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| Working:
i  Boots

A man cannot work.when

his shoes pinch— when a

e seam rubs against his toes
until 1t makes a corn—when a wrinkle
chafes his foot constantly. With the end
in view of getting away from these de-
30 common in many working boots

we have produced the Amherst. This

= bootis Blucher made, of soft grain leather,
- on the roomy, comfortable last shown
 above, with even seams. Entirely made
- of solid leather, it guarantees durability,

#tability and long: service—at' $3.00 a

“amore economical working boot cannot

“be'made. We deliver them to you pre-
. paid for $3.00 Send to-day.

‘ Geo H. Anderson & Co.,

Port Arthur, Ontario

301, Portage Ave., WINNIPEG

This cut shows coiffure dressed
with Coronation Curls and Pom-

padour.

The ease and quickness with
which the hair can be dressed
with Coronation Curls makes
them a favourite with the ladies.
«I'hey are light and cool, and are a
very dressy device.

Call or write for further particulars,

BOUEYS

The Manitoba Hair Goods Co.

f

Marvellous. Magical, Youth Restoring Pills,

back the vigor and vitality

'erful pills make thous-

i happy every day. If

of ever knowing again

1l vitg ) onco possessed re-
50 well, e« iespairing and get Dr.
vin Pills lay. Sent
repal I 60 cents
3 W e for large
in thedrug

and

{

erythin
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The First

and Last.

By Charles Garvice.

Allan Fordyce leaned back in his
chair and gazed at his canvas as he
slowly and absently wiped his brushes.
He was stopping, not bécause he was
tired, but because the light was wan-
ing; this was generally the only rea-
son why Allan stopped any day. The
man worked hard. Why, he himself
could not have told, seeing that he
was unmarried, cared nothing what-
ever for money, and was not pain-
fully ambitious. '

No doubt he had aims and ideas,
but he had never troubled to formu-
late them; and he worked because
work seemed the best thing there was
for a man who did not care for society
and was not particularly sociabie,

The waning light from the carefully
arranged windows showed a by-no-
means luxurious studio. There were
o Oriental rugs, mock tapestry,
Wardour Street armor, bronze lamps,

| “Splendaciously,” replied Merton,
throwing himself into one of the
chairs and placing his glossy hat on a
portion of the table which he first care-
fully dusted. “Had no end of a good
time, I wish you'd been with me.
Seriously, old chap, you ought to take
a holiday; you are looking a little
peaky about the gills.”

“I'm all right,” said Fordyce shortly.

Probably he would have resented
the speech from any other of his ac-
quaintances. But he liked this boy—
had got a berth for him, and had been
of service to him in other ways; and’
the boy, strange to say, was grateful,
and had grown attached to the silent
man who had no other friend, appear-
ed to require no amusement, and lived
only for work.

“Got any engagement for to-night?’
asked Merton, as he helped himself
to a cigarette from a box on the table.

* What is that?” he asked, hoarsely, looking at the mark on her face, "

cr statuettes in satin-lined
There was an old carpet on the floor,
some rough sketches on the wall, a
coffee-making apparatus on a plain
and rather rickety table, a few easy
but comfortable chairs, and some well-
worn artistic necessaries in the way
of lay-figures, easels, and posing
tables.

Fordyce himself was as workman-
like in appearance as his room. There
was nothing ornate about him, though
no woman had called him plain. He
was neither dark nor fair; his hair
was cut to the ordinary shortness; his
ciothes suggested nothing of the
artist or Bohemian, and, when he re-
moved his painting-blouse, looked like
the clothes of any ordinary man.

As he wiped his last brush. there
came a knock at the door, and in re-
sponse to Fordyce’s invitation, a
young fellow came in.

“Hallo, old chap! At the grind-
stone still?” he exclaimed in the
pleasant voice of a good-tempered,
clean-minded youth—a . voice which

matched the frank face and light, curly
hair of the speaker.

Fordyce nodded: he never spoke
unless he was obliged. The young
fellow came behind him. laid his hands
on Fordyce’s shoulders, and looked at
the canvas.

“Been getting on first-rate. old chap,
while I've been away.” he“said

“Trairly,” assented Fordyce: “but I'm

) stick now. Enjoyed your-

niches. |

Fordyce shook his head.

“That’s all right. I want you to
come round and see my sister.”

“Didn’t know you had a sister,” said
Fordyce.

“Yes, I have, and a good one at that.
I didn’t talk about her because—well,
you didn’t invite confidences, old man,
and I'm not given to talking about
Nell. I'm fond of her—she’s the only
sister I've got—and she married about
a month ago. It was almost as bad
to me as if she had died.?

