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Women’s ’round-the-house
garments that are A .\
stylish as well as <4 i
comfortable | 12, 000

If you have thought that you must wear
dowdy, commonplace garments to be
comfortable, just ask your dealer to show you

Garments for Women

Try one on and see how perfect ﬁtting and stylish
it is—soft, restful and comfortable. :
Let us send you a sample of “GALTFLEECE"
material and a little booklet showing some of the
stylcs. We'll be pleascd to send one free.

The Galt Knitting Company, Limited, Galt, Ontario

HOT?

Order an ELECTRIC FAN to-day and be cool
and comfortable. We have all types from -the
little eight inch HOME FAN, weighing only 43
pounds up to a 6o-inch ceiling fan for stores.
Electric Fans give'the biggest breeze, last longest
A requite. least cage D o e ok e e
PHONE MAIN 39756 FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS

The Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited

12 ADELAIDE STREET EAST

THE TOP. NOTCH AN PRGCKET: ‘BHOFQGKAEHY

No. 3A FOLDING POCKET

KODAKS

PICTURES, 3% x 5. PRICE, $20.00.

Have the new Kodak Ball Bearing silent shutters,
Superior rapid roctilinesr lenses and every adjust-
ment that is desirable in a hand camera, yet retain
the perfect Kodak simplicity.

Catalogues free at the dealers or by mail.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED

TORONTO, CANADA

Sign and mail coupon below and receive during the next 365 days free of charee

HANDSOME ILLUSTRATED STATISTICAL AND LITERARY PRODUCTIONS

¢ sitive fs of the WONDRRFUI, DEVELOPMENT taking pl ce
P p(wmv“llr'%r;n.n;.[w;.'lalul Western Canada and the

Opportunities Open for Capital, Industries and Ambitious Men
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Name .. &
- want to make more of the future than you
Ilntv‘l;anf lt‘;nio;:unt write in space below specifically llnu}

of business you want information on ony

ADDRESS — CHAS. F. ROLAND (Commissioner), WINNIPEG: CANADA

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER.

CANADIAN COURIER

A VOICE FROM THE HIDDEN WORLD

CONCLUDED FROM PAGE 15

“Some one has said that I am go-
ing to lecture upon theosophy,” she
commenced dreamily. “That is not so
—theosophy is not to be taught by
code and rule. Those who seek light
and truth should seek it in solitude
and mental isolation. The greatest
of our teachers can only supply the
raw material. FEach must pursue for
himself the dark and narrow path
which leads alone to perfect under-
standing, to perfect light, and to
the perfect knowledge of all those
hidden laws and forces which mock
and elude the uninitiated. To-
night I am breaking the first
principles laid down by those who
have become the high-priests of our
order. I am going to show to you
all a miracle.. I am going to speak
with one who has been for a long
while: dead. You shall hear her
voice; you shall hear of her life; she
shall speak to you of the manner of
her death. And this I do for a pur-
pose of my own, and with no desire
to make converts of any of you.

“Far away in my eastern home,
amongst the mountains, I have heard
her faint, sweet whisperings in my
ear at the break of the day. In the
gloom of twilight I have seen her
dim, reproachful eyes; and in the
white mists of the midnight hour,
upon the hills, I have seen her sweep
slowly by, sad and mournful. Yet 1

.have not called her to me. I have
waited for this; and now the thing
has come. Marian! Marian! come,
beloved sister! It is Astrea who calls
you!”
~ She had raised her hands with a
slow, sweeping grace, and stood for
a moment perfectly motionless. Then,
breaking a silence of death, sweet and
low as the music of an @olian harp
stirred by the faintest of summer
breezes, the sound of a woman’s an-
swering voice floated upon the air:

“I am with thee, Astrea; speak.”

Astrea raised her hands and an-
swered :

“I would talk with thee for one
brief moment only, of the past—of
the sad days of your life upon earth.
[.ook back with me upon our home.
You have not forgotten?”

The wonderful music of that an-
swering voice again filled the room.

