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Frank ran forward. It was his mo-
ther hurrying down the drive. “What
is it?” he said.

“Oh, Frank!” she cried. *Oh, my
dear boy! Those dreadful horses!”

“What's the mattar? The new
horses?”

“Yes. We went up Upton Lane be-
cause I wanted to inquire abcat Bar-
ker's wife—by the railway cutting,
you know. She likes to see one, if it's
onty for a minute—at least she did
like, poor thing!”

Frank stamped impatiently. “
Barker’s wife!” he said. “ls anybody
hurt? Is anybody dead?”

“She’'s dead—she died yesterday—

nobody else.”
“Oh, go on! g2 c¢n! What kappen-
ed?
“Why, I went in just to speak to
poor Barker—" RBarker’s final des-
tiny was so nearly set:ed that Mrs.
Leicester gasped and hurried on—
“and the exvnra2ss rushod by—at least,
I think.it was the express—they
shouldn’t make (hem scream SO,
Frank; it isn’t whistling, it’s a down-
right scream—and tho horses bolted
down the lane to t212 left, and he
coyldn’t hold them i

“The lane te the gravel-pitt”
Frank, in a horror-struck veice.

“Yes! And Tiny and Mr. South!
But they dashed aganst a bit of wall
at the turning, and were thrown out.”

“Are they hurt-anuch?”

“No, nobody hurt, only shaken. But
ch, Frank!”

“The horses?”
relieved,

“Nothing much. Robhinson says it's
quite wonderful. There’s no harm
done.”

“What then?” Frank grasped Qis
mother's arm. “There’s something
more. Tiny is hurt—I know she is!
Why don't you say so?” -

“No, she isn’t; she isn't, indeed, nor
Mr. South either.”

*Well?”

“They are not hurt,” said Mrs. Lei-
cester, desperately, “but they're en-
gaged to be married!”

“No, indeed; I was 1n the cottage
when the train came. O, it's quite
true; Frank. You know I really
couldn’t help it. Are you angry?”

“Angry?” he repeated; ‘“why should
1 be a=gry? I'm dreaming, I think. It
isn't a joxe?” he said, suddcaly, with
a threatening frown.

“Ob; no, no. Is it wrong, do you
think? What could I do?”

“Tiny and South!” said Frank.
“Tiny! Well, if she likes him! i
don't see why it should be wrong,” he
went on, bewildered, yet beginming te
perceive how in some ways 't might
b2 marvelously right. *That's for 2°r
own people to decide. 2 th:y -aven't
any obyection. But Tiny and South!”

sald

said Frank, greatly

“You are not angry, then? You
den't mind?”
‘Po; why should 1? If Tiny is

La’ py, it's all right. Dut I don’t seem
able tc believe it yet.’

*\Well, here is Mr. Soath,” said Mrs.
Leie.ster, more che=rfatly. “Perhaps
you'll believe him.”

Frank looked up, and saw South
coming across the grass. He was
pale, but there was a peculiar bright-
ness about his face. His eyes were
shiuing; hc smiled a little defiantly.
Surprise is not the ecasiest thing 1n
the world to encounter, especially if
one is a little surprised at oue’s self.
Gilbert had only just found himself
out. Before Frank could take a step
to meet him, Mrs. Austin, whu had
come up during the explanation, went
forward swifltly and held cut her
hand. 3

“Gilbert, is this true?” she said. 1
may congratulate yvou not oniy on
your fortunate escape, but on your
engagement, too?"”

(Mrs. Leicester in
arched her eyebrows and iooked at
Frank. *I had forgotten her!” she
whispered).

South ceased to smile, but he met
her questioning eyes hcnestly enough.
“Yes," he said, slowly, “it's quite
true.” He looked at her as if he would
have said more.

“Then I wish you all happiness—I(
wish it with all my- heart,” she re-
plied. There was no tremor in her
soft, clear, voice. *I think our old
friendship pives me the right to be
one of the figgt to congratulate yon.”

