BOVRILISE
1 your Cookery

i HAT'S the secret of keeping well
& when epidemics are so preva-
il lent. Every time you put a spoon-
il ful of Bovril into a dish you are
il adding enormously to the nourish-
 ing value. You are ensuring the
il  health of everyone in the home.

" The body-building powers of Bovril
il have been proven by independent
scientific experiments to be actually
10 to 20 times the amount of Bovril
taken.

Peace Work at War Pay

We guarantee it for 3 years after the war with the
fast, reliable Auto-Knitter. Socks always needed.

Weighs The Auto-Knitter is the most modern de-
only velopment of the knitting machine. It
;:""' works very fast and turns out high grade ;
poldidi; socks, even better than hand knit, plain or ;

ribbed, such as the world has always needed
in thousands and will need more than ever |
during the re-construction period. Sent 1
guaranteed perfect, with piece of work
started, ready to continue.

Just Like Knitting Dollars

Making money? Yes, indeed—if
you are willing we gladly arrange,
without time limit, to take all the
Auto-Knitted socks you do not wish |
to dispose of otherwise, and guar-
, antee you highly profitable war time
| rates for your work for at

e i :ndd least three years after the war.
guum 4 We send replacement yarn
hzr:'in FREE when working for us.
Canada. The Auto - Knitter works
v asit by turning a handle—thous-

N aER ands of stitches a minute. It is
with the easily learnt, our Instruction Sys-
makers, tem is very clear and simple. Here
not the is a pleasant, permanent money
middleman. maker in th nds of h why

not in yours too ?

More Socks the Urgent Call

Answer it—now—and provide yourself with a good income
maker at home with the Auto-Knitter, no matter where

ou live. Here is one industry, at least, that will show
huge demands in peace as well as war time. We know it,
and are now guaranteeing our war tithe pay rales and bonus
for three years after peace is declared. Our companies have
been in business for many years and have never been able
to fill the demand for Auto-Knitted socks.

Write to-day for full particulars enclosing 3¢ stamp, and
see what you and your family can now earn at home

The Auto-Knitter Hosiery (Canada) Co., Limited

Dept. 102-A, 607 College St., Toronte, Ont.

’
PAIRY PALACE DOLL HOUSE, ¢

F R E E 3 BEAUTIFUL DOLL SETS, RING
AND “PRINCESS PAT” DOLL \

Just thinkgirls! We will give you all these [ Perfume. We want you to try them andlearn
d presents absolutely without cost. First | how delicious they are. With {our sample wo
m Big Beautiful Fairy Palace Doll House, | will send just 82 handsome big packages to
8o Mf and roomy that it will hold & whole | introduce among your friends at only 10c
family of dolls ; then a real Wash Set, consist- | each. That is easy. Open yoursample package
ing of wash tub, wash board, wringer, iron | and ask everyono to try a Fairy Berry. Evur{
and stand, big clothes basket, clothesline and | one just loves them—théy perfume the breat
& little case full of dolly clothes pegs; then P themouth and leave a delightful last- |
t a five-plece baking set, containing | ing fragrance. Everyone takes a package or
.mlnnghp‘m.ponw masher, mixing | two at once, se you will sell them all very
‘bowl and basin ; beautiful baby doll urr‘- quickly. Then returnour money only, 83,20,
lsome as can be with | and we will promptly send you the big dol
1ts fine parasol and bright metal finish, and & | house, complete wash set, baking set, doll
Tovely gold shell ring st with besutiful spark- | carriage and ring, Just as you seo them, and
stones. Last but not least, every girlcan | ¢14 Jovely big “Princess Pat” doll you can
Nigh, x:.‘:‘:?m! also receive for simply showing your grand
e and 8ho s | Presents among your friends and getting only
three of them to sell Fairy Berries and earn
our lovely premiums as you did,
TRLS—Write to-day and we will send you | Write to-day girls—We arrange to stand payment of all delivery
'gee a big sample p.ychgc of Fairy Bﬂ-g:l. ch:rsl on yonr" presents and l’.yon can't nu’:l the breathlets we
the Jovely new Cream Candy Coated Breath | will take them back and give you presents for what you do sell.

Address THB FAIRY BERRY COMPANY, DEPT. I 4 TORONTO, ONT. 18B

THAT she already knew of his presence
there he could not doubt. That shedid
not desire his presence he was fearsomely
persuaded.