“I forget nothing, Astrea. I see our
fair country home and our dear
parents. I see the hedges white with
hawthorn blossoms, the common
starred with poppies and cornflowers,
and great yellow marigolds down in
the marshes, and the sloping fields
golden with ripe corn, and bending
like waves of the sea before the sum-
mer wind) I have found peace and
rest, my sister; but earth, too, is a
fair place!”

“Fair for you, Marian, till a man’s
treachery made it black and foul. Do
vou remember the night when, full of
joy and love, you whispered out your

secret to me, and we shed tears of *

happiness together? Do you remem-
ber the day when, blithe and trustful,
you followed your lover to London?
Do you remember the bitter hour of
awakening when the light died out
of your life, the weary waiting, the
heart-sickness, the bowed grey heads
of our father and mother, hastened in
their passage to the grave?”

“Too well—too well,” sobbed out,
the answering “voice. “Astrea, for-
bear. Question me no more.”

A strange light burned in Astrea’s
dark eyes.! Her hands were raised
high above her head, and her form
seemed dilated and quivering with
passion.

“Marian, the man whose selfishness
wrecked your life and broke our
parents’ hearts lives. He is great,
and honoured, and respected. Say
but the word and I will crush him.

The world for which he lives shall
look upon his buried past; my hand
shall raise the veil, my finger shall
point at his shame, my voice, my
testimony, shall denounce him. Think
of the hour when you found yourself
deserted, and with your life ruined,
struggling against starvation in a
garret, whilst he wandered off in ease
and luxury, a willing exile. You know
well that he never sought to find you
after that night when you left him in
horror and shame. Think of that day
when at last he was forced to visit
you. Remember his greeting, his
dismay at your just demand:; remem-
ber, Marian, remember his refusal!
[ will not ask you how you died, by
his hand or yours; but Heaven knows
that he was your murderer. Heaven’s
curses lighten upon him! I thirst foy
vengeance, my sister. Say that one
word and open my lips.”

There was no movement, no voice
heard. Every one sat waiting, half-
dazed, stricken dumb by’ the passion
of Astrea’s prayer, and dimly fearing
some terrible denouement. The moon-
light fell upon their white upturned
faces, and showed more than one
strong man quivering with excite-
ment. The entertainment had grown
wonderfully realistic; where would it
end?

Suddenly the intense stillness was

broken by the chiming of the great
Abbey clock. It was midnight. Some
one who stood near one of the win-
dows threw it open, and with the rush
of frosty air came the sudden elad
pealing of bells from the village
church. It was Christmas morn,
And, mingling with the sound, vet
rising clear and sweet above it, came
once more the music of that spirit
voice i—
' “Astrea, beloved sister, in the old
days we prayed together, ‘Forgive us
our trespasses, as we forgive them
that trespass against us.’ Far away,
over the valleys and the hills, I seem
to hear those words stealing up to me
in the music of the Christmas bells,
[ died by my own hand, and the sin
was my own. For the rest, | charge
thee, Astrea, forgive forgive.”

A deep sob escaped from Lord
Mauleven’s lips; but in that moment
of intense suspense no one, save my-
self, had noticed it. Astrea turned
slowly round and disappeared. The
lights were turned up, and the spell
of silence was broken. The curtain
had fallen, the play was over.

THE END.

More Flag Talk
(London Advertiser.)

Tllr\'l‘ Toronto flag incident, ,in

which some American visitors
rode through the streets in an auto-
mobile with the Stars and Stripes
rampant and a Union Jack dragging
in the mud, has been taken altoéether
too seriously by a number of Cana-
dian newspapers. Some of them are
solemnly demanding the enactment of
a law which will compel respectfy]
treatment of our flag.

Several American states, it is point-
ed out, have such a law on their
statute books. That is true, but can
anyone recall an instance in which
an. American ‘community has invoked
a stqtutc to restrain a merry group of
{orelgners from dishonouring the
Stars and Stripes?

There are American flag fools and
there are Canadian flas fools. It is
conceivable that ignorant Canadia
citizens would attempt in g Uniteg
States city what ignorant American

citizens actually accomplished ip a
Canadian city. :




