48

{0, Stringent scientific tests have

(. A daily cup of BOVRIL

and muscular tissue.

BOVRIL

HAS GREAT BODY-

(. Many persons suffer from imperfect digestion and assimilation.

the digestive system and aids assimilation.

BUILDING POWER

proved that BOVRIL tones up

will build up sound nervous

WATCH AND CHAIN

GIVEN FOR SELLING
Song Books at 10¢

Ladies”’
Dainty, Reli-
able, Stem
Wind and Set
Nickle Watch,
with Gold
Hands, and a
48-inch Dorian
Gold Guard,
sent postpaid
for selling 45
Song  Books,
containing “40

AN Dear Oold
Songs,” words and music complete; clear-
ly printed and neatly bound in a pretty
colored cover. 40 Old Favorites for 10c.
Just show them; they’ll sell themselves.
Order to-day. THE GOLD MEDAL PREM-
IUM CO., SONG DEPT, 84 H,  TORONTO.

EACLE KITE

FOR SELLING 8ONG BOOKS 10¢

i e

The most wonder ful
Kite ever in- vented. Flies
like a Bird ol and looks
so like a huge Wagle in the air that
chickens have run to cover and farmers
have often shot at it. Made of dark cloth
on a wood frame. Measures 5 feet from
tip to tip of wings, and can be folded up
like an umbrella. Given postpaid for sell-
ing 30 Song Books, “40 Dear Old Songs;"
words and music complete ; clearly print-
ed and meatly bound in a pretty colored
cover, 40 Old Favorites for 10e¢, Just

show them ; they’]l sell themselves. Or-
der to-day. THE GOLD MEDAL PREM-
IUM CO., SONG DEPT. H 31, TORONTO.

WRIST WATCH

FOR SELLING SONG BOOKS AT 10c.

Dainty and Reliable Ladies’ Watch, in
neat Leather Bracelet, sent postpaid for
selling 45 Song Books, containing “40

Dear Old Songs;” words and music com-
plete ; clearly printed and neatly bound in
a pretty colored cover. 40 Old Favorites
for 10c. Just show them ; they’'ll sell
themselves. Order to-day ; be first. THE
GOLD MEDAL PREMIUM CO., SONG
DEPT. 80 H, TORONTO.

MAN'S WATCH AND FOB

Given for selling
SONG

i
BOOKS AT 10c |
This Rellnble,(

;

Neat, Stem Wind
and Set Man’s
Nickle Wateh, with |
Beautiful Bronze
Maple Leaf Fob, [
sent postpaid for |
selling 30 Song |
Books, containing |
“40 Dear Old|
Songs”; words and |
music complete ; |
— clearly printed and |
neatly bound in a pretty colored cover, 40 |
Old Favorites for 10c. Just show them 5l
they’ll sell themselves. Order to-day ; be|
first. THE GOLD MEDAL PREMIUM Co., |
SONG DEPT, 82H, TORONTO. J

METALLIC
CEILINGS

are everything that plas-
ter, wood and wall paper
are not.

Metallic Ceilings are fire-
proof, absolutely.

Metallic Ceilings don’t
crack or crumble'— don't
get damp or mouldy—don’t
need repairs.

Metallic Ceilings are far-
and-away the most eco-
nomical building material
you can put in a house.
You don't believe it? We
can prove it. Write us for
the facts.

The Metallic Roofing Co.
MANUFACTURERS e

TORONTO AND WINNIPEG

lor this

This
plume
is just the
kind for which you would have

to pay $5.00 at any retail store,
Itis extra wide, fully 16-inches
long, in all colors, with willowy
flues of great length that do not
ose their curl easily. Sendus $1.00
| today, for this is an opportunity not
to be missed. We offeralsoan extra
‘ largeand handsome $7.50 plume at $2.50.
£ ur money by mail, express or money order,

! Rcﬁ]e:::}})}: that \w{uryn\nnvv will be refunded if the
plume is not entirely satisfactory,

‘ New York Ostrich Feather Co.,, Dept, 18, 513-515 B'way, N.Y,

MOVING PICTURE

AND
MAGIC

LANTERN
COMBINED
FOR SELLING

SONG BOOKS

At 10c each

With Lamp,
Colored Films
and 8lid es

You can give a
great show with
this outfit.Given
for selling
30 Song
Books,
containing
%40 Dear
Old Songs,”
words and
music com-
plete ; clearly
printed and
i neatly bound in

a pretty colored
40 Old Favorites for 10c. Just show
they’ll sell themselves. Order to-
Sell 10 more books, 40 in

MAGHINES

cover.
them ;
day ; be first,

all, and we pay express charges. The
Gold Medal Premium Company, Song
Dept., 81 H, Toronto.

