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Best Nerve Specialist
in England Was Consulted

Nervous disorders frequently result from injury to the nerves in aecci-
dents or because of the shock to the system. :
. o . . i

The writer of this letter was corralling a bunch of colts when his horse
fell over a barbed-wire fence, and he was carried to the Royal Inland Hos-
pital, Kamloops, B.C., in an unconscious condition, remaining in this state
for three weeks.

Not being able to obtain restoration of the internal nerves which con-
trol the action of the digestive and other vital organs, he travelled to
Europe and consulted England’s greatest nerve specialist, Sir Vietor Hors-
ley. Relief was only temporary, in spite of many treatments used.

His letter gives the facts briefly, and tells how he was finally cured by
using Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food. Can you imagine any more severe test of
this great nerve restorative ?

Mr. Henry F. Venn, Cefu Ranch, Malakwa, B.C., writes: “Dr.
Chase’s Nerve Food has restored my nervous system and given me new
health. Having met with a severe accident seven years ago, from which
I was unconscious, and which left my nerves in a very sore plight, I was
treated by doctors galore, and consulted one of the greatest nerve spe-
cialists in England, but nothing seemed to do me much good. Hypo-
phosphites and, in fact, all and every kind of nerve mixture in almost
every form was used, but never with more than temporary benefit.

“But Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food has acted very differently, for it"has
built up my nervous system until I feel like my old self again. If this
medicine will do for others what it has done for me I shall not regret
having written this letter, I have recommended the Nerve Food person-
ally to many, and shall always esteem its great restorative value.”

50 cents a box, all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Litd., Toronto.

Do not be talked into accepting a substitute. Imitations disappoint.
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DR.AW.CHASES
'NERVE FOOD

F you desire to go to college or to take any special educational course and 7
DO YOU Want to I ancial assistance, we will help you by providing you with the necessary fu};%us. nesgrﬁgaﬁs
Go to College

about the course you desire and the college or school you have in mi d. i
9 you full particulars about the scholarship we will give you. " o nlisn
Next Fa" . Address: Scholarship Department, Everywoman’s World, Toronto, Ont.
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If You Can Tell it from—
a Diamond-JSenditpack ¢

You are invited to wear one of these exquisite man-made gems for 5 full days at our
expense. We want you to put it to every diamond test that you ever heard about—heat
acid—the diamond file. Compare its brilliance with the brilliance of a mined diamond.
Notice how it is cut—by world-renowned diamond cutters. ' Test it in every way. Wear 7
it everywhere you go. Then after five days—if you are able to tell which is your Gophir and which is your diamond
—or if any of your friends have been able to tell the difference—send the Gophir back to us. The trial does not cost
you a penny. If you decide to buy the Gophir, pay only the rock bottom price at the rate of a few cents a day. Our
new jewelry book (sent free) tells all about our generous terms. Send the coupon for the free book to-day.

Set Only in Solid 14k. Gold Pay As You Wish

Gophir Gems are mounted only in solid 14 kt. gold. To hold Do not decide to buy a genuine Gophir Gem
these splendid jewels we have secured the latest and newest ideas until you have worn it for five full days. Then—
in gold settings. In our new catalogue you will see illustrated if you wish—you may pay for it at the rate of

rings by the score for both men and women—stick pins—studs— only a few cents a day. ’I:erms as lowas 4 1-3 a
ear screws—made of solid 14kt. gold. Write for our new cata- day—without interest. You don't pay for the .qhe GUSHLE 002t -
logue. It’s free—and it has a message for you. trial. No red tape. Your credit is good. : I:fm;lm s \’;né’e“s‘éj’%g,";;g‘;“'
entlemen: Send me, absolutel
Send the Coupon for Our New Catalog e e e, Kbgclately

Book and full particulars of your

Put your name and address in the coupon or on a letter or a post card and get our new jewelry book. It shows ! free trial, easy payment plan,

i rations of the newest gold mountings from which you have to choose. Too—it tells the inter_estings
2&'}353? l?ol\guétophir Gems are made—and why their brilliance is guaranteed to last for ever. You will be delighted : MO, o i S s eivad san s orsaans
with our new book. Witre for it to-day—now—itt it iis free and you will be under noc obligation. 7. 0. e
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(Continued from paeceding page)

a skeleton at the feast, a skeleton for every
feaster. It was as though each who supped had
a skeleton beneath the table, held firmly under-
foot, and Ned bad wantonly tried to drag one
above-board. Hope saw Society, in a glimpse.
Then she looked, openly, at Tony Yorke. There
was something so frank about his smiling eyes,
his fresh, tanned face and he looked good. She
breathed freely again. He met her gaze, and
telephoned her a quick message. The next?
She nodded.

