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A Pure Product of a Perfect Procer

BAKER’S
BREAKFAST
COCOA

is made from the best cocoa
beans, carefully se-
lected, cleaned,
roasted, freed
from shells
and the ex-
cess of fat, and
then, by a per-
fect mechan-
ical process, is
reduced to a
very fine red-
brown pow-
der. Itisab-

~ solutely pure,

vEFaotce healthful,

and makes a most delicious
drink. Get the genuine with
our trade-mark on the package.

§2 HIGHEST AWARDS IN
EUROPE AND AMERICA

Walter Baker & Go. Ltd.

Dorchester, M&SS;J

Established 1780

NEw CATALOG..
BanDS BESSON
MEN SIS

=T WRITE FOR IT TO-DAY)
LOORY Srcnere:

. _/DRUMS &TRAPS.
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Music Lessons Free

AT YOUR HOME. Write today for our Booklet,
It tells how to learn to play any instrument
Piano, Organ, Violin, etc. Address American
8School of Music, 1 Lakeside Bldg., Chi-
cago, Ill.

Use a Bax’s Legal Will

Perfectly Legal izt
Will for 35 cts. Soiy Soiiis
= e

broken if you follow our
instructions. You do not
spread your affairs over the whole township. You sit
down and fill in the blanks as shown by the sample will
accompanying each blank. Don’t delay. Do it now.
Sent for 85¢. postpaid. 4

Bax’s WillForm Co., 126L Howland Ave.,Toronto

WANTED

Reliable parties to do Machine Knit-
ting for us at home. $7 to $10 per week
easily earned. Wool, etc., furnished free.
Distance mno hindrance. For full par-
ticualrs address :

The Canadian Wholesale Distributing Co.
Orillia, Ont.

1 have cured cases of 20 years stand-
ing. Trial package free by mail.
Dr. 8. PERKY, Dgls. Park Sta., Chieago, LlL

Washclean Washes Glothes Withcut Rubbing

Ladies’ Greatest Labor Saver ever in\'('nted.f\'o_n-
injurious to clothes or hands  Send 10c for trial
package, postpaid.

Dept. 35, Nixon-Brosius Co., Boonville,Mo.

The Things That Count.

By Owen Oliver. .

the evening of the
day that Sir John
Forrington’s knight-
hood was announced
I called to see him.
My congratulations
had too much heart
in them for pen and
ink. 1 wanted a
grip of the hand, and a smile to my
smile,

His grip was heurt\ enough, but there
was somethmg missing from his smile,
There often is when one comes to forty
years.

"1t is—an honor,” he said, with the
slightest touch of bitterness in his
voice.

“Well, it’s only the hall-mark,” I ad-
mitted; “but one is glad to be the stuff
they stamp.”

“Thanks, old man,” he acknowledged
“Thanks. There’s al“ays a fly in the
sugar, isn’t there? It seems cheap to
profess indifference. 1 suppose I'm
pleased really. It’s just—liver. Come
into the den and talk.”

We went to his handsome study, and
took luxurious arm-chairs. Time was
when our studies were bare attics. Now
the signs of prosperity are around us;
but life isn’t Turkey carpets and cigars.

“You’ve been looking up ancient
history ?” I charged him. “We always
do when we come to a new volume.
Well, there are some good chapters in
volume I. of John Forrington.”

I recounted the steps in his career,
with a friend’s enthusiasm, :till T came
to the rung of knighthood. Then he
turned round and faced me, with his
chin on his hand. I had often thought
what a fine face he had. A man’s life
writes " on his features. Clever and
strong, and clean-living and kindly; that
was what one read on the face of John
Forrington.

“They aren’t the things that count,”
he stated. “You leave the honors be-
hind. A few withered rose leaves go in
the coffin.’

“Ah!” 1 said.
old chap.”

‘“No,” he said slowly. “It’s a hairpin.

I did you an injustice. I thought
you’d laugh. o

And then I laughed

“If you asked me what counted most,”
I told him, “I’d say a handkerchief
spotted with red. I bound someone’s
finger when she cut it once.

That ought to encourage you!”

I laughed again, and so did he. You
get into a way of laughing when you
have an ache to hide.

“It’s in that drawer,” he mentioned.
“If anything happens to me, youw’ll know
what to do with it.” ;

“Yes,” T said.

We were silent for a long time. Then
he told me this story.

“So it’s rose leaves,

* * * * *

I met her ten years ago at Gibraltar.
It was on one of the trips that helped
me a step up the ladder. She was only
eighteen; not much more than a child.
I didn’t think she was anything more.
That was my mistake. I was careful
enough with women. A married man
separated from his wife—well, you know
about that.

You can understand that I didn’t want
to talk about my domestic life, I for-
give her for all but one thing. Well, T

try to forgive that now she’s gone. She .

made me a worse man than I might have
been. Ah! but I know! I didn’t
see why it mattered to other people that
[ was married, unless I wanted to be
friends with a woman. Then I said just
enough to let her infer that T was. It
didn’t seem necessary to take precau-
tions with a chila.