Live Man or Woman wanted

for work at home, paying $2.00 to
$3.00 per day, with opportunity to
advance. Spare time can be used.
Work not difficult and requires no
experience. WINSTON, LIMITED,
Spadina Avenue, Toronto.
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The Dearest in the World

Continued from page 7

and undoubted beauty, to put into
words what the rest were thinking.

“I wonder if Roger Allison knows.
They used to be very friendly. I re-
member now, they w..e on the river
together the night before she went
away.”

It was the day after
homecoming.  Her father had gone
back to the business from which he
had torn himself for a day to welcome
his only daughter, and Margaret was
left with an autumn afternoon on her
hands.

“I'll go to the park. Tt will be pretty
well deserted now, and yet it is at its
loveliest. What joy to sniff the smoky,
hazy air, to look at the glories of the
trees in the river reflections and to
rustle the fallen leaves again. Perhaps
I'll even find a small boy who wants a
battle with them. I'm afraid T haven’t
grown up a bit.”

Roger Allison had that same autumn
afternoon on his hands. “There are so
few things to do when one is blind un-
til one gets used to it,” he said to his
grandfather.

There had followed a cautious jour-
ney along the street, more cautiously
still over the grass among the trees
to the bench overlooking the river. He
had smiled a trifle grimly over his
anxiety to reach that particular bench
since no river could he see. Then reso-
lutely he had pushed the thought of a
dark present and future out of his mind
and given himself up to the past. Only
treasured memories are brought back
at such a time, and with every one of
these there was something of Margaret
Scott. So that though he had not
heard of her return it was no surprise
to hear her voice quite close at hand:

“Good-bye, Laddie. If your mother
said to be home at four o’clock you'll
have to run like anything. But we've
had a fine time even if we've never
been introduced. Good-bye, good-bye.”

Then was laughter and youth and
hope in the dear voice, and his heart
beat high as he listened to it and then
to her footsteps brushing through the
leaves and coming directly towards his
bench.

She was close to him before she saw
who it was. =

“Roger, Roger,” he heard her say
joyfully, but he did not know that her
eyes were shining and both hands out-
stretched to meet his. Instinctively he
rose and held out his hands, and in a
second they held her tight. She had
been so close to him that she could
not notice that he had not come to her.

He held firmly to her hand, as
they sat down, afraid to lose this one
hold upon her.

“Margaret, Margaret,” he whispered,
and she, overcome by the meeting
which she had pictured to herself a
thousand times and more, just like
this, sat with eyes cast down, content
to feel the warm clasp of his hand and
to hear her name on his lips.

Margaret’s

Then she looked up, and the face
she saw startled her with the agony
upon it.

“Roger, what is it? Tell me why

you flook at me so strangely?”

“Look! My God, I cannot .look—
cannot see the dearest face in all the
world to me!”

Blind! For one brief moment there
was the bitter pang that he for whom
she had yearned to grow fairer and
had grown so beyond her wildest hopes,
would never see the new beauty that
was his right since he had inspired it.
And she had so longed to have him
find her fair.

“Roger, when did it come?”

His answers were brief and given
grudgingly. The pain seemed bound to
slip out with the words:

“Nearly a year ago.”

“And you did not tell me?”

“No, it would have done no good.”

Silence again for what seemed a long,
long time for both. He dared not
draw her pity. She was gathering
her courage.

“Roger,” she said gently, in a voice
that trg,mbﬂed just the least bit.

“Yes.

“Will you tell me something?”

“I do not know. What is it?”

“I think T have a right—yes, a right,
to ask.”

“Well?” The tone was not encourag-
ing, but she was resolved.

“Why did you say the ‘dearest
in the world’?”

