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A Pure Product of a Perfect Procesa

BAKRS

BREAKFAST
COCOA

is made fromn the best cocoa
beans, carefully se-
Iected, cleaned,
roasted, freed

from shelis
and the ex-

cesa of fat, and
then, by a per-
fect mechan-
ical proceas, iss reduced to a

vry fine red-
own pow-

der. It inab-
solut.ly pure,

U. "S lce haalth fui,
and makas a moat delicioua
drink. Cet the genuine with
Our trade-mark on the package.
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Music Lessons Free
ATYVOUR HOME. Write today for Our Booket.
It tells how ta learu ta play any instrument
Piano, Organ, Violin, etc. Address Amerioan
Behool of Music.,1i Lakoui4. B1<g., Ci1-
cago, 111.

Perfectly Legal
WilI for 35 cts. E YOWstaàbliOtnw

token fif yoo wItructios. Yo0 do notZ=iLdyor siffraMo.e the. vhole Co.nshl p. You aitdcvan inl thblanku am show%,b te ample viii
Sent ~S. boc 13»poapal.

l.z'aWiliF«on.. 12SLHowland A..T«oo

WANTED
Reliable parties to do MaeblReKNit-
tlng for us at borne. $7 to $10gpr week
etisily earned. Wool, etc., furnished free.
Distance no hindrance. For full par-
ticuairs address :

The Canadian Wholesale Distrlbutlng Co.
(rlla. ont.

I bave cured cases of 20 yearm stand-
Ing.TrIOpacage reeby mail.

Washclean Washes Clothes Withcut Rubbing
LadiWu Greateit Labor Saver evr invented. Non-
Injurious to clothea or hands Send 10e for trial
package, postpaid.
Dept. 35 Nizon-BroBins CO., 300uvillO,XO.

0 N theevening of thedythat Sir John
Jiorrington's knight-
hood was announced
1 calied ta sec him.
My congratulations
had too mucb heart
in them for pen and
ink. 1 wanted a

grip of the hatnd, and a saule to my
smile.

Hlis grip wits hearty enough, but there
ivas somnething rnissing from his srnile.
There often is when one cornes ta forty
years.

".IL is-an hionor," lie said, witlî the
slightest toueh iof bitterness hn bis
Voice.

"Well, it's on].%, the hiall-mark," 1 ad-
mitted; "but onîe is glad ta ho the stuff
they stamp."

"Thancs, aId mari," lie acknowledged.
"Thanks. There's always a fiy in the
sugar, isn't there? It seeme cheap to
profess indifference. I supponse I'm
pleased realiy. It's jut-livor. Corne
into the den and tslk."

We went ta his handsomo study, and
took luxurious arju-chairs. Time waE
when aur studies were bare attice. Now
the signs of praspority are around us;
but life isn't Turkey carpets and cigare.

"You've been looking up ancient
history ?" I charged him. "We always
do when we corne ta a new volume.
Well, there are some good chapters in
ilolume 1. of John Forrington."

Irecounted the steps in bis career,
wiha friend's enthusiasm, ttili I came

toterung of knighthood. Theni h

chin an his hand. I had often thought
what a fine face lie had. A man's life
writes* on bis features. Clever and
strang, and dlean-living and kindly; that
was wbat one read on the face of Johni
Forrington.

"They aren't the tbings that count,"5
hie stated. -Yau lave the honors ho-
hind. A few withered rose leaves go in
the coffin.'

"Ah!" I said. "Sa it's rose leaves,
aid chiap."

"Na," hie said slowly. "It'. a hairpin.
I did you an injustice. I thought

you'd laugli."
And thon I laughod.
"If you asked me what countod moat,"

I told him, "I'd say a handkerchiof1
spotted with rod. I bound someon's
fingor when she eut it once....
That augbt ta encourage you!"

I làughod again, and sa did le. Yau
get into a way of laughing when you
lhave an ache ta bide.1

"It's in that drawer," lie mntioned.
"If anything happens ta me, you'll know
what ta do with it."

'-Yes," I said.
We were sulent for a long time. Then

lie toid nie this storm.

I met ber ton yoars ago et Gibraltar.
It was on anc of the trips that heipod
me a step up the ladder. Sho was only
eigbteon; flot much more than a child.
I didn't tbink she was anything more.
That was. my mistake. I was caroful l
enougli with women. A married man
soparated from bis wife-weil, you know
about that.

You ean undorstand that I didn't wanti
ta talk about my domestie life. I for-i
give ber for ail but one thing. Well, I
try ta forgive that now she's gano. She,
made me a worse man than I might have
been. Ahi! but I know! . . I didn't
sec why it mattered ta other people that1
1 was'married, unless I1 anted ta be
friends Nvitlî a w'oman. Then I said justu
cîtougli to let lier infer that I1uvas. Itt
didn't seem neeessary to take precau-1
tions witli a chilci.