“Thank you,™ Gilbert replied, con-
fusedly. He still held her hand, and
looked anxiously at her as i1 he feared
some hidden meaning in her words.
“Mildred!” he said, and there was a

Get the “Peaches”
that are coming to you in the
peach season—but be sure
to eat them on Shredded
Wheat Biscuit with cream,
a ccombination that ensures
good digestion, health and
strength for the day’s work.
Cut out meat and kitchen
worry and serve this ready-
cooked, whole wheat food
with the choicest fruit tha%
grows—a dish for the up-
and-coming man who wishes
to kecep at top-notch
efficiency for werk or play.
Serve it for breakfast or
any meal with milk cr cream,
with sliced peaches or other
fruits.
* Made in Canada
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world of pleading in his tone, “tell
me——" he stopped short. What was
he going to say?

“Belleve me,” she said, and he felt
her fingers tighten on his in, a kindly
clasp as.she spoks, “I have always
wished your happiness—always. And
I am glad to think that you have
fcund it.” And with that she nodded
a smiling little farewell, and walked
toward the house.

Gilbert gazed after her with a throb
of regretful pain. He had known that
iL was impossible to go back to the
cld days; Mildred hed taught bim
tlhat. And yet, as he looked avar his
shoulder at the retreating figure, he
kad a strange fancy that it was the
very past itself, the past which he had
80 long worshipped and from which
he had so suddenly awakened, which
was at that moment !eaving him for-
ever, a stately shape passing silently
away, and never looking back. He
would not have recalled her, since he
could not recall the Mildred who be-
lieved in him and looked at him with
Lappy hope in her eyes. It was Tiny
who beliecved in him now. Mildred
Fad no-need of him. Tiny had called
him “Gilbert!” in their peril that
afternoon, and his heart had answered
the innocently appealing cry, the name
by which she had never calied him,
uttered as her one word then. Tiny
had no need to grudge his old love
that one backward zlance. It was all
cver in a moment, and Gilbert drew
a long breath, and went forward to
receive Frank's congratulations.

They . were rathér briefly and
bluntly given. Frank was eager to
be gone; the picture which for Gilbert
rersonified a softly sentimental re-
gret was for him a vision of hope,
which beckoned him to follow. He
uttered gsuch good wishes as came
readily to his lips, and were suitable
to anybody who was going to be mar-
ried. He realized the accident by the
gravel pit more clearly than the en-
gegement, but he was too impatient
end preoecupied to talk much even
about that. " “It's a mercy you weren't
killed!” he sald, shortly. 3

“Well, I suppos2 it was a narrow

P

escape,” Gilbert answered, with a
smile,
“A narrow escape—yes, I should

think so! It coulawu’t very well have
been much narrower, as far as I can
see. However, a miss is as good as
a mile, I suppose.”

“So they say,” Gilbert replied; “but
for my own part, ! should prefer the
mile next time. ‘And so would your
cousin, I fancy.”

“Ah, Tiny knew what you were
ceming to!  It's no wonder if she was
scared, poor child!” said Frani.
“There isn’t a nastier place about
bere. By the way, I haven’t seen Tiny
yet.,” And he brushad past Gilbert and
departed, as if to congratulats> Tiny
werc the one object of life.

He went by the stable-yard, where
he  speedily ascertained that the
amount of damage done was so ab-
surdly small that there was nothing
serious about the whole business, ex-
cept what might have been. IHe cut
Rolinson’s explanations short, and
luirried to the house, where, as luck
wcvld have it, he met Tiny in the hall.
She looked a little like Gilbert South,
pale with agitation, and yet radiant.
Her great brown cyes wera shining,
ana her lips quivered with excitement.
which might end either in sobs or
smiles. “Oh, FFrank!” she exclaimed;
and she, too, looked up anxiously to
see how the young ms<ler reccived
the news.

“Well,” he said, taking her hands in
his; “this is a pretty afternoon’s
work! What will your people at home
say, do you suppose?”

“Oh, my people at home They'll say
wkat I say,” Tiny answered, with a
trurhuloug laugh. “I shall make them.”
“And what do you say?”

