
CANADIAN 'COURIER.

YTOU may spend a lot
Âof tirme and money on your

wardrobe- but you are not well-dressed unless
reyour feet are clad in perfec-fiting hosiery. «,
Penimans HosierY-knit-o-form-without-a-seam-
imparts an air of smartness aud elegance, besîdes
givi'ng that delightful feeling of satisfaction which perfect-
fitting hosiery always gives the wearer.

SPRING FISHING IN.ALGONQUIN
PROVINCIAL (ON~TARIO) PZARK

~ A Th aroughty UaiiversaI. Vacation Territory

Openi Seanon for Fish
Speckled Trout-May lot to Sept. l4th.
Salmon Trout-Dec. lot ta Oct. 31et followlng year.
Black Bass-June 16th to April 14th followlng year.

Highland Inn, Algonquin Park '-~

Affards excellent hotel accommodation.
Beautifully sltuated 2,O00 feet above sea level.
Rates $2.50 te $3.00 per day, $16.00 to $18.00 per week.

For advertislng matter and ail particulars apply to any Agent of
the system, lncludiug J. Quinlan, D.P.A., Bonaventure Station, Mont-
real, or C. E. Hornlng, Union Station, Toronto.

H. G. EL.LIOTT,
Goneral Passonger Agent,

Montreal.

A BEAUTIFUL BA.BY
Galned Wonderfu'Iy Alter B.:ng

Put On A WoII Known Food.

Mrs. E. Warner Of 32 Wînnifred Ave.,
Toronto, in writing about Neave's Food,

aas Ihae used Neaves Faod for my
bab:ad it lias ared wben overything

08fald. Heas gained wonderfuliy
since I started gîving it'ta him."'

Mr. A. J. Forgue, L.abelle Street,
Montreal, writes, under date 13 Oct.:
"My little daugliter, born Aug. i5th.,
likes Neave's Food very mnucli. She is
a Lunch of fat."

Mrs. J. Fallon of Wbitby, Ont., says
"Neave's Food îs the anIy food that bas
agreed with atr little boy. Heîsbright-.
Jr, and his flesh is firmer, silice taking

N eave's Food has been the standard
Infant'a Food in Great Britain for pearly
go years.

Mothers and prospective mothers çxay
obtain a free tîn of Neave's Food and4 a
valuable book, "Ilints About Baby", b~y
writin 4 Edwin Utley, 14 C Fronit St.

EatToronto, who is the Agent for
Canada. 52

Neave's Food is sold lu r IL tins by
all Druggists.-

Mfrs. J. R. Neave & Co., England.

wicker chair, rested hier elbow on hier
knee and cupped hier chîn in bier band,
hier eyes dilated with increased aston-
ishment. "What made you ask If hie
had commltted a crime, auntie?-it--
it-was sucb a singular question to
put to him."

"I wanted to take hlm off his guard,
to startie hlm, and study bis face.
He has sucli a curious far-away 100K
in bis eyes-a detached air-I can
hardly convey my meaning. But there
is something peculiar about hlm,
didn't you notice It?"

"Hýe looked serlous, and-well-
anxious," admitted tbe girl, puckering
lier brows, "but so many people have
that strained, worrled look on their
faces In London, don't you think,
auntie? I notice it always when I
corne back to town." She gave a lit-
tie sigh.

"That ls flot at ail what I meant,"
snorted Miss Pragg impatiently.
"Grey's air ls curlously indefinable.
Either lie is a genlus-or a lunatic-
perhaps bie bas only run away from
his wife-or bis credItors-or quar-
relled with bis relations-or-or--"

The younger lady laughed merrly.
"Auntie, dear, you really have lie

>most vivid imagination," she declared,
hier eyes twlnkling roguishly.

ic F course I have," admitteýd Miss
\./Pragg witb satisfaction, "but

I've got more than Imagina-
tion, Peggy, I've got common sense,
insight into character and experience
of human nature-and I don't make
mistakes." She drew herseif Up witli
dignity.

"You are the cleverest auntie in the
wýorld," admltted Peggy witb a whin--
sical look of affection and amuse-
ment.

"ýBesIdes-I dld see bis face In print
somewhere, qulte recently, too, but
for the life of me, I cannot place It."

"He doesn't look as if hie could
have done anythlng very ýdreadful,"
argued Peggy. "I thouglit he bad
rather a nice face."

"Of course lie has. He is an un-
commonly handsome man. He bas
the cleverest, most refined face, I have
seen ,for q long tlme-and in spîte
of his old tweed, suit, hie ls a gentle-
man," perslsted Miss Pragg with con-
viction.

"«Then-wby---" began Peggy.
"That's just it-wby should hie an-

swer my advertlsement?" Interrupted
Miss Pragg trenchantly. "That, my
dear, Is Just what I mean ta flnd aout
-I only hope It isn't because lie can't
pay lits tailor! It wauld be so un-
romantic."

Margaret Assîtas laugbed at ber
aunt's tragic tone, and as the gong at
that moment announced luncheon, the
two ladies rose and left the room.

The conversation, althougli not re-
newed, badl left Its Impression upon
the mlnds of eacb, and caused Mar-
garet Assitas ta cast a guarded glance
of interested curlosîty upan the new
chauffeur, as she stepped into the car
the foliowing mornlng.

John Grey neyer forgot bie flrst Im-
pression of her as she emerged frorn
the White Malsonette, clad In a per
fectly fitting coat and skirt, a velvet
toque upon ber fair hair, and a big
buncli of violets tucked Into bier band-
some furs. Taîl and siender, she pas-
sessed bath dlgnity and grace, seem-
lng ta hlm. the very personificatian of
sprIng.

"Bond Street, Mzdame Eclaire."
The car slîd away, his quick eyes

natîng Mise Pragg, lorgnette In band,
pasted behind the lace curtains.

Plccadilly was at Ite warst. Tbey
were held Up repeatedly, but bie mad3
the best of every'advant 'age and feit
a thrill of excîtement, a curlous ela-
tion 'of spirit lu sbaving past motar-
'buses or creaplng tbrough dîfficult
places. 'There was no question of
loslng bis nervis. It was second na-
ture ta bim.

In Bond Street lie loaked for
Madame Eclaire's and found It was a
bigh-class mIllInery establishmnent.
Again lie bad a graciaus vision of a
beautlful woman, as Margaret Assitas
left the car and entered tbe $hop.

From Bond Street tbey made their
way Into Oxford Street and on ta-
wards the Park.

Every street looked trnwilderingly
familiar ta John Grey, thougli lie dare
not relax fils attention ta hie drivlng

G. T. BELL,
Passengor Traffle Manager,

Montreai.


