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The best Home

Detfence is Bovril
IT MUST BE BOVRIL

Of all Stores, etc., 1-0z. 25 c.* 2-0z. 40 c.; 4-0z. 70 c.; 8-0z. $1.30; 16-0z. $2.2
Bovril Cordial, large, $1.25; 5-0z. 40 c.; 16-0z. Johnston's Fluid Beef (Vimbos), $1.2

Every Cent you
spend for “Made
in Canada” goods
helps you as well
as other Canadians

REGAL

Table Salt
is“MADE IN CANADA”

It is the finest grain of the famous
Windsor Salt—blended with
a very small quantity of

Magnesium Carbonate.
149

Comfort and Convenience!

“ Yes, my men folk wear the washable collars right along fmd they
like them fine. They are so comfortable. And cleaned in a jiffy
by merely wiping with a damp cloth,”—so writes one of the regular
readers of * Everywoman's World "’ of her experience with

ARLINGTON CHALLENGE

WASHABLE COLLARS

i ; X folk? They have
Why not buy the Arlington Washable collars for Your men !
excgilence, a%pearance,gand wear much longer than'hnen and are so comforfable
and convenient—besides, think of the great saving in your laundry expense!

! Ask your dealer, and if he cannot supply you,
write us direct giving his name and eqcloslng
25¢c. and we willfsend you whatever size and

style you desire.

MadeliniCanada’by

THE ARLINGTON Co.
TORONTO, CAN.

Flowering Bulbs

GLADIOLUS

i rden
e most effective in the flower garcen,
th'ghceosl?):g are magnificent anﬂgle rthey are easily
Prices are here—we O :
grg:xolic’ ;Illlxod—lofor 80c, 25 for 65¢, ﬂfg{g;?;gg
Groff's H b{ld 1%0.."“"’ Mixed— s
.50 for 100.
253:215:;? Whisgaroafnd l%ght Shades—10 for
0 .00, $3.50 for A

wﬁifi’;&".’.mm,.a—m for 60c, 25 for $1.25, $4.50
fm:Berf'eo's Superb _Mlxod—made1 0"F 1})%,'0(;)\12:-5-
selves from all varieties—the best, ng Ko
for $1.35,85,00 for 100, I{ to Bealiq S0 for 100
at rate of 10c. for 10, 20c. e ca'talogue)

Varieties—any color (see

Yo .ch; Postpeid.

DAHLIAS P

Named Sorts—all colors—20c.

ea?l?lgggrl , $2.00 for 1 dozen, T
Ordinary Vd-rletl.s—Mlxed 10c. each,

1 dozen.
so%f?:got?efgailed add Postage at rate of 5c. ‘%ach,
B0c. dozen. Where there are EXpress O c:e.'sé
Ex‘press is cheaper than Mail for lots of over

Dahlias or over 35 Gladiol’\]x‘s. e

—ounandsomely pagecatatore
FREE— it o T et ek
JOHN A. BRUCE & CO., l._lrMITEII

Established 1850 HAMILTON, ONT.

10c. to H0c. ea

We have an exceptional money making oppor-
tunity to offer to the men and women who will
look after the renewals and take new subscrip-
tions to Everywoman’s World, Canada'’s Great
Home Magazine. The work is easy, pleasant,
F or You and no previous experience is necessary. We
supply complete outfit and everything necessary for your success. - Write to-day to

A Money Making
Opportunity

SALES DIVISION 26, EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD, TORONTO, ONT.

~was drawn close to the fire,
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Willis sighed heavily—then as
he felt the convulsion which took
place in his face, the shaking of
: the curls on his head, the crack-
ing of the steel girder around his waist
regretted his outburst, and resignedly
allowed the maid who came forward with a
gorgeous cloak to lay it over his shoulders.
She opened the door, and Willis walking
gingerly, and with extreme caution,
emerged on to the landing and began to
descend the stairs.

