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| “HEALTH INSURANCE”
I  For The Family

The only real life insurance is protection from disease and
illhealth. Modern Science has provided for this in

“Standard Foeal”
.. PORCELAIN ENAMELED WARE

Do not remodel
your home, or be-
gin to build with-
out first seeing that
your architect has
included in his
specificatibns the
installing of
“Standard

Joeal”
Lavatories, Bath
Tubs, Water
Closets, Kitchen
Sinks and Laundry
Thubs.

- Strong as iron, snow white and beautiful as china, made in one piece,
non-porous /and smooth as a billiard ball, * Standard Fdeal™ ware in the
home is a guarantec of absolute cleanliness, freedom from poisonous gases,
and the boon of good health.

“Standard Jveal” Ware Lasts Longest
Your architect or plumber will recommend it.  Ask them.

The STANDARD IDEAL CO., Ltd.

Port Hope, Ontario.

" 8aley' Offices and Sample Rooms : TORONTO, 50 Colbome Street.
MONTREAL, 128 West Craig Street.  WINNIPEG, 24 Telfer Building

otenay
“Steel Range

Fresh air is introduced into
the Kootenay oven through a
series of vents at the bottom
of the oven door, and the
cooking fumes carried out
through another series of
vents at the back of the oven.

(Arrows in
illustration
show method

§ of ventilation:)

The air in the
ovenisalways
kept pure. The
natural flavor
of every
article is
completely
retained.

Everything
tastes most
dselicious.

FRERER
Booklet

. on requegt.
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need. The children were growing
up. They ate more. They were go-
ing to school, and school-books cost
money. And somehow, the faster he
worked, the faster climbed the prices
of things. Even the rent went up,
though the house had fallen from bad
to worse disrepair.

He had grown taller; but with his
increased height he seemed leaner
than ever. Also, he was more ner-
vous. With the nervoucness increas-
ed his peevishness and irritability.
The children had learned by many
bitter lessons to fight shy of him.
His mother respected him for his
earning power, but somehow her re-
spect was tinctured with fear.

There was no joyousness in life
for him. The procession of the days
he never saw. The nights he slept
away in twitching unconsciousness.
The rest of the time he worked, and
his consciousness was —achine con-
sciousness. Outside this his mind
was a blank. He had no ideals, and
but one illusion, namely, that he
drank excellent coffee. He was a
work-beast. He had no mental life
whatever; yet deep down in the
crypts of his mind, unknown to him,
were being weighed and sifted every
hour of his toil, every movement of
his hands, every twitch of his mus-
cles, and preparations were making
for a future course of action that
would amaze him 'and all his little
world. -

It was in

the late spring that he
came home

from work one night
aware of an unusual tiredness. There
was a keen expectancy in the air as
he sat down to the table, but he did
not notice, He went through the
meal in moody silence, mechanicallv
eating what was before him. The
children um’d and ah'd and made
smacking noises with their mouths.
But he was deaf to them.

“D’ye know what you’re eatin’?”
his mother demanded at last, desper-
ately.

He looked vacantly at the dish be-
fore him, and vacantly at her,

“Floatin’ island,” ~ she announced
triumphantly,

“Oh,” he said.

“Floatin’ island!” the children

chorused loudly.

“Oh,” he said. And after two or
three mouthfuls, he added, “I guess
I ain’t hungry to-night.”

_He dropped the spoon. shoved back
his chair, and arose wearily from the
table.

“An’ I guess I'll go to bed.”

His feet dragged more heavily than
usual as he crossed the kitchen floor.
Undressing was a Titan’s task, a
monstrous futility, and he went
weakly as he crawled into bed, one
shoe still on. He was aware of a
rising, swelling something inside his
head that made his brain thick and
fuzzy. His lean fingers felt as big as
his wrist, while in the ends of them
was a remoteness of sensation
vague and fuzzy like his brain. The
small of his back ached intolerably.
All his bones ached. He ached every-
where. And in his head began the
shrieking, pounding, crashing, roar-
ing of a million looms. A]l space
was filled with flying shuttles. They
darted in and out, intricately,
amongst the stars. He worked a
thousand looms himself, and ever
they speeded up, faster and faster,
and his brain unwound, faster and
faster, and became the thread that
fcd the thousand flying shuttles.

He did not go tn work the next
morning. He was too busy weaving
colossally on the thousand looms
that ran inside his head. His mother
weint to work, but first she sent for
the doctor. It was a severe attack of
I+ grippe, he said. Jennie served as
nurse and carried out his  instruc-
tions

it was a very severe attack, and it

a week before fohnny dressed

! tottered feebly across th- floor.
1other week, the doctor said, and
would be fit to return to work.

e foreman of the loom-room visit-
him on Sunday afternoon, the
t day of his convalescence. The
st weaver in the room, the fore-
'n told his mother. His job would

\ \
be held for him. He could come
back to work a week from Monday,

“Why don’t you thank’m, John-
ny?” his mother asked anxiously.

“He’s ben that sick he ain’t himseif
yet,” she explained apologetically to
the visitor.

Johnny sat hu~-hed up and gaz-
ing steadfastly at the floor. He sat
in the same position long after the
foreman had gone. It was warm out-
doors, and he sat on the stoop in the
afternoon. Sometimes his lips moved.
He seemed lost in endless calcu-
lations.

Next morning, after the day grew
warm, he took his seat on the stoop.
He had pencil and paper this time
with which to continue his calcu-
lations, and he calculated painfully
and amazingly.

“What comes after' millions?” he
asked at noon, when Will came home
from school. “An’ how d’ye work
Yem?)'

That afternoon finished his task.
Each day, but without pencil and
paper, he returned to the stoop. He
was greatly absorbed in the one tree
that grew across the stréet. He
studied it for hours at a time, and was
unusually interested when the wind
swayed its branches and fluttered its
leaves. Throughout the week he
seemed lost in a great communion
with himself. On Sunday, sitting on
the stoop, he laughed aloud, several
times, to the perturbation of his

“At last the city was behind him.”

mother, who had not heard him faugh
in years.

Next morning, in the early dark-
ness, she came to his bed to rouse
him. He had had his fill of sleep all
week and woke easily. He made no
struggle, nor did he attempt to hold
onto the bedding’ when she stripped
it from him. He lay quietly, and
s,oke quietly.

“It ain’t no use, ma.”

_ “You'll be late,” she said, under the
impression that he was stupid with
sleep.

“I'mr awake, ma, an’ I tell you it
ain’t no use. You might as well let

me alone. I ain't goin’ to git up.”
“But you'll lose your job!” she
cried.

“I ain’t goin to git up,” he repeat-
ed in a strange, passionless voice.

She did not go to work herself that
morning. This was sickness beyond
any sickness she had ever known.
Fever and delirium she could under-
stand; but this was insanity. She pull-
ed the bedding over him and sent
Jennie for the doctor.

When that person arrived Johnny
was sleeping gently, and gently he

awoke and allowed his pulse to be
taken.

”Nothing the
the doctor r e
itated, that’s 2l

matter with him,”
rted.  “Badly debil-
Not much meat on

his bones.”

“He’s  alwa been that way,”
his mother nnteered.

“Now zo ‘way, ma, an’ lett me*
finish my 4

Johnn~ sweetly and placidly,
and swe ind  placidly he rolled
over on de and went to sleep.

At te k he awoke and dress-
ed hin H{e walked out into the
kw.mv re he found his mother
with

ied expression on her face.
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