“Don’t, Margaret. This is too hard.””

“You said it twice.”

“And you remembered? But I had
no right to say it, especially now.”

“But,” she persisted gently, “why did

face
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you say it? Since you did, I think I
have a right to know.”

He was driven desperately, and show-
ed it in the distress of his face and
voice. But she had no mercy.

“Why?”

“Because—and, helpless blind that I
am, I am a coward to tell you—because
I love you with every atom of my be-
ing, because everything about you is
dear to me, and has been for years.”

‘:Even my plain face?”

. “Even your plain face, if you will call
it so. I never knew whether it was
plain or not, it was the face of the
girl I loved—and fdove yvet. Heaven
elp me, and forgive me for telling
what‘ should never have been known to
you if I had been as brave as T ought
to be.”

“I made you tell me.
why ?”

}‘\IIS) answer,

0 you want to know ?
watched his silent face, anvghythe ?1}::
sp‘czken longing in it decided her.

“T wanted you to say what you have
said because—because T love you with
every atom of my being, because every-
thing about you is dear to me/’ even
your poor blind eyes.” :

“But Margaret—.
i Om}e,fz}l need me, Roger? Be honest

::Need you. Oh my love—_»

Well, T .need you more. Kiss
Roger, and then let us go home.”

Grandfather Allison met them on the
steps. The densest man on earth could
not have failed to know and grand-
faf‘her was not dense,

Margaret, how lovely you—"
. But Margaret shook her head warn-
:r;i;y at him, and Roger smiled and

“She always had the dearest face in

the world.”
S
Lady Sybil’s Shoe Buckles

Continued from page 8

Do you know

me,

and open the window to
@here I was, let in for the wh
ing show I”

“I know you told me so i

I bought the shoe-buckles rfrxiggl'nﬁ;ub;g
thorough good faith, without knowing
OW you came hy thcm-they were so
quaint, I knew Sybil would like them.

1 gave you ﬁVC llll”(hed fOl theul.
!
“YC‘S I k

them, and
ole bloom-

j now you did, you’ve been a
l)r'lck_ all through, and Pve been a low
thieving cur but T'Il make amends,

)
never fear.”

It was getting dark ag the two men
turned into the house where they shar-

ed rooms. Vandeleur opened the door

\ylth his latch—k.ey; a slight girlish

figure was standing by the fire She

turnsc(]l.round suddenly. :
“Sybil!” cried Vandeleur,

“ < b5 i 0 2
S‘ybxl!y Can it really be you?” i
: Yes,” she answered dully, “it ig I

The porter let me in, :

I came to brin
She ‘handed him §
Uup 1n tissue paper.

back,” she said,
at him. “yoy see, I
again, people say such

you back these”
small parcel done
“I brought them
without looking
can’t wear them
things.”
“And you believe { il
“S‘he gazed up at hingmm, s
0, 1o, not really—not when

. . u

ES}?kt at y?ehllke this, Ernest: but y:h
at 1s 1t that is so wrong? : i
tell me, I want to belie L

ve in you.”

.cried Crosbie,
1S too loyal for
It was I who

“He won’t tell you,”
starting forward; “he
}th?t, lhut I'll tell you.
1elped to break into that hou 2
man Square. I wag drivensetce)lt i{’ortl
was desperately hard up, glad to do
anything. It was T who got the dia-

Mgke what you
Thank God!” she exclaimed. “]
knew, Ernest, you couldn’t have been

the thief, and yet, forgive me, 1 doubt-
ed you once or twice.”

like of jt.»

“And shall he be : it
Sl}lall I round on him nrgx];?}led, Sybil?
No, T am going myself to Mr. Mar-

cus Mettheimer, have met him, 1
will give him back the shoe-bucfcles
and ask him not to prosecute. He has
got the other things, so he will not

suffer.”

“By  George. Lady Sybil,” cried
Crosbie, “you’re a good plucked ‘un.
You've saved me this night, for if
you'd chucked Vandeleur, 1 should
have given myself up. And now I’ll
get off to Australia and turn over a
new leaf; it wants * turning, goodness
knows!”

The public never knew the mystery of
Lady Sybil's diamond shoe-buckles,