“Oh, Frank, isn't it strange? I'm
82 glad, but I want you to say you
are glad too. Irank, vou do lik2 him
row, don't you? You are not vexed?”

“No, I'm not vexed, if you are
happy. Oh, I like him well enougn.
But I think you ought to have had
somebody younger,” he said, doubt-
fuily.

*Oh, no, Frank,” Tiny replied, with
great decision, “It dcesn’t matter the
least Dbit when it's the man. Tf it
were the woman now, it would matter;
Lut not when it's the man.”

“*Well, you know best.” And Fraak
released, one of her hands. *“I'm sure
I wish you all hapriness. It comes
rather suddenly,” he said, with a
laugh.

“So it did to me,” Tiny replied; “ard
I'my not sure he would have told every-
body directly, but we were ‘n the
Jarkers' garden; wa couldn't go in,
because poor Mrs. Barker is d2ad, you
know, and we were walting until thev
got something to brirg us home——"
“Oh, that's where it was settled?”
“Yes,” Tiny answered, with a. con-
scious little laugh. *“No; I think it
was settled as we tumbled out, but
tl:at was wher2 he said it proncriy.
Ana your mother came rounil the
corner upon us—-—""

" said Frank.
v such a lot of south-
Tiny went on, as the
color rushcd to her cheeks. “He lean-
ed against ths paiin d there wasa
h of it. He smelled like a
noscgay as we wcere
but he 's he shall al-
ways like it now.”
The sight of Tiny alive, laughing
and talking nonsensa with quivering
lins, sudden!y brought the thought of

her 1 vividly before Frank. “Oh
Tiny! he said, “you might have been
killed!”

“Don’t,” she said: “I saw it all—

Lame Back srrnnmnd
Stiffness Taken Right Out

WAS RELIEVED IN AN HOUR
AND CURED OVERNIGHT.

A lame back? Quite unnecessary.
All you have to do is to rub on Nervi-
line, It is simply a wonder for back-
ache—relieves after one rubbing. Noth-
ing possibly could care an aching back
faster than Nerviline,” writes Mrs.
Arthur Kobar, of Lower Chelsea, N. 8.
“I caught cold and was so prostrated

We always have Nerviline at home,
and I had the painful region rubbed
thoroughly with this grand liniment.
At once the pain departed. The lame-
ness was rapidly reduced, and in an
hour I was able to be about my house-
work. I was rubbed again just before
retiring, and awoke as usual in the
morning without a sign of my back
trouble.”

There is no sort of muscular pain
that Nerviline “won't cure quickly.
Thousands swear by it for rheumatism,
neuralgia, sciatica and lumbego. It
sinks to the core of the pain—right
through muscle, tissue and nerve—it
penetrates where no olly, greasy .ini-
ment can go, and {nvariably cures
quickly. If you have an ache or a pain
anywhere—use Nerviline—it will cure
you. Family size bottle, very ‘arge,
50c; trial size, 25c, at all dealers.

first time I staid here..I saw it all, as
if there were a terrible light in it, and
1 said to myself, ‘I shall dle there!’
Amg then I called to Gilbert, and I re-
member his face for one moment, and
we got to the turning, and before w
could jump out it was all over; and
there we were, picking ourselves up
and none the worse!"

“Thank God!” said Frank.

“Only so dusty; and somehow I fel
very small when I found it had al
ended in nothing at all.”

Frank laughed “Never mind; it wa
better than being a smashed heroine.

“And it has ended in something, onl
a different sort of thing hasn’t it?
said Tiny., “Where {8 everybody
Frank? In the drawing-room?”

“Everybody?” No; I left him witl
my mother on the lawn.”

Tiny made a face at him. “Oh, by
the way, I know Mrs. Austin isn’t
there. I met her a minute ago on the
stairs, and she kissed me and con-
gratulated me. I say, who told her?”

“She heard my mother telling me, J
believe.”

“Oh, I wondered if Gilbert had. Da
you suppose she minds much?”

“I don’t believe she minds at all,”
said Frank. *“Why should she? She
told him she was very glad.”

