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Winnipeg, April, 19i0.

The Western Home Monthly.

There is a distinctive style and finish
about a “ Curzon ” Suit or Overcoat
which the ‘* ready-to-wear ” or “‘semi-
ready ” garments sold in Canada and
the States lack. Indeed the ““Curzon”
cut and finish is hardly equalled even
in’ garments sold by the best
Custom Tailors, whose charges
are always exclusive, if not
altogether prohibitive. There
is just that ease and com-
fort jabout our garments
which give the wearer a comfy

appearance.

all sent free and carriage paid.
your order within seven days, and if

refund the money.

to measure

Please mention this paper.

Then there is the cloth to remember:
nothing butreal British materials every time.
: Merely fill in a post card and address same

to us as below, asking for our latest assortment
of materials. Together with patterns, we send
you fashion-plates and complete instructions
for accurate self-measurement, tape measure,
We dispatch

not approve, return the goods and we will

SUITS & OVERCOATS

from $5.14 to $20.

.

»

you do

The World’s
Measure Tailors,

(Dept. 103 ), 60/62 CITY ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND.

Addresses for Patterns: For Toronto and East Canada:
CURZON BROS., c/o MIGHT DIRECTORIES, Ltd, (Dept. 103 ),
74/76 Church Street, Toronto.

For Winnipeg and the West:

CURZON BROS:, c/o HENDERSON BROS. (Dept. 103 ),
279 Garry Street, Winnipeg.

question,

own town.

Try one order.
your money,

Get Your Spring 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. This is not mere talk, We guarantee
absolutely to do what we claim or refund your money without

The 2 Macs is the largest establishment in<Canada, confining
itself exclusively to Men's and Boys’ Apparel, )
your personal wants by mail better than you can buy them in your

We do business on such an immense scale that we can afford to
employ the most expert I,

If you're not satisfied, say so, and we’ll refund
FREE. Send for our illustrated catalogue.

pages of everything men and boys wear.

Cioth Samples and Measurement Blanks free on request

Ask your local NMember of Parliament about

We can supply all

ondon and New York cutters.

It contains over 100

RENNIE'S SEEDS

THE FINEST IN THE LAND
BOME _NEW THINGS FOR 1910

Big Crego Aster, 250.

Sparkler Radish, 5c.

o noer Giant Sweet Peas, 10c.
Bhort Beason Red Onion, 5o,

The 6 packets for 55c. postpaid.

Beofsteak Tomato, 100.
May King Lettuoe, 10a

1A WM. RENNIE CO., LIMITED

188 Market St.,, Winnipeg
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521.SO MONTREAL-WINNIPEG - VANCOUVER
WRITE OUR NEAREST ADDRESS

soul’'s yearning to her. e were very

happy. For years we were V(:unstuntl_\'
together, and never was wife so ap-
preciated. Then a great fear began to

grip my heart. I remember it came
suddenly, in the very midst of the little
feast we were having to celebrate the
first year of our wedded life—our ‘first
anniversary.” 1 realized that soon, in the
very joy of our honeymoon 1 must
anticipate our separation—the wedding
would take place, next we would be
engaged, then mere acquaintances, and
after that—oh, desolation—it would be
before I met her, and I should never
see her again.

“I lived that year, our second honey-
moon, agd the last of our life together,
tern between the joy of my returned
happines§- and the terrible knowledge
of my coming loss. The wedding day
came and I could have cried out in my
agony but I could give my pain no
voice. I had no tears, only smiles and
laughter that must be gone through
with, though my heart was breaking.
Imagine it if you ecan, sirs. Was ever
a man so tried? Then came the period
of our ‘engagement, when I knew we
were drifting slowly and surely apatt—
and the happiness and misery of that
time was, perhaps, the hardest of all

to bear, even worse than the actual
slow separation, though after my
declaration, when our relations were

formal and distant, it broke my heart
to see her, whom I had loved so long,
treat me as a mere acquaintance; and
with it was the awful knowledge that
there was no future hope, no possibility
of our meeting, on this earth at least.
The poignant day of my first meeting
with her arrived at last I saw her, as
I had seen her then, so many years
before, lighting that conventional ball-
room with her presence, a radiant vis-
ion, all gold and rose, her tall graceful
figure gowned in soft, filmy drapery.
I saw her with all my heart and soul,
with all the pent-up memories of my
twice lived life, for I remembered it was
the first, and knew it was the last time
I should see her. She vanished and I
was left alone. For some time after-
ward, although I was living over my
happy-go-lucky bachelor days, I was
internally of a suicidal turn of mind,
even on my return journeys in the
East.