The %Nav 1 carne to knouw-her wvas this.i
We uere' ,tayinîg at the Bristol, and int
the eveîîings they used ta sit in' thec
strip of gardon across the road, against
the cathiedral. 1 mean the littie girl
andl lier mother and eider sister. The 'V
uere sittiling itere that evoning, and 1I
,was in tiie smoking-room with Young
Reeve.- Y Jou knaw Reevos. He wasI

with me as a sort of secretary.-assistant.
LHe was a good boy, and ýkeen on his
. vork; but prettty girls distractod hlm.
1That's what they're for!

The distraction at the moment was the
ieider aiter. Ifo kept fldgeting, hear-

ing her voie through the open window
as we drank our coffee; and I saw that
my instructions were going ini at one ear
and out of the other.

I was explaining to him about taking
some levels iu the morLning. Gili. is al.
ups and downs.

"Weii, Charlie," I said at lest, "'ve
wasted a lot of goaê breath on you."

Ho muttered an apoiogy, and grin-
med.

"It's oonfouuded hard linos when yau
don't kuow people," ho remarked.

'Ut'@ coufounded stupidity if you want
ta know them 4p«.don't," I retorted.

"Oh .wil " e ruggfed bie shoul-
dors. "0f cusyu find a chance,
sooner or later, if you look out. I'm
going ta. But I'd like ta taik ta them
now.',

1 was just gaing ta load my pipe,
and an ideas.truck me; and I laughed
aloud. I'd been pretty bard bit; but I
was younger, thon, and I couid raise a
reé.1lalugh.

"Came along, young innocent!" I aid.
«We will go and talk ta tbem forth.
:with?"

"«You woôn't offend tbem 7" ho eg-
ged; "but of course you wo't."1

"«Not a btt," I promised. "If they
want ta talk ta us--women generally
do waut ta taik ta mon, that'a what you
boys forget-it will b. ail right. If tbey
don't they won't anybow. 'Faintbheart,'
you know, Chanlie."

We waiked out and sat down near
them. I furnbled about with my pipe.
Thon I turned ta the mothor. I could
500 that ah. was a cheerful, aid saul, aud
I guessed that she'd se. thraugh my
dadge, and wouid't mind.

'Excuse me," I said, "but could you
by any chance lend me a hairpin 'ta
dlean my pipe?7"

She loakoti at ber daughters, and ail
tbree laugbed. Their iaughter had the
rosi ring.

"'My littie girl could," she aniswered.
"'She is always lasing tbem, so she car-
ries s stock la ber pooket.

Thoy laugboïd again. The little glrl's
hairpins were evidently a standing jest
with tbem. She flusbed a little, and
looked at me.

"Tbey aren't in my poeket," she ex.
plained-wbat a pretty soft vaice she
liad! -"I keep them in my bair--tbe
spare ones. T at is why tbey tease me.
But I will fetch you a new one."

She rose quickly, but I jumpod up and
barred the way ta the gate.

"As if I would lot you run up threv
ifiglits of stairs for me!" I protosted.
11I arn sure that you alwas run."

"Yes!" She laugbed gaiiy. "I don't
mimd."y

"But I do. Bouides, I should like one
out of your-pocket !-rnuch the ist."

"0f course ho wouldn't, dear," ber
mother abserved.

"0f course ho would 1" sid ber sister.
She was s very attractive girl, and evi-1
dently used ta badinage.

The young girl looked round at 'us
with ber oye. isparklilg, sud stili flush-
ing s little.

-Naw wbich arn I ta believe 7" site
asked.

"Me!" cried ail the rest.
I beld out my hand. She took out a

hairpin sud gave ilta me.
"It's neariy uew," eshe tlId me, with

a littie arnused amile. If I were ta try
ta describe ber look in a word, il would
be juil that-amused.

"And yau needn't dlean your pipe with
it, if il doesn't want eleaning," ber sis-
ten remarked daringly. "Daring" le the
one word for ber.

We ail laughed a littho guiltily.
"o"I admitted. "I needn't. Il is

-a way of eating sait together." 1
looked at ber mother, and she nodded.

-I arn an aid travellor." she said, "and
I have eatea sait wlth many people.
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Anotlier Says :
"I want to aay that the 84o -

,net R eceived a few day.'
ago is enirey satisfactoay Mi
every way, and the. croit admit-
ably engrved."

Readeri1 where ame you bayig
your Jewelery, youi' Silverml
your Giftû

Here is aMail Order oMn*M-
tion of expenience,- bebind w 'bich
is a firm cf national. reputeth
can serve you by mail j"s as
satisfactorily as if you putchaed
over the counter.

The thing for you te do is te
write a letter, stating your meq4Wh
ments.'

lie neit Mai 4 bi a yu a
wealth* of sugges*tffi>o.,.that -wiil
save you money.

Iliu yuu uy il,,

Henry Birkt&
JEWVELLERS LT D.

Cor. Portage ive. and Smlth St.
WINNIPEG. MAN.
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The Things That Count.
By Owen Oliver.»