“I believe she does mind, though,”
Tiny nodded. “She was very fond of
talking about old times.”

“Rubbish!” Frank exclaimed; “you
are as bad as my mother!” and he
walked off, leaving Tiny happily con-
vinced that it was impossible Mrs.
Austin should not envy her the posses-
sion of Gilbert's love.

“Now or never!” he said to him-
self, as he went slowly up the stairs.
His life hung in the balance, his heart
was beating fast, and every throb
brought him nearer the decisive mo-
ment., He turned into a little room
where Mrs. Leicester and Tiny some¢
times sat. He would lie in wait fom
Mrs. Austin there; she must pass the
door as she went down,

Frank leaned against the window,
looking at the dim undulations of the
landscape, and vaguely recognizing
familiar points. It was ' strange to
stand in that little reom which he had
known all his life; he could remem-
ber learning his lessons there at his
mother’'s knee, waiting for his fate to
come to him. At any moment it might
come, with a quiet step, and the soft
sweeping ot her dress in the passage.
Before a dozen mor¢ or those strong
heart-throbs were over, her eyes might
be meeting his. She would look him
in the face, he knew, but what
would she say to him? Frank had
never thought less of himself than he
did at that moment, and yet beneath
all his anxiety .he had an unreasoning
faith in his good-luck. Fortune had
always been kind to him; people had
always done what he wanted them to
do. Yes, but Mrs. Austin was differ-
ent. He dared not hope, and yet the
mere thought that success was possible
flushed him like a draught of wine.
Then she would not be Mrs. Austin,
but—Mildred; he would not have to
count the days and nights as steps to-
ward parting, they would all be his,
other people would come and go, but
she would stay. When she saia
“home” she would mean Culverdale.
On that last thought he dwelt with
exquisite delight, as if he could hear
her uttering the word. It was the
wildést dream, yet in a few minutes
that dream might be his actual life;
that was the wonder of it. And was
not fortune smiling on him alrcady?
He had been afraid of Gilbert South,
he had had misgivings about Tiny's
troubled eyes, and now just at the
right moment all his doubts and fears
had vanished away, he was free to go
to -his love, and she was free to come
to him. There could be no shadow of
reproach or regret between them.

He heard her footfall in the pas-
sage; he called “Mrs. Austin!” it
paused, and she apneared on the thres-
hold of the open dccr.

He had been exvecting and watch-
ing for her, and yet when she came in
answer to his call, he felt as if he

with pain that I could not bend over:s|

were taken by surprise, and had not
a word to say. She stood in the door-
day, waiting for him to speak,
and on her delicate lips was that faint
smile which seemed to Frank to be the
sum of all the poetry in the world.
“What is it?” she sald. “Did you
want me?”

“Don’t go down for a few minutes,”
he entreated. “I have something to
say to you?”

She looked unsuspectingly at him.
“Some other time,” she said; “I really
must go to your mother.”

“My mother? Oh, she will wait a
few minutes for me!” And, before
she could speak another word, Frank,
with eager eyes and stammering
speech, was 'telling the story of his
love. Even as he looked at her pale,
startled face, before she had opened
her lips €6 answer him, he knew that
he had failed. And yet failure, now
that it had actually come, seemed 80
incredible that Frank tried to avert
it, by repeating what hé had already
said, as if every second which eiapsed
before she spoke was something gain-
ed. But all at once he stopped short,
with. a sense of the utter uselessness
of any words. G

“Qh, I am sorry!” sald Mrs. Austin,
meeting his eyes with a simple, ten-
der sorrow in hers. She migkt have
looked something the same if she had
inadvertently hurt some dumb crea-
ture in the Culverdale woods.

“Don’t!” said Frank.

“] never dreamed of this—never!
I’'m more sorry than words can say if
anything I have said or done——"

“No!” Frank exclaimed. “You have
done nothing wrong. If I'm a iool, T
don’t know that it’s my fault, but 1'm
sure it i{sn’t yours.”