I could not resign myseif to losing this
girl that, according to reversed time,
I had never met. But youth is gay,
and its recuperative powers strong, and
[ am growing steadily younger, you
see. Then, too, other loves came and
went, or rather went and came, and in
spite of myself I am able to contem-
plate my double past with the buoy-
ancy of my second youth. Yet it is
all very strange, and recently un-
accountable intervals have intruded into
my life, such as this evening, for in-
stance. You, gentlemen, are not a part
of my boyish past, and yet you seem
to be interpolated into my otherwise
coherently backward existence. This
has been happening for some time, and
grows more marked. You
dreams of my old life that I had fog-
gotten, but I am at a loss to account
for it fully. For instance—how ecould
I have foretold then what the future
had in store? and yet in one sense that
is what T am doing now in telling you

my experience. You must admit that
it is confusing.”
Gage’s story had fairly made me

dizzy. T admitted that it was confus-
ing. I hardly knew what to think. T

even turned an anxious eye on the clock
over the fireplace to assure myself that
its hands still - moved from left to
right. As I faced it, Lamison 1‘(!;_{;11‘(1(»_(1
me with his amused but sympathetic
eye.

may Dbe |

o e ———

to hear

that all over again, it nialeg
me sick.”

He paused again, and assist.

ed his courage from the cheering pitcher,
“Another thing that worries me. he

went on, “is this: Have you notidsd
that, although all the happenings of my
life seem to follow in well ordered
reversed sequence, what I say does not?
For instance, by all rights I should
repeat my sentences verbatim Dack-
ward. ‘I am glad to see you, in Tre-
versed language vrould be, “You see to
glad am I’ Now, in al] my years of
reversed experiences, although the order
¢f conversation progresses back\\ard,
the sentences themselves make perfect,
fcrward sense. This drives me to dis.
traction.”

The whole impossible proposition
danced before me, but Lamison was
evidently delighted.

“Good.  Gage, splendid! You are
making progress—your logic is return.

ing. I am unspeakably glad.”
Gage looked at him wonderingly.
“Why should you? It is only more

confusing. Ah, well, T should not be
unhappy if it were not for the awful
prospect of being a baby again. That
revolts me, like becoming senile. It i
such a horrible thing to become g
squirming, senseless infant—it makes
me shiver, it keeps me from sleeping,
it is a menace too ugly and loathsome
to be endured. Fancy it, gentlemen, the
ignominy of it—the hideous helpless-
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iless,

“We’lll find a way to prevent that;”
ILamison said soothingly. “You are
better already. It won’t be long before
we set it all straight. Come, come, be
a man”—for Gage suddenly flung him-
self on the table, his face buried in his
hands, moaning slowly:

“I don’t want to be a baby
want to be a baby.”

This exhibition was so pitiful that I
turned to Lamison, almost with tears
in my eyes “Is there any hope for
him?” I asked

Lamison “nodded. “Yes,” he’ll pull
through. A condition brought on by
overwork and the sudden death of his
wife, of whom he was devotedly fond.
You see how he is beginning to realize the
discrepancies in his imaginary life. He
will come out all right—in time.”

Gage now had himself under control
and sat up shamefacedly.

“Don’t mind me, Mr. Robertson,” he
said.  “I don’t often break down this
way, and I wouldn’t have you imagine
for ome instant that I regret my life.
[ could not have asked a greater boon
of Fate than those happy days restored
to me, when time had turned.”

He rose gravely, excused himself and
left us, and we sat silent and deeply

thoughtful, staring into the red embers
of the fire.

I don’t

‘ ——

The days are passing, oh, so swiftly.
None of us mean to entirely miss the
best things of life, but procrastination
is more than the “thief of time.” He
robs us of so many happy experiences
that might be ours if with open eyes,
loving hearts and willing hands we'd
grasp the present situation with firm
hands and be to-day what we mean to be
sometime, do to-day what it has always
been out intention to accomplish some-
time and enjoy to-day’s pleasures that
are ours for the taking. Ralph Waldo
Trine tells us to “find your Centre, then
live in it. Surrender it to no person, to
no thing.” 1t is a great thing to find
one’s “centre,” for is it not the key
to the solution of every individual life
problem?  Instead of being biased by
other people’s opinions, suppose that
for to-day we enter into our own eloset,
shut the door and in the privacy of
personal heart communings decide to
follow our own intuitions of what is
right. If we have never done this we

“I hope to interpolate myself a great | need to be “born again.” There is 2
deal into your world, Gage,” he said. | world of happy satisfaction in store
“It’s time you stopped in your mad | for those who learn to respect their
career of growing younger. T don’t God-given conceptions of truth, which
want you on my hands when you be- | makes “{free” every time. We do not
come a troublesome stripling, or even | need to leave our morning work to
when you have to unlearn your college | “enter into -our closet”—simply keep
education.” still enough within to wuse our own

Gage laughed. “Tt will be rather judgment concerning all matters with
hard, but T did enjoy my Harvard | which we have to do. We cannot use
days, before T had that row with the | it unless we flnd out what it is, and
family. Whew! Tlow the old man did | that when learned is really .our
blow me up! And when I think I have ‘ “centre.”
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