Very good, sir.” With difficulty the
footman repressed a smile. As Bertie
showed no signs of going he was puzzled.
The situation was new. What does a
well-trained servant do when a popular

est, not a tramp, refuses to leave the
ggorstep?

«Don’t keep the door open,” said
Bertie, ‘‘there’s a draught.”

“Very good, sir.”” The footman put his
hand over his mouth and was about to
close the door-

“QOh, by the way, John

“Yes, sir.”

“You might just mention that I'm
here.” ; .

“Very good, sir.”” And he went to
the drawing-room. It was Mrs. Rowen’s
at-home day, a fact which Bertie knew.
Eva was entertaining two early arrivals.
At least, it wasn’t really entertaining, but
that is what it is called. Solemnly John
announced: “Mr. Bertie Pilkinghame is
on the doorstep.” . :

Eva bit her lip. “You told him Mr,
Rowen was not at home?” a

“Yes, miss.”

«“That will do.”” John retired solemnly
and Eva congratulated herself on "her
happy idea of pretending that he came to
see her father. It saved awkward expla-
nations.. Bertie stood outside and studied
the beautiful brass knocker. A carriage
drove up and two ladies got out. He knew
them, shook hands and rang the bell.
John appeared. The elder of the two
asked if Mrs. Rowen was at home. John
looked at Bertie, hesitated for a fraction
of a second and said, ‘“Yes, ma’am.” -

. The two stepped inside, expecting Ber-
tie tofollow. But he only said: “Is Mrs.
Rowen at home?”’ '

John coughed, and said: “No, sir.”

“Miss Rowen?” -

“No, sir.”

“Mr. Rowen?”’

“No, sir.”

“Any of the little Rowens?”

:‘No, sir.” —

‘The nurse, aps!

“No, sir.” per

“Very well; shut sthe door, there’s a
draught,” he sighed. '

And in the drawing-room Eva had to
invent elaborate explanations on the spur

of the moment of the unhappy position of
dear Mr. Pilkinghame. ‘He came to see
papa,”’ was no good at all, for they had
distinctly heard him ask for everybody,
including the nurse. Eva was very hot
and red, and changed the subject.

Jobn announced Mrs. Wardlaw and
Misé Wardlaw.

“How do you do, my dear?”’ said Mrs.
Wardlaw. “Why on earth is poor Mr.
Pilkinghame sitting on the doorstep?
Such a funny thing to do on the Avenue.”

Eva began all over again and they all
helped to explain, and Mrs. Rowen joined
in and there was general rejoicing at hav-
ing something to discuss, The poor girl
was furious, and after repeated and violent

!"

.| and the plate he carried was empty.

“You had better let him in,” whispered
her mother hurriedly. \
“Never!” she said, clénching her fists
and with difficulty keeping back tears of

rage,

_ And through it all she had to smile and

smile and be cheerful and witty. Oh why
didn’t those awful people go?’
John came in. She looked at him with
apprehension. This time he carried a tea-
tray. It ought to be mentioned that he
hgd just been presented with a five dollar
bill and a promise of immediate employ-
ment in case of dismissal. He came up to
the tea table and held out the tray.

“Well?”" asked Eva. He replied audibly,
“Mr, Pilkinghame says, miss, that he will
have his tea very nicely on the doorstep ”
There was a pause 1n the conversation
and all eyes were turned on her with inter-
est. She gulped down her wrath, tried to
laugh lightly and with trembling hands
poured out a cup of tea for him. It would
look too absurd to say ‘‘No,” or tell the
man to send him away, and he certainly
should never, never, never be allowed to
come in.

“Two lumps, he usually takes, miss.”
She put the sugar in and John went out
with the tray and a cake basket. As he
reached the door he turned and said, “And
I was to say, miss, that asit is just begin-
ning to rain, have you got such a thing as
an awning?”’

“Tgake him—take him—an umbrella,”
she stammered, too miserable now even
to care what all the people were thinking.
Oh, wouldn’t she like to have-a firm grip
of that young man by the ears! It was
some little time before the conversation
broke out freely again.

“Shall T take him some hot toast?”’
asked Lord Bobby mischievously. She
pretended not to have heard the question
5o he went out. He was back in a minute

“He says they don’t have hot toast in
Shakespeare,” he remarked solemnly, *‘so
he was grateful but gave it all to the police-
man, who put some in his pocket for the
little ones at home.”

Eva tried to say something about the
affectionate nature of the police, and some-
body else suggested that car conductors
ran theni close. But nobody knew much
about car conductors except from what

appeared in the newspapers. There was
some desultory criticism of lightning con-
ductors and somebody rose to go. Eva
sighed with relief, but it was a long time
yet before the trial wasover. Each visitor

man, beautifully dressed, sitting, with legs
crossed, under an umbrella just outside the
door. He was cheerful but would give no
explanations. He promised to call soon
on all those he knew, provided they would
let him in.

«] wouldn't care to do this sort of thing
often you know. Excuse my not getting
up, won’t you? I've got a nice dry paving
stone at present and it will get wet1f 1 do.
Wet paving stones are so uncomfortable,
arn’t they? Yes indeed. Good-bye.”