She could not help smiling. so gen-
tle a smile that it could nat wound
him. “You must not think of this.”
she said. “It can’t be. For one thing,
you must remember tha: ycu are a
young man, and 1 am an old woman.
You will choose bett:r one of these
days—you have vour litc before you.”
She added, after a moment, “Mine is
behind me—at least the best of it.”

“Don’t talk like that!” saia Frank.
“What do a few years matter one way
or the other? I would be older if 1
could, of course.” (He could wish to
be changed, but he could desire no
change in her.; “But 1 shall grow
older,” he sald, trying to laugzh.

She shook her head. ‘And go
shall 1!

“Ii that is all,” he axclaim3d, botly,
“it would be cruel—"

“But it isn’t all. Believe me, Mr.
Leicester, what you ask is impossi-
cle.”

“} know I'm not godd ecnough; but
jsn’* there anything I could do? If 1
tried to get inid> Llarilvmens, shouid
yeu like me to do that?” said Frank,
cGesperately. Jis  hurricd thought
£avght any possibie advancement that
n+if ht make him mor2 worthy in her
eyves “I'm not clever, of course, hut
surely a man must be goad for some
thing if he tries with all his heart.
Tell me what vou would like m® to
do, and I'll do it!”

He stood opposite her; his face was
pale and keen with excitement; he
looked so roused, so manly, so earn-
est, that for one moment the thougat
crossed Mrs. Austin’s mind that, if
fato nad but sent Frank instead of
Gilbert into that earlier life of which
she had spoken, he might have be-

me such a hero as she had dreamed.

ut it was only a passing -thought.
Something told her that Frank, as he
spoke, touched the highest point of
which he was capable. "It might be
that he, too, felt that at this moment
the flood of passion and resolution
reached its limit; but he believed that
the wave, if not repulsed, would have
force cnough to carry him onward
through the lower waters of his later
life.

“I think you are good for a gheat
deal,” he said; “but that isn’t the
question. You must believe me when
I tell you that I am very sorry, but
what you ask me can’t be.”

“You are quite sure? There is no
chance for me?”

She paused for a moment, looking
at him. Then, as if it pained her to
speak that last word, she answered
with a little negative movement of her
head,

The cager expression died out of his
eyes, and his face relaxed. “Very
well,” he said. “Then I suppose
there’s nothing to do but say good-
bye.” He seemed to be making an ef-
fort to master himself, and Mrs. Aus-
tin looked aside at the window and
walted till he should speak again.

“See here,” he sald, after a brief si-
lence, “I shall tell my mother I have
to go up to town on business this
evening, but that I'm coming down
to-morrow morning. 1 shall get away
80, without any fuss, and to-morrow
I shall telegraph that I'm detained,
and I sha’'n’t come back for a day or
two.”

“Yes, I understand,” she answered.
“This is gocd-bye. And when we meet
again, I hope——"

Frark had taken up a pencil which
happened to be lying on the table,
dropped it, and stooped to find it on
the floor. He rose with a slight flush
on his cheek. *People don’t always
meet,” he said. “Sometimes it's years
first. Perhaps we never shall meet
again.”

“Perhaps not. ‘That is possible, of
course.” Mrs. Austin was a liitle puz-
zled by his manner,

. THE END.

Odds and Ends of Silk.
Yook through your bag or box con-
taining odds and ends of embroidery
sllks and let them prove useful in or
namenting guest towels and other
things. It is well to have.a 1ew litue
towels on hand, not only for home use,
but to be showered on girls whose en-
gagements have been announced. The
most attractive towels can be niade by
embroidering across their eunds little
French .knots made from the various

flowers. These can be filied in with
corded silks. The result is really very
satiafactory.
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"The man wWho buys his friends must
guard against the fluctuations of the
market,

There are two bores in society—

the gravel-pit, you kpow, just as we

went into it one day; do you remem-
ber? Ever so long ago, a'most the

the woman who knows too much and
the woman who knows too little,

T

Pure cane. “FINE”
granulation. High
sweetening power.
Order by name in
original packages.