Clearly he must go—not at once, of
course, to leave behind him a possibility
for gossip at his abrupt departure. From
the tongues of infants and well-fed club-
men, good Lord deliver us!

He must go. Meanwhile he could easily
avoid her.

And as he sat there, savouring all the
pent-up bitterness poured out for him by
destiny, there came a patter of padded
feet in the hallway, the scrape of nails, a
sniff at the door-sill, a whine, a frantic
scratching. He leaned forward and
opened the door. His Highness landed
on the bed with one hysterical yelp and
fell upon Langham, paw and  muzzle.

When their affection had been tempor-
arily satiated, the dog lay down on the
bed, eyes riveted on his late master,
and the man went over to his desk,
drew a sheet of club paper towards him,
found a pen, and wrote:

“Of course it is an unhappy coincidence,
and I will go when I can do so decently—
to-morrow morning. Meanwhile I shall
be away all day ﬁsﬁing the West Branch,
and shall return too late to dine at the
club table.

“I wish you a happy sojourn here—"’

This he reread and scratched out.

“I am glad you kept His Highness."—

This he also scratched out.

After a while he signed his name to
the note, sealed it, and stepped into the
hallway.

At the farther end of the passage the
door of her room was ajar; a sunlit
scarlet curtain hung inside.

‘Come here!" said Langham to the dog.

His Highness came with a single leap.

“Take it to—her,"’ said the man, under
his breath. Then he turned sharply,
picked up rod and creel, and descended
the stairs.

Meanwhile His Highness entered his
mistress’s chamber, with a polite scratch as
a '‘by your/leave!" and trotted up to her,
holding out the note in his pink mouth.

She looked at the dog in astonishment.
Then the handwriting on the envelope
caught her eye.

As she did not offer to touch the mis-
sive, His Highness presently sat down and
crowded up against her knees. Then he
laid the letter in her lap.

Her expression became inscrutable as
she picked up the letter; while she was
reading it there was colour in her cheeks;

.. after she had read it there was less.

“] see no necessity,”’ she said to His
Highness—'‘1 see no necessity for his
going. Ithink I ought to tell himso. .

He overestimates the importance of a
matter which does not concern him. . . .
He is sublimely self-conscious . . . a
typical man. And if he presumes to
believe that the hazard of our encounter
is of the slightest moment . . to me

The dog dropped his head on her lap.

“I wish you wouldn't do that!” she
said, almost sharply, but there was a dry
catch in her throat when she spoke,
and she laid one fair hand on the head of
His Highness.

FEW moments later she went down-

stairs to the great hall, where she
found Colonel Hyssop and Major Brent
just finishing their morning cocktails.

When they could at last comprehend
that she never began her breakfast with a
cocktail, they conducted her solemnl
to the breakfast-room, seated her wit
empressement, and the coffee was served.

It was a delicious, old-fashioned,
country breakfast—crisp trout, bacon,
eggs, and mounds of fragrant flapjacks.

‘Langham’s gone off to the West
Branch; left duty’s compliments and all
that sort of thing for you,” observed
the Colonel, testing his coffee with an air.

His Highness, who had ssniffed the
bacon, got up on a chair where he could
sit and view the table. Moisture gathered
on his jet-black nose; he licked his jowl.

“You poor darling!" cried his mistress,
rising impulsively, with her plate in her
hand. She set the plate on the floor.
It was cleaned with a snap, then carefully
polished.

“You are fond of your dog, madam,”
~aid the Major, much interested.

‘“He's a fine one,” added the Colonel.
“Gad! I took him for Langham’s cham-
pion at first.”

She bent her head over the dog’s plate.

Later she walked to the porch, fellowed
by His Highness. -

A lovely little path invited them on—
a path made springﬂ by trodden leaves;
and the dog and his mistress strolled
forth among clumps of hazel and silver

~ birches, past ranks of alders and Indian

A Pilgrim

(Continued from page 7)

willows, on across log brid es spannin
tiny threads of stregms wghich ppoureg
into the stony river.

The unceasing chorus of the birds
freshened like wind in her ears. Spring
echoes sounded from blue distances;
the solemn congress of the forest trees in
session murmured of summers past and
summers to come,

How could her soul sink in the presence
of the young world’s uplifting?

g Her dog came back,and looked up into
er eyes. With a cry, which was half
laughter, she raced with him along the
path, scattering the wild birds into
ﬂlgéxt frc}>1r;1 bush and thicket.