Fordyce looked inquiringly.

“She married Lord Claymire,” con-
tinued Merton, with a certain con-
straint in his voice. “lI dare say
you've heard of him. Father was
Claymire’s Light Stout—made a mil-
lion or two, got a peerage. His place
was near my governor’s vicarage, and
his son—Nell’s husband—met Nell at
the country hop, fell in love with her,
and proposed. As you know, we are
as poor as the mice in the dear old
church; it was a good match for Nell,
and—she married him.”

Fordyce looked up,
ingly.

“Happy?” he asked.

Merton frowned and bit his lip.

“I—I hope so. I'm going to see her
to-night: she only came back today. I
want you to come with me. [ wrote
and told her how good vou had been

again inquir-

to me.”
“Scarcely necessary, was it?”’ said
Fordyce. “I don’t think T'll come. I

| rarely go out: besides, T should be

de trop. You must have a lot to say
to your sister.”

Merton rose.

“Yes, you will, old man.” he said.
“I told her I should bring you. She's
all alone in London, and I want her
to have one friend, at least.”

“All alone with her husband ” said
Fordyce. '

Merton bit his lip as he adjusted his
hat carefully.

“Well, Claymire’s not much of a
companion. He’s a club man, and
does a bit on the turf, and—and— I'll
call for you at half-past seven.”

Fordyce said neither yes nor no; but
when Merton returned at half-past
seven, Fordvce was in evening-dress
and waiting for him,

“That’s a good old chap!” said Mer-
ton. “I knew you'd come.”

The hansom stopped at one of the
big houses off Park Lane. There was
no one in the drawing room when
they entered and Merton began to
walk up and down impatiently. In a
minute or two the door opened and a
girl came in quickly. She was a slight,
willowy girl, with dark hair and gray-
ish-blue eyes. Artists are quick, and
Fordyce took in her form and face at
a glance. She did not strike him as
very beautiful at this, his first sight of
her; but when she withdrew herself
from Merton’s brotherly but affection-
ate embrace and came towards For-
dyce, something about the face—the
expression in her eyes, a little droop
at the corners oi the delicately shaped
mouth—impressed him strangely.

Her eyes dwelt upon him calmly, and
she gave him her hand with a girlish
irankness toned by a certain dignity.

“I am glad to see you, Mr. Fordyce,”
she said, “and it is very good of you
to come. Ernest has told me how
much you dislike dining out, and I
sympathize with you, 1or I myself dis-
like it.” She turned to Merton, who
stood looking from one to the other
with a little anxiety in his face, for
he wanted those two to be friends.
“I am sorry Godfrey is not at home
to-night,” she said. He has been de-
tained at his club. But perhaps Mr.
Fordyce will not mind so small a
party, and Godfrey may come in later.
But it is quite uncertain; I never know
when to expect him.”

There were no accents of complaint
or disappointment in her voice; but
Fordyce saw Merton frown and open
his lips, as if to make some comment;
but he checked himself, and began
asking his sister about her travels,
taking Fordyce into the conversation,
as if he were an old friend of both.
They went in to dinner, talking as
they went. It was a very pleasant
meal, and Fordyce, though he spoke
s little as usual, found himself listen-
ing, and now and again joining in the
conversation as if he had known Lady
Claymire as long as he had known her
brother.

She had been to Italy, and she spoke
of this—her first experience of the
Continent—in g very bright and in-
teresting way; but somehow Fordyce
got the idea that she had not enjoyed
herself—that she had not been happy.

“We’ll just have one cigarette, Nell,
and then come to you in the drawing-
room,” said Merton.

‘“You must not let Ernest hurry
you,” she remarked to Fordyce, as he
opened the door for her. “l know
that artists are fond of their cigars.”

Fordyce, however, appeared satis:
fied with one cigaretté. When they
got back to the drawing-room, Lady
Claymire was seated at the piano,
touching a note or two softly. For-
dyce looked at her as he entered. Her
head drooped forward slightly, one
elbow was leaning on the edge of the
piano. The attitude struck him as
rather 'a weary one; he noticed the
clear pallor of her face, the little
downward curve of the lips—he began
to think she was beautiful.

“That’s right, Nell!” said Merton.
“Sing to us. My sister’s a songstress,
Fordyce.”

She looked up.

“That ought to frighten me,” she
said, with a faint smile—her smiles
were by no means frequent—“but I
will sing if Mr. Fordyce will promise
not to expect too much.” .

Her voice was not strong. but it
was well trained and very sweet; and
there was something in it which im-
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