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~We will make you a suit
~ for $12.50 in London, Eng,,
fha‘ mld cosi you $25.00 in Canqda

land. You.

e et thet oths 550, dboss &
ou' thtEylhhum eap in o

"do' know. that many thousand Canadians bu
r elo&’e: every year ‘direct from us in London—-ani

save.about one-half of what they would have to if
they "bought - them locally? : i

The reason for it is. this :—Being the lar t firm of Mail
Order Tailors in London, we u}; able tge:.ke the whole
.lmny,hxz.;mmn. — By doing this, we save all =
emen’s profits, and so are able to sell you a suit
and pay all duty and carriage charges upon it for a price
about one-half what you would have to pay in Canada.

To e to you that this is 8o, we will, upon receipt
of the ¢ coupon filled- in by you, send—ABSOLUTELY
FREE OF CHARGE—our latest Style Book, 72 pat-
tern pietee: %ff ﬁ;‘; lish miting;, a le{:er explaining
~our system | ng Dusiness, ‘and a S t
chart so simple that you can’t go wrons: ix:‘l ?s!i:;e?tfn

Now isn’t that a proposition worth while looking into?

It doesn’t cost you an and it may sav
whole lot of money. ythf“’ % S

Sit down ri ;:o;:'ﬁl ceod.ut the coupon, mil it, get the

. samples, an

- " The Western Home Monthly
%——

A" she aked, “wly didn’t 300

1

If {ou don’t want to cut this paper, we
will send 'you the samples anyway, 'pro-
vided you write and mention this
pPaper, but to get .them- you must
_mention Western Home Monthly,
CATESBYS LIMITED
(Of Tottenham Court Road,
London, England.) i

m Sterling Bank Bldg, Winnipeg.

The “BURLINGTON.” — This
shows the most popular style
of- suit wo by well-dressed
men in Caﬂzda.‘ The materials

s shape of suit.
$12.50,
Duty Free and Carriage Paid.

MESSRS. CATESBYS LIMITED (of London).
Dept “O,” 836 Sterling Bank Bldg., Winnipeg.

this coupon | ...

Full Name

..................................................

used are pecially selected for-~

L

Please send me your new season’s Style Book and 72
pattern pieces of cloth. I am thinking of buying a suit—

*If you only want overcoat patterns, cross out the word
. “suit.” If you only want suitings, cross out “overcoat.”

Protect Your- Baby

and sickness:

ERFECTIQ

SMOKELESS

Smokeless Oil Heater keeps the house warm.
Warms up bathroom or parlor in next to no time.

Easy to clean and rewick. No smoke or smell.
Stock carried at all chief points

Keep out cold draughts—save baby mariy a cold

<~ All during the cold fall and winter months a Perfection
It can be carried from room to room—wherever you go.

~  The Perfection burns nine hours on a single gallon of oil.

v

» ‘E;gx\'“be»gt results use ROYALITE OIL

*‘THE IMPERIAL OIL CO., Limited"

‘Toronto Montreal Winnipeg Vancouver
wa Quebec ary Edmonton
Halifax St. John . AR toon
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Winnipeg, December, 1913,
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m ? Was it because of me?”’
Sebright smiled.

honestly, it wasn’t that.”
Her face cleared.

conscience,” she said with half a smile.

“Why ,do:’t you m now?”
“Who d have me?”’
“Who wouldn’t?” said she.

old maids in London, for that matter.”

things, Edmund.” :
“It saves one from dwelling on the
other.”
The colonel looked at her even more
whimsically.-

‘thought of seeing you again,” he pursued,
“and I knew we would be good. friends.

that first thing was pretty impossible.
You were eigllllltlgn and had just left school.
I was twenty-one and had just got my
commission—and very little else. Your
people were quite right to say ‘N o’ and cut
off everything. I've often given ’em
credit for it—reluctantly,” he added with
a smile, “from their point of view.”

She smiled, too, remembering—remem-
bering.

“It was pretty mad,” said he; “all thoge
garden-parties at Halesworth, and my
getting into the box-hedge, because of the
governess, after I had been forbidden the
housé—what a queer good-bye we whis-
ered! Were you ever caught? And
etting the pony down wherr I was trying
to ‘make a good impression on your
mother—pitched her out, didn’t = I?
Ha.r!(,i,ly the right sort of impression that
was

And Olive still smiled, remembering—
remembering. Jack Goiding had done
none of these foolish, ardent things, but
had come in at the front door like other
peopie.