, Dreathless, rosy, sh

nvI;zlr's shallow edg}':z. PR g
 Flung full length on the grass she
((ilxpped her white fingers in the %iver,' and
ropped wind-flowers on the ripples to
watch them dance away.

: %he listened to the world around her;
it : ad much to say to her if she would
only believeit. But she forced her mind
ba‘cl\k to her husband and lay brooding.

n old man in leggings and corduroys

came stumping along the path; His High.
ness heard him coming and turned his

l]'(reoe:t h(ffadl;' Th'ertl he went and stood in
is mistress s
dangerous. » calm, inquisitive,

“Mornin’, Miss.” sai
i y b id the keeper;
i I‘ guis:l yc;u must be one of-our foll(::.?'

: 1 Staying.at the club-house,” she
sal‘c‘ii'smxhng, and sitting up on the,grass&
ot m“(I):lgi Peter, one o’ the guards,” he
o iﬂ:f ine mornin’, miss, but a leetle

h;g or the fish—though I ain’t denyin’
that a small dark fly'd raise ’em; no’m.

Was sot on ketchin’ a mess o’ fish, I
guess a hare s-ear would do the business:
zes m. I jest passed Mr. Langharr;
a?czrlzclt((i)n’the }rlfork,s, and I seed he was
too;Hyes'mfl" are's-ear; an' he riz 'em,

“How long have
here?” she asked,

‘“
Howlong, 'm? Wa
al, I was th

guard they had; yes'm. [ li\?: do‘:sf:if:::
aep'nece. T’heK bought my water rights;
yesm. An’' they give me the job. The
president he sez to me, ‘Peter,’ he sez
{fSt .hke that—Peter, you was raised
r::e, ]y]:)u knqw all them brooks an’

ers like a mink; you stay right here
a: '\})‘v:tch em, an’ I'll do the squar’ by
;e;'m.”sez, Jest like that, Ap’ he done it;

“So you knew the i £
shc‘:' asked, in a low VOicgresxdent, fhep

Tlh(ne]v:rl him?—him? Yes'm,”

¢ old man laughed a hollow
Tk 1 ow, toothless
A egr. ,and squmteg outacross the dazzling

“Knew him twent i

‘enty year, | :
g::: rl?'am, and fau" at t}l'llat.’ Wﬁ;s I'\::
\ fim  a-settin’ jest whe ;
settin’ this minut o' s Baded
timcf;.aﬁsettin’ thef;?een P& Bindipd

': ishing?"" she said, in an awed voi
i f lS(er'xetlmes'. Sqmétimes hee wZ:m:l
h!‘l{l in }?Ut o’ that silyer pocket-pistol o’
hxsdq. Xle got drunk a lot up here; but

e didn tdr'm.k alone; no'n. There w"asn't
a stingy hair in his head; he—"

. Do you mean the i <5
sau:l, incredulously, almos?gﬁgﬁ;f? -
Hyszingl:n’\gz:'_?; 5 im an' " Colonel
tinlme;in il d;ys.”rent, they had good

‘You knew the preside t i
m;}‘rﬁz‘ige?," sl}l; observed, colr:lly.befo“ o

. Aim?  He wasn't p marri
Misj\!" said the old man s:::r:fully .

re you sure?’ gh, i
trqusbled e she asked, with a

‘Sure? Yes'm: Why, the last ti
tt
was up here, three years come Julsy F:)mux?t}l‘le
I seen him a-kissing an’ a-huggin’ of old
masx;l Dawson’s darter—"

e was on her feet in a flagh Th
man stood there smiling his senile :n?illg
and squinting out across the water
abgorbefi in his garrulous reminiscence,

Yes'm; all the folks down to the vil-
lage was fond o’ the president, he was that
]ol!y and free, an’ no stuck-up city airs;
no'm; jest free and easy, an’ a-sparkin:
the gals with the best o’ them—."

The old man laughed and i

cro
arms under the barrel of his shot-sgﬁ(lil. e

Folks SalC'l he might o’ married old
man I?awsons darter if he'd lived. 1
dun’no’. I guess it was all fun. But I

hear the gal took on awf
her he was dead; yes?nv:. ";‘l . e

you been a keeper

VI.

TOWARDS evening Langham waded
- across the river, drew in his dripping
line, put up his rod, and counted and
weighed his fish. Then, lighting a pipe,
he reslung the heavy creel across his back
and started up the darkening path.
From his dripping tweeds the water oozed;
his shoes wheezed and slopped at every