The way 1 came to know" her was this.
' We were staying at the Bristol, and in
the evenings they used to sit in’ the
strip of garden across the road, against
the cathedral. I mean the little girl
and her mother and elder sister. They
were sitting there that evening, and I
was in the smoking-room with Young
Reeves” You know Reeves,

He was |

with me as a sort of secretary-assistant.
He was a good boy, and keen on his
work; but prettty girls distracted him.
That’s what they’re for!

The distraction at the moment was the
elder sister. He kept fidgeting, hear-
ing her voice through the open window
as we drank our coffee; and I saw that
my instructions were going in at one ear
and out of the other.

I was explaining to him about taking

some levels in the morning. Gib. is all.

ups and downs.

“Well, Charlie,” I said at last, “I’ve
wasted a lot of good breath on you.”

(Plle muttered an apology, and grin-
ne

“It’s confounded hard lines when you
don’t know people,” he remarked.

“It’s confounded stupidity if you want
to know them and den’t,” I retorted.

“Oh, well!” He shrugged his shoul-
ders. “Of course, you find a chance,
sooner or later, if you look out. I'm
going to. But I'd like to talk to them
now.”

I was just going to load my pipe,
and an idea struck me; and I laughed
aloud. I'd been pretty hard hit; but I
was younger’ then, and I could raise a
reul laugh.

“Come along, young innocent!” I said.
“We will go and talk to them forth-
with.”

“You won’t offend them?”’ he beg-
ged; “but of course you won't.”

“Not a bit,” I promised. “If they
want to talk to us—women generally
do want to talk to men, that’s what you
boys forget—it will be all right. If they
don’t they won’t anyhow. ‘lgaint heart,’
you know, Charlie.”

We walked out and sat down near
them. I fumbled about with my pipe.
Then I turned to the mother. I could
see that she was a cheerful old soul, and
I guessed that she’d see through my
dodge, and wouldn’t mind.

“Excuse me,” I said, “but could you
by any chance lend me a hairpin to
clean my pipe?”

She lookea at her daughters, and all
three laughed. Their laughter had the
real ring.

“My little girl could,” she answered.
“She is always losing them, so she car-
ries a stock in her pocket.”

They laughed again. The little girl’s
hairpins were evidently a standing jest
with them. She flushed a little, and
looked at me.

“They aren’t in my pocket,” she ex-
plained—what a pretty soft voice she
had!—“I keep them in my hair—the
spare ones. That is why they tease me.
But I will fetch you a new one.”

She rose quickly, but I jumped up and
barred the way to the gate.

“As if I would let you run up threc
flights of stairs for me!” I protested.
“I am sure that you always run.”

“Yes!” She laughed gaily. “I don’t
mind.”

“But I do. Besides, I should like one
out of your—pocket!—much the best.”

“Of course he wouldn’t, dear,” her
mother observed.

“Of course he would!” said her sister.
She was a very attractive girl, and evi-
dently used to badinage.

“Naturally he would,” Reeves added.

The young girl looked round at wus
with her eyes sparkling, and still flush-
ing a little.

“Now which am I to believe?
asked.

“Me!” cried all the rest.

I held out my hand. She took out a
hairpin and gave it to me.

“It’s nearly new,” she told me, with
a little amused smile. If I were to try
to-describe her look in a word, it would
be just that—amused.

“And you needn’t clean your pipe with
it, if it doesn’t want cleaning,” her sis-
ter remarked daringly. “Daring” is the
one word for her.

We all laughed a little guiltily.

“No,” T admitted. *“I needn’t.

?” she

looked ‘at her mother, and she nodded.
“T am an old traveller,” she said, “and
I have eaten salt with many people.

1t isf
—a way of eating salt together.” 1

Letters
ol
Commendation

Many hundreds- of letters ‘have
come to us during the past month
complimenting us on our service
by mail, the quality of our wares,
and the policy of fair - dealing
always present in our transactions.

One Lady Wntes"

“The five-stone garnet ng
which I ordered: from, you- some
time ago amived 'in due time
and is entirely samfactory, s
everything has always been that
we have ever ordemd ﬁ'om

you.”
Another Says:

“l want to say that the Sig--

, net Ring received a few days

ago is entirely satisfactory in

every way, and the crest admu'
ably engrav

Reader! where are you buying
your Jewellery, your Silverware,
your Gifts ?

Here is a Mail Order organiza-
tion of experience, behind “which
is a fim of national repute, that
can serve you by mail just as
satisfactorily as if you purchased
over the counter.

The thing for you to do is to
write a letter, stating your require-

ments. g i

The next mail will“bting ybu a
wealth of suggestions . that will
save you money.

Will you try it? b

Henry Birks' & Séns

JEWELLERS

Cor. Portage Ave. and Smlth SI

WINNIPEG, MAN.




