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' EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd.’s

OoLD

Superior oy Clothing Fabrics

have gained a reputation in Canada for
Excellence of Quality and refinement of
Character, and are worn by ladies and
gentlemen of high social distinction in

paid.

“TO HM.
QUEEN MARY
We send to any address in Canada, Duty and
Carriage Paid, add invite you to examine our -
. samples of FALL and WINTER fabrics sent to
your address, POST PAID on request.
The patterns represent a variety of splendid

Woollen and other materials for ladies an
ren ; Tweed Suitings, Trouserings, Overcoatings,
Breeches Cloths, etc., for men and boys ; fashion-
able in designs and colorings, reﬁneg

ance and of excellent quality.

0 many parts of the world.

THE HALL-MARK OF

Gaeton - Jwinett)
Joyal €[ Sewyes

INTRINSIC WORTH

HIGH-CLASS TAILORING

For Ladies, Gentiemen and Children

child-

in appear-

E. B. LTD.'S ROYAL SERGES are made of Pure Wool
without shoddy or cotton, and have given unusual satisfac-
tion in wear and lasting good appearance for upwards of 35
years, Prices from 65c. to $4.20 per yd., duty and carriage

Each suit, etc., is cut separately to meet each pat-
_ron’s special requirements and made expressly TO
ORDER by an expert staff.
Samples, Price Lists, Measurement Blanks, Style
Plates, etc., mailed promptly and POST PAID from

EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd.

CANADIAN FACTORS,
WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND

24 ROYAL
WARRANTS

|
\
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No. 82

Suit MADE TO ORDER,

as illustration,in good qua-

lity Tweeds or Royal Ser-

ges, for $21.10. Carriage
and duty paid.
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If You
Want a
‘House
Built on
Easy
Terms

Send your requirements to the

N.W.T.Land=ConstructionCo

Land Agents, Builders. Contractors, ete.

29114 Portage Avenue, Winnipeg, Man., Canada

The

Western Home Monthly is

the "Leading Paper in the West.

“And pray, is it your custom to
carry tooth-brushes in your hat?” she
inquired, flashing a laughing glance up
at me as with a few dexterous touches
she transformed the Cherub’s -bundle
into a really respectable-looking affair.
“As a matter of fact,” I said, as we
followed the other two toward the
house, “I have always found a tooth-
brush a source of worry and anxiety.
I never travel anywhere but I begin to
try and recollect if I packed it, and if
so where, and, after turning my things
over, generally end by finding it in my
vest pocket or tobacco pouch. I don’t

hat before.”

came upon Mrs. Dymott, reading, her
ince-nez, with its broad, black ribbon,
Ea]anced upon the extreme tip of her
nose in that way, which, in my school-
boy days, had always caused me to
wonder how it managed to stick on.
She rose to meet us with many ex-
pressions of pleased surprise, kissing
us both resoundingly in her old, mother-
ly way.

“How you've grown!” she remarked,
patting me affectionately on the should-
er, “though, to be sure, I haven’t seen
you since you left Harvard.”

“And he’s degenerated into an awful
cynic since then,” put in the Cherub.

“And carries topth-brushes in his
hat!” added Phyllidia.

“Still - your tooth-brush,”
Mrs. Dymott. “Do you remember, when
you were quite little, losing it in the
stables ?”

“And"’ fighting the boy because you
found him cleaning the silver with it?”
put in.the Cherub again.

“I-had settled convictions on the
rights of property, even in those days,”
I said-as we entered the house.

So- that is the girl I have come to
win for the cherub, I said to myself as
a little later I followed him upstairs,
and somehow the idea seemed singular-
ly repulsive, and I felt unreasonably
angry with him.

“Well,” he inquired, as we dressed
for dinner, “what do you think of
Phyllidia ?”

“Magnificent,” he broke in, “and her

now ?”

“Black as a moonless night,” I re-
peated, fixing my collar, “‘that flash
at you, man, from under low brows
crowned with misty hair.” g

The Cherub glanced at me sheep-
ishly and changed the subject.

“Cousin’s  rather nice,” he ven-
tured.
“Charming,” I answered, arranging

my tie. “You had better be prepared,”
I continued, after a pause. “I shall
commence operations for you at din-
ner to-night,” and somehow
myself sighing heavily. v

And yet I did not after all, for,
sitting with her voice in my ears and
an- occasional glance into her Dblack-
fringed eyes, I forgot the Cherub’s very
existence.

came a grisly phantom, haunting me
in all places, my sleep became broken
and when I met the Cherub’s eye by
accident I felt a traitor, and although
I argued that he was unworthy of her,
that such a mind as hers would be
wasted .on him, my conscience refused
to be quieted. True he had ceased to
worry me lately concerning 'the pro-
gress T had made, but his very avoid-
ance of the subject served but to add
coals of fire. 1 determined, therefore,

next opportunity.

ner of the drawing-room, chance favor-
ed me.

“I've been wondering why you call
Mr. Dymott the ‘Cheruly’ 7" she in-
quired, glancing to where he and Kate
were turning over some music at the
piano.

“Oh, he got

that at college” T De-

character was so—er—so--"
“And what did they call vou?”
“They called me—‘Gip’)” 1
{ grateful for the interruption.

remember that I ever carriegl/it in my |

/ |
On the lawn beneath tHe cedars we

laughed "

I found.

“Well,” T began guardedly, “She is‘
»

eyes—what do you think of her eyes

As the days passed my promise be-*

‘I'he Challenge.

“Gip,” she repeated, and her eyes be-
lied her solemn mouth. “I have a dog
named Gip, the dearest old fellow. I
really believe that, in his own way,
he loves me better than anybody else
in the whole world.” e

1 shook my head. “I doubt it,” I be-
gan unwarily, “though to be sure,” I
continued more cautiously, ‘“there is
a strange affinity between men and
some animals, especially dogs; for in-
stance, now I—” In another moment,
despite my stern self-repression,-I really
believe I should have said more than L
ought, for as she sat there beside me
looking at me out of those deep eyes
of hers, so close that her skirts brushed
my knee, I had an almost overmasting

The Battle.

desire to relegate the Cherub to the
deepest limbo, and my fingers itched
to clasp the hand lying so near- my
own, but at that instant Kate began
playing and I pulled myself up in time.

“Well,” she said, under cover of the
music, with a look that was almost ex-
pectant in her eyes.

“For instance,” I repeated, “if I
were a dog, I believe I could get to—
to—love the Cherub—in time.”

The corner of her red mouth quiver-
ed suspiciously, and I felt that she was
laughing at me. )

“You see,” I continued, hurriedly,
“he’s such a—a splendid fellow,—er,
not bad looking I mean, any woman
might —er—" ‘

“Love him,” she said softly, with-
out looking up.

“Er—yes—that is, I suppose so,—
though some people object to fair men
I believe, think them—er—unstable and
all that, but, of course, the Cherub—"

“Is perfection,” she said, opening and
shutting her fan.

to have it over once and for all at tlie

That evening, sitting in a quiet cor- |

gan. “You see he was such a con-
{ trast to himself, so to speak, his gold-
| en curls and blue eyes were <0——so very
| cherubie, you know, and his ecneral

said, ‘

“Certainly.”