“Feeling comfy, old chap?”’ said Lord.
Bobby. “Glad to see you've taken a little

efforts had just succeeded in turning the

conversation when John announced Lord | inside all the afternoon.

Bobby Dalmainham (pronounced “Dam’’)

a recent importation of Bertie’s. ‘“How |  ¢You run away,” said Bertie, “there’s

do you do?” said Lord Bobby. “I say,
vou know, Miss Rowen, what have you
been doing to your young man? Ihadto
step over him, and he only wagged his
head and said: ‘This is what they do in
Shakespeare?’ Do they?”’

So Eva, feeling an almost irresistible im-
pulse to hurl things about, began again
the same poor; threadbare explanation,
and glancing by chance out of the window
she saw small boys collecting and a police-
man looking on suspiciously from the op-
posite side of the road. It was a most
uncomfortable afternoon. The next visit-
or who arrived looked deeply concerned,
and wanted to know if Mr. Pilkinghame,
having lost his fortune, had become a gen-
tleman cab-runner; and yet another who,
with much delicacy, had said nothing,
openly retired with a cup of tea into a cor-

ner and inquired of a friend whether Eva's |

cruelty had driven the poor young man
outof hismind. It was obvious to all that
ihe subject was a sore one, s0 they dis-
cussed it under their breath inlittle groups.
Ihere was a general impression that Eva
had no doubt been behaving badly, an

nourishment. Been sitting on a volcano
How’s old

| Shakespeare?”’

| & police force watching you. Ta, ta!”

on departing found a most elegant young |

Vareni Violin |

A really good violin sold
at a price that is within
the reach of everyone.

Are you struggling along under the handicap of

a r instrument ?

Give yourself a chance to really do your best.

The Vareni Violin is sold at an extremely rca-

sonable priceand it is an instrument with which

you can secure the very finest results,

A construction thatcombinesthe knowledge and
skill acquired from years of experience and
study and the useof high grade selected materials
make the Vareni Violin an instrument that is
satisfactory from every standpoint,

The tone is exceptionally fine, being rich and
pure and of a quality that will delight you.

Thete are three lines of Vareni Violins,
all the same model but with fittings of
different quality,
No. 61 at $26.00 No. 62 at $36.00
No. 23 at $46.00

The satisfaction to be secured from this violin | {
will repay you for the trouble of learning more
about it. If your dealer hasn't the genuine :| |
Vareni Violin write to us addressing Dept. D.

Other lines of Violins from $5.00 to u,qm» dl
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J Look for this stamp, There
are imitations on the market.
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Get Your Winter Suit
FROM US BY MAIL

and get more style, better cloth and better fit than you can get from
your local tailor at any price. Thisis not mere talk. We guarantee
absolutely to do what we claim or refund your money without

stion . .
que?nle 2 Maes is the largest establishment in Canada, conﬁhinﬁ R

{tself exclusively to Men’s and Boys’ Apparel. We can supply &
your personal wants by mail better than you can buy them 1n your

own town 4
‘We do business on such an immense scale that we can afford to

employ the most expert London and New York cutters,
Try one order. 1f you’re not satisfied, say so, and we'll refund

. money,
vo"‘;rnl-:l-:.) Send for our illustrated catalogue. It contains over 100
pages of everything men and boys wear
Cloth Samples and Measurement Blanks free on request

Ask your local Nember of Parliament about
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GHAL LEN GE ~ Save you money
Stop all laundry troubles. “Chal- ~

lenge” Collars can be cleaned with
a rub from a wet cloth—smart and -

| stamped her foot

As a matter of fact that poor policeman
had been in difficulty, too. There was a
rapidly growing crowd of errand boys gaz-
ing at a respectful distance, and the situa-
tion was so unprecedented. How could
he move on a loafer who was on such in-
timate terms with everybody in the house
and had tea brought out to him by the
footman? He had indeed suggested that:
he might be creating an obstruction, but
Bertie was so genial about it and the hot
buttered toast was so uncommonly good.

As the last guest went John was hastily
summoned to the drawing-room, where
Eva was looking out of the window in fury
after an outburst of tears.

“Why do you allow that person to an-

were all out every time anybody came.
It didn’t seem to make no difference.” é
“Why don’t you send him away?”’ She

“He don’t seem to listen to what 1 say, |
miss. I thought you wouldn’t be wanting |

| noy us like this all the afternoon?” she , 9
said angrily, turning round. l P
“He wouldn’t go, miss. I told him you .

dressy always. The correct dull
finish and texture of the best linen.

If your dealer hasn’t “Challenge’’ Brand
write us enclosing money, 25¢. for collars,
S0c. per pair for cuffs. We will supply
you. Send for new style book. - ’
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Limited }

54-64 Fraser Ave., Toronto, Can.
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HIGHEST FOOD-VALUE.

is a treat to Children, a sus-

tenant tothe worker,aboon

COCO A to the thrifty housewife.

BREAKFAST SUPPER CHILDREN
In strength, delicacy of flavour, putritiousness T:l:::sﬁsgﬂ

and economy in use ~ L2pps’s " js unsurpassed.