“And the five bob I got for the poem
about you? ~And King who was my bosom
friend in those days? Such an honest
ruffian!”

“What’s become of King?” she asked,
laughing.

“He lives in America and is hen-
pecked.”

“And you’re not even that!”

They both remembered a hundred
foolish things that were their youth.

“And Unica who befriended us—I've
forgotten her real name—and Mrs. Perch
who told:our fortunes—what’s become of
them?”’ -

Unica and Mrs. Perch had vanished.

- “I've been pretty constant,” he said,
reading her thoughts. “It’s easy to be
constant out ‘there, one meets so few
women—unless one particularly wants to.
I haven’t wanted to very much,” said he.
—*“And now I m glad to think you’ve got

the children as yell. That’s jolly nice—
better than all our memories. IKids are

/

* “One likes to think it,” he said, “but,

“I've always had you a little on my

“No need,” said he. ‘“‘Sometimes I’ve
worked it out. I took three years to
recover, and then—I simply hadn’t time,
g?sd B second shot’s not so easy as the

t

“I know,” he answered, “I’ve met ’em.
All sorts of -inappropriate people—all the

“You always saw the humorous side of

real, and reality’s the only wear. That’s
where I envy you, realiy. Women do
score there. And to have ’em when

you'’re ,Joung—that must’ be pretty

ripping. i ,

‘PBut you've got other things,” 'she
ventured. :

“I've been successful, made 3 career,
eh?” and he smiled again. - “One must
have something, Olivel” he said laughing,
“I couldn’t have what I wanted, so I've
had this instead. It’s not much fun, really
—except for the old maids. They enjoy it
like anything.”

“But the things you’ve done in Burmah
and on the froltllgzr?”Do i

“That’s nothing, you know, Oli
I’ve never cared. That’s the whole secrgg’
The married men were thinkix}g how to

was only -thinking how to win. I rather
had the pull of them.”

The room was all but dark. The fire-
light showed him sitting there, almost in

win and how to save their skins and I

“This is good énougl}; and they are
going to give me a brigade—I've often

One likes to meet one’s youth again. But

Rocky "Mountain Sheep
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silhouette, with cheek and chin out.
blotted by a hand. o

“I've done what people call ‘réckless’
things,” he pursued, “done them alone,
mostly. There was that nine days’ ride
with Arnold’s message ing for help,
It got me my first step. ere was
nothing much about it in the pa

There never is, except by a fluke, or when
ou’ve done somet showy like this
ast thing. Reckless, was I?~ All I'felt
was the freedom of those days and nights
and the goodness of being alone. Some-
times I heard the pop of a rifle and the

queer sigh of a bullet, and, just for the
fun of the thing, I answered ’em with my
Colt. And sometimes men gave chase;
and then I rode away. It was like a
game, and those others were mﬁ play-
fellows. And deep down in my

for we're all of us two people—I was
saying, ‘I can’t very well shoot myself,
can I?” There was the fellow who rode
laughing, and thé fellow sayi g that.”

e colonel paused. Olive’s drawing
room head vanished, and he was again
on a good horse with Arnold’s message
next his heart, and the wilderness round

about him,
“I never knew why I volunteered for
thought it was a

that until teday.
thousand to one against me, but it wasn’t.
I've been like that for years, and never
quite understood—And now, suppose you
give me a cup of tea?” he ended.

He turned on the lights and rang the
bell for her.

Behind the man with the tray entered &
slim, tall girl, fair, light-stepping, and
clear-cut as a gem.

She had not seen Sebright, but he had
seen her. '

This must be Olive’s “big girl,” the one
that had left school yesterday—to him it
was a vision restore«i, from twenty years
ago. He stared at her, literally stared at
her. Olive had been like that, as fair, as
exquisite, as graceful.

“I've put my hair up, mother,” she said;
“whult do you think of 1t?”’ and she turneff
round.

Then she discovered the colonel, and
would have fled.

“Lucy, this is Sir Edmund Sebright, a
very dear old friend of mine.”

Mrs. Golding watched them and felt
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