2 and 5-1b Cartons § \
10 and 20-1b Bags

for fruit jars.
if you will cut a red ball
? trade-mark from a Lantic
4 bag or carton and send it to
Atlantic Sugar Refinerles, Ltd.
Power Bldg., Montreal og

MYSTERY OF THE MOLE.

for the Midday Sun.

There is a great mys:ery about the
moels. They live in the dark under-
ground, but yet they are sun worship-
pers. Just at the hour of noon, when
the sun is at its highest point in the
sky, the mole often comes to the sur-
face. It is a habit of the race,a kind
of religious obscrvance, one might
think.

Seldom does a mole willingly make
its uppearance in the upper world at
any other time of the day, but at that
moment they come of their own ac-
cord. This fact, which has been ob-
served again and again, has never
been explained by naturalists.

But, remembering the common Lelief
that a mole is blind, you may ask:
“How can it see the sun?” The myth
of the blindness of moles has been
brushed away. Some species perhaps
cannot see, but most of them can.
Their eyes are very small and hidden
in the fine hair, but they serve as
organs of vision.

Still, they can have very little use
for them underground. Any leakings
of daylight that may penetrate there
nwust be extremely faint, and if their
eyes were meant to enable them to see
with so little illumination they ought
ty be large and free from obstruction,
whereas they are minute and thatched
with hair. But such eyes may be par-
ticularly well suited for an occasicnal
look at the blindingz sun.

——t—————

SAVE THE CHILDREN

Mothers who keep a box of Baby's
Own Tablets in the house may feel
that the lives of their little ones are
reasonably safe during the hot weath-
er. Stomach troubles, cholera infan-
tum and diarrhoea carry off thous-
ands of little ones every summer, in
most cases because the mother does
not have a safe medicine.at hand to
give promptly. Baby’s Own Tablets
cure these troubles cr if given occas-
ionally in the well child will prevent
their cwring on. The tablets are
guaranteed by a government analyst
to be absolutely harmyless even to the
new-born babe. They are especially
good in summer because they ragulate
the bowels and keep the stomach
sweet and pure. They are sold by
medicine dealers or by mail at 25
cents a box from The Dr. Williams
Medicine Co., Breekville, Ont.

———e—

STORE OR STAGE?

A Word to Ambitions Young
People Seeking a Future.

There is just as much demand
among store owners and managers

for hizh-class salesmen, buyers and
managers as there is among the
theatricgl and movie producers for

actors. Merchants want to employ
ambitious voung men and women
who can raise themselves above the
ranks of the ordinary. The work: is
no harder, hours no longer ond pay
quite as good in the- storek for help
of all classes as it is in film or stage
productions.

The “stars” in business are justas
well pald as are those whose names
grace the billhoard. Where there is
cne film favorite who is paid $1,000
a month there are"half a dozen mer-
cantile managers who récelve as
much or more. There are hundreds
who receive $200. a month to whers
there are five movie actors who re-
ceive the same. And there are ten
dollar a werk places among the mem-
bers of tho mob scenes, as there are
ten dollar a week jobs among the
“mobs” in the stores. Once a year or
£0 some one graduates from the
chorus or the “supes” to a place as
antunderstudy or star, while in busli-
ness many are preormwoted from the
ranks to ncsitens of trust aind good
calarfes.

There are better oprortunities for
ambitious people in mercantile fields
than as aetors. The demand is many
times greater. Owners are alwavs on
the watch for some one who will jus-
tify a promotion. But p»sitions can-
not be had without effort. They must
be won by hard work, study and an
overwhelming desire to-z2t ahead. At
all everts we sayv, Stick to the store.
—TFarm Machinery.

PILES CURED AT KOME BY
NEV/ AESORPTION METHOD

If you suifer from bleeding, itching,
blind or protruding Piles, ceud me
vour address, and I will tell you how
to cure yourself at home by the new
absorption treatment; and will also
send some of this home treatment
free for trial, with references from
vour own locality, if reaquested. Im-
mediate relief and permanent cure as-
sured. Send no money, but tell oth-
ers of this offer. Write to-day to

Mrs. M. Summers, Box P. 8, Windsor,
Ont.