They did not dance together. Instead,
moved by a common impulse toward solitude
a deux, they found an extraordinarily little
dusty stairway leading into the darkness of the
roof, at the upper end of the hall, and sat there
on Tony’s handkerchief, peering through the
half open door at the dancers, like an audience
of two looking on at the pageant of life, asking
no more than each other. It was draftily cool
there, but they did not feel it. Hope drew
the tail of ber lacy gown over her shoulders;
an unnecessary precaution. His mere presence
warmed her; his sleeve touching her bare ‘arm;
more, the light in his brown eyes when, speaking,
they bent their faces close in such a movement
as preludes a kiss. They bantered each other
alittle; she loved to see him laugh, because he
wrinkled his nose a triile and looked as though
everything were much funnier than one dared
to acknowledge openly. She was so immensely
lighthearted; and it seemed, absurdly, to have
something to do with the way his hair grew
off his temples; she loved his hair. No doubt
Delilah wept when she put the shears to Samson,
for every woman has a weakness for that thick,
springy hair which seems to denote youth and
vitality in a man. And she loved the laughter
in his eyes.

Ah, she loved the gay and gallant spirit she
read into him, of which these were the visible
signs. But he loved only the softness of her
mouth, the virginal delicacy of her low bosom,
where it sloped gently under the shadowy
lace, and her delicious, remote nearness. His
fine senses gauged her; he knew at once that
hers slept, or only stirred in sleep, while yet her
spirit reached invisible, fearless tendrils toward
him. He was not sensual; he was sensuous,
fatally open to either appeal. There was a brief
conflict in his mind, while past conclusions
battled with present conviction. For she was
not at all what he had thought her, but she might
yet be many things. How would the die fall?
That he meant to see.

HE dance was a romp. Mrs. Shane played,

for it was an extra. They could see her, face
averted carelessly from the keyboard, strong
supple hands commanding the keys with splen-
did precision. She, too, was watching the
dancers.

“Look,” said Tony softly. ~“That’s her hus-
band!” He went by his wife with Mrs. Dupont
on his arm. Her regal height dwarfed the little
man; his stout bow legs bore him gallantly,
moving with a deft precision that gave the final
touch of burlesque. In his wife’s eyes was a
complete, impersonal appreciation of every
detail of his appearance, a terrible and humour-
ous appraisal, and a sort of mild and perpetual
and, yes, wicked astonishment. He was her
husband! Her fingers were little devils, casting
nets for the enchanted feet of her auditors;
like the children of Hamelin, they leaped to her
playmg, without volition. Cora Shane was a
genius in her way, and her way was the playing
of popular music. So she played, and her hus-
band danced, a figure of fun to the world.
Tony laughed quietly. Tt amused him a great
deal. Such things did. Even while he was
most aware of Hope beside him. She was
watching, also.

“They’re funny, aren’t they?” she said-
Yet she did not see what he saw; to her they
were funny in an entirely different way, merely
as human beings. But he was comparing what
he saw with what he knew. She forgot them;
the figures on the floor became only a pretty
tapestry, of dark heads and fair, powdered
shouldex_'s, trailing satins, masses of clear black
and white. She and Tony were alone, ringed
about in a fairy circle. To have stayed like
that forever! Even a handclasp would have
been too much. Tt was strange, but he knew all
her_ mind. He made her tell him about herself,
a little. e even spoke of Edgerton, and of
Ned, and watched for her colour to change, but
it did not.

The figures on the floor wove and shifted. A
couple, nearing their hiding place, swung out o
the measured rhythm; the man stopped, handed
a recovered handkerchief to the girl, and
paused a moment, his face full to them. Hope
leaned forward, suddenly tense, her upper lip
lifted. “Who is that?” she asked very softly-

“Which? Oh — Jim Sanderson. = Know
him?” Tony turned to her, noting that her
cheeks had now the distress signal he had tried to
provoke earlier.

“No,” she said, still softly, with a definite
note that was like the closing of a door. “Do
your”

“Long time,” answered Tony. *He’s rather
a good scout.”

She did not answer, and he spoke of something
els‘e‘ and forgot, momentarily.

I've cut a dance,” said Hope presently-

. “Ned will be furious. And there’s a man look-

ing for me. T forget his name, but duty must
be done!”

“You w.ill give me one more, later,” he said,
not questioningly, and they rose, more than
ha‘l‘f rell_lctant. She turned her face up to him.

I like you,” he said, with the naivete
wherel_)y he won women.

“I like you, too,” said Hope, in a breathless-
whisper, and stooped through the little door. A
distracted looking youth came up and bore heroff-

The dance was  (Continued on next page)
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