His foot touched the final step—the
light from the hall suddenly flared up
into his eyes, instinctively he raised his
hand to shade them. When he lowered it
the scene had changed again.

He was in a room furnished after a
peculiar style affected in lodging houses of
the genteel order—the room was small
and the furniture was large. There were
many chairs heavily upholstered in red and
blue plush——there was an uncompromising
sofa of the same order. An enormous
sideboard occupied one side of the apart-
ment, facing it in the window a very small
and shaky bamboo table supported a large
green pot in which grew a weary and di-
lapidated palm.

> A clock on the mantelpiece ticked out
the minutes with aggressive vigour. Willis
found himself mechanically counting them.
Out in the street the wind was blowing
tempestously, the rain was falling. Every
time a gust of wind shook the windows
or a fresh downpour of rain raced down
the panes, Willis shivered.

He was filled with a gnawing, restless
suspense such as he never remembered
experiencing in his real life, though it
seemed to be the normal condition of his
new and dual existence.

Peering through the blind into the dark-
ness as the minutes slipped past, the vague
fears which tormented him began to take
definite shape. Pictures formed in his
mind, terrible pictures of death and disas-
ter.

He saw a sea running high, the night was
dark and black clouds swept across the
inky sky. On the foam-crested waves a
tiny steamer rose and fell, every moment
seeming to be its last. A wave higher than
the rest—the boat poised for an instant
on the top of it. Then it was gone into the
gulf below. Willis shivered again and
agony possessed his soul.

Again he saw a lighted street, electric
cars, carriages, carts and cabs in all direc-
tions. A motor swept round a corner—
a crash—a cry. He saw the gathering
crowd, the still figure on the pavement, the
doctor bending over it!

A door slammed down below and a stick
rattled into the stand. Feet, quick and
vigorous came up the stairs. Pictures,
newsboy, accidents, wrecks all dis-
appeared from his mind and beatitude
took their place.

The door opened to admit a young man.
A very ordinary young man it seemed to
Willis—quite a common place person. And
yet he was conscious that he was
supremely, completely and absolutely
happy, that the room was no longer dingy
or ugly, and that all was peace. '

Ah, that was it—it must be love. That
sort of love he had read about, of which
he supposed Dorothy ‘dreamed of and
believed in. All the time he was cogitat-
ing thus he was nestling against the new
comer, kissing the cold, brown cheek,
whispering words of endearment into his
ear, hardly hearing the explanations about
the boat being late, the friend’s motor
that had never turned up after all, the
thousand little things that had combined to
keep the husband of three months’ stand-
ing away from his anxious little wife.

It all seemed supremely foolish to Willis,
and_he felt annoyed with himself for being
led into such a thing, yet felt, too, that it
was not unpleasant. In fact, it was very
pleasant indeed, even if it were silly.

He heard himself say something about
dinner—about hurrying the landlady
Tearing himself reluctantly from resistin{,;
arms, he opened the door and stepped out.

Instead of arriving on a landing at
top of a ﬁlght. of stairs, huwevef, Wiﬁ?i:
found himself in a large and very untidy
room. The room was shabby, the carpet
worn, the furniture ribbed and scrétched.

Willis himself was ve tired i
that he could hardly stanl;iyor see'—:g afll)rs%d-
lutely weary in body and mind that the
world seemed a matter of supreme in-
dlﬂ'e_rgrcei‘ He l;lad never dreamed it
possible that any human bej
tired and yet remain alive.mg S i

The low chair in which he was ¢

. ittihn‘g
lap lay a white bundle, which and on his
be a baby, asleep for the n:gm:‘:t.knew to
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(Continued from Page 12)

A sensation of the most acute
despair overcame him as he held
a little shirt up to the light. It
was riddled with holes, patched
and darned almost out of recognition,
and yet it must be patched and darned
again, for he knew there was no money for
the purchase of a new one.