He Lives in the Dark, Yet Yearns

TOMMY'S SLANG.
Some of the Phrases Which Are
Current at the Front.

The following are some of the
slang words used by the men of the
Britisn army on aciive service given
by Thomas O'Toole, in his book. “A
Way They Have in the Army.”:

Atcha.—All right.

Badg-y.—An enlisted boy.

Baggies.—“Tommy’s” name for
sallors in the navy—obviously a re-
ference to the sailor’s wide trousers.

Blighty.—Home.

Bobtack—Powder mixed into a
paste to clean buttons and brass-
work on equipment.

Bobygee.—A soldier cook. In India
a native one.

Bundook.—A rifle.

Bun-Wallah.—A soldler who drinks
nothing stronger than tea, and is, in
consequence, supposed to eat voraci-
ously of buns.

Chips.—The ‘“‘Tommy’s” pet desig-
nation for the regimental pioneer
sergeant, who is usually by trade a
carpenter.

Chuckling a Dummy.—When a man
faints on parade he is said to
have “chucked a dummy.” The term
is also applied to men who report {ll
without reasonable cause.

Dog's Leg.—The first stripe a man
receives on promotion.

Doolally Tap.—When a soldier be-
comes mentally unbalanced ne is said
to have received the ‘“Doolally tap.”

Gravel Crushers.—Infantry soldiers.

Muckin.—Bitter.

Quarter Bloke.—The irreverent way
in which the officer holding the rank
of quartermaster is referred to.

Rookey.—A recruit.

Root-y—Bread.

Scrounger.—A man with plenty of
resource in obtaining that which ke
wants.

Slingers.—A meal
tea.

Square-Pushing.—Courting.

Souare-Bit.—A best girl.

Stir—Imprisonment in a military
detention ' barracks.

Swinging the Lead.—This is the
equivalent of the civillan expression,
“Telling the tale.”

Tin Opener.—This {&# “Tommy’s”
lizht-hearted name for his bayonet.

Vamping.—Eating heartily.

Yob.—One who is easily fooled.

of bread and

“Dost Thou Love
Pictures” ?
--Taming of the Shrew

In addition to our largs gtock of
#ntique  Furniture, China and
Glassware, we have a very choice
collection of patgtings of more
than ordinary merit, which we are
always pleased to show to lovers
of art. When in Hamilton you will
enjoy spending some of your time
looking ' over our coliection of
Bric-a-Brac, Paintings and Antique
Furniture.

Robert Junor
62 King St. East, Hamilton, On:.

The House for Gifts.

HUNGRY ALL THE TIME.

In Other..Ways, Too, the Earth-
worm is a Curious Feature.

Midnight is the favorite play hour
for eartuworms. To catch a glimpse of
them in the daytime you'll have to dig
in the earth. which is their home, or .
watch for them after a heavy rain, _
when they can be found on top of the -
ground. But go out any warm night
with a lantern, lie close to the ground
on a lawn or terrace, and you'll prob-
ably see them in abundance.

Probably you've regarded -the earth-
worm merely as a good fish bait and
have never taken the trouble to learn
his habits. When he'’s prowling around
at night he's usually enjoying a feast
on decaying leaves, grasses or animal
matter. Before daylight he's back in
the ground, burrowing his way in
search of more food. His alimentary
canal extends from one tip of his body
to the other, so it's little wonder he's
always hungry.

He has neither ears nor eyes, yet
he’s sensttive to light, and he knows
when hight comes just as other crea-
tures with eyes. Another interesting
fact is his method of laying eggs. He
grows a band around his body like a
belt, in which he deposits the eggs.
Then he gradually works his way
through this belt until he slips it off,
when it closes up and forms a capsule
to protect the eggs until they are
hateched.

Vegetable growers sometimes regard
the earthworm as a nuisance. They
should be thankful, however, that
those of North America are not so
large as those in South Afriea,

where there are earthworms four and
five feet long, and as thick as a man's
finger,