. A piercing shriek from overhead brought

him to his feet. Clutching the startled
baby and dropping the needle and the
shirt. he rushed out of the room and flew
up the stairs, the baby screaming in his
arms.
- “Roddy—Nelly—what is the matter?
Mary, Mary, where are you?' he heard
himself crying as he sped along, but no one
answered, and the shrieks continued
unabated. Breathless he burst into the
room.

Two children, a boy of five, a girl of
three, were alone in the room, and the girl,
whose face was streaked with dust and
tears, wept lustily while her brother in
the window seat played unconcernedly
with his toys. There was no sign of blood,
of punctured eyesight, of broken limbs as
Willis had pictured to himself as he raced
upstairs.

“Roddy’s taken away my doll, and I
want it—I wantit. Bo00-00-00000000000."

Willis sank into the nearest chair,
panting for_ breath. Drawing the screaming
child to him, he alternately soothed her,
rocked the baby, and scolded the elder one.

_In the midst of the din a sulky-faced
girl, carrying a scuttle of coals, appeared
in the doorway. Willis fell upon her
wrathfully.

“Mary, how can you gn away and leave
the children alone’ like this—how often
{mfv)e I told you that they are not to be
eft?”

The gir! tossed her head and set down
the scuttle with a bang.

“I can't stay here for ever,” she re-
torted pertly., “And Roddy’s that
naughty I can’t do nothing with him.”
She cast a baleful glance at the non-repent-
ant culprit in the window seat.

V\;illi? pu_tl the bab%r into its cot and
went drearily out o
maid followedyhim. S TR
"“Oh, if you please,” she began; ‘“‘the
butcher have sent to say that he won't
let you have no more meat until his bill
is paid, and_there is no butter and no pota-
toes, ,and it's early closing, and please
I can’t get the kitchen stove to burn, the
coal’s nothing but dust, and the oven don’t
get hot, and I am afraid the milk's gone
sour and there’s none for the children's
tea, and if you please we're out of jam and
sugar, and what shall I get for supper?”’

The catalogue of woes poured on unre-
strained.  Willis felt a mad desire to
put his hands over his ears, to cover his
eyes and blind and deafen himself to the
unanswerable questions which he knew
he had been endeavoring to answer
unsuccessfully for interminable years.

Day in, day out, year after year, the
;ame dreary, hopeless round, t){]e same
attle to make ends meet, the same
refu‘sal' on their part to do so. The same
{s;:jx::;l:tlog}? from the same dissatisfied
smen i
b, servax’ns. € same cheap and incompe-
He heard himself returning some re-
;;éonse_dto the maid, he did notgknow what
o ;axk, but it was sufficient to send
cease?ic t\({l.th_e kitchen, and her grumbling
e T illis went back to the sitting-
o Dere the pile of mending awaited
close.: I trl:xoplf:)img into his chair, he drew
sk € hire, giving himself up to the
tai‘r)nedi rvearmess of life and all it con-
i the room grew cold and Willis
sh'g to  shiver in his misery—he
vered until the chajr shook under him—

until the whole rog . 4
m
sympathy, seemed to shiver in

El Lt A
ectric light flarin .
iring ghostly pale in
:vi(:xd?rly dawn which crept through the
o f“{f» Wwas the next thing of which he
Eivalsl v}é Coﬂslc(;ous. He also knew that
¢
beer{_iq hi? Iifz, —colder than he had ever
ya:er:gls r?ifﬁ and stretched himself and
revealed € yawn and the stretch
unreg':.- ttcé him that he was a free and
the Bl;cde bman_agam, the action sent
veins, 0d bounding afresh through his

Ths.: ashes of last nj ht's fire w
areldhzlil‘ge!ess in the gra%e, the cigar whic
e chaimtended to smoke lay still beside
Hopene r untouched. In the flare of the
orothe could see the dark patches where
y's wet {eet had rested the previous

ere grey

evening,
Dorothy!

Willis “paused ahd
; reflected. When
he had given the matter profound thought

€ wrote a letter to
and posted it her and then went out



