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You need this coat /K’MMMM

nearly every day in the year
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Whether you golf or motor or drive, skate or snowshoe
or walk, the most useful item of your wardrobe will

be one of the \\%&
v&\ :
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Coats :;

X AMINE one at your local merchant’s : S
and you will agree that nothing you own I8 i 2

more beautifully made nor more exquisitely % o it
finished. Try one on, and you see that it has the snug, A B
stylish fit your taste exacts. Subject it to hard wear et
and learn that it retains its new, smart shapeliness.
It must do that, for our Pen-Angle knitting process /
shapes these improved sweater coats into permanent
fit. Thus they cannot become saggy or ill-fitting, as
many garments do that resemble them in appearance
only when brand-new. You will be lastingly satisfied
with the sweater coat that bears this trademark.
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MADE BY
Penmans Limited e
PARIS, CANADA 5/ 4
Underwear, Hosiery and nd ;

Sweaters

For men, women and children.
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DRINK HEARTY

You will be delighted with the flavor of invigorating, sparkling

STERLING ALE

The New Reinhardt Product.

Keep it on ice in your refrigerator—it is absolutely
chill-proof—or call for it-any time you feel thlrstv

STERLING ALE—free from sediment, is brewed
solely from the finest malt, selected hops and pure
sterilized water,

Brewed and bottled in the most sanitary and
up-to-date plant in Canada, by

REINHARDTS’ OF TORONTO

Inspection Invited.

ﬁREINHARDTS”
oF TORONTD.
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passed noiselessly through the window
and into the room. The man by the
table did not hear her soft tread, and
all  self-consciousness, all scruples,
dropped from her as she reached his
side.

“If you love him, tell him the truth

love is the greatest thing in the
world.”

1he words echoed and re-echoed in her
brain, and she put her hand gently on
Giles’ arm.

“Monsieur,” she said, “I—want to tell
you—something.” At her touch he
started violently, and looked up at her,
the haggard misery of his face stabbing
her a.fresh with pain.

“Sylvia!” he stammered, that was all,
and his eyes looked hungrily up into
her face, with a mute appeal in their
depths which at last she understood.

“I—I’ve got to come and tell you—
because you—won’t—tell me,” she fal-
tered, her eyes falling before his.

“Won’t tell you what?’ he
hoarsely.

“What—what—I’ve got to tell you,”
she answered, “only—it is so—hard to
say it, and—I—am afraid.”

“Afraid of me, little girl.” A great
tenderness rang in his voice, his hands
all at once caught and held her hands.
“You are mot afraid of me. Can’t you
look on me as—your father, and tell
me 2

“I can’t look on you as my father,”
she answered, mischievously, a whimsi-
cal smile flashing out over her face, “be-
cause—you see—I don’t want you for
a father any more. I want—I mean—
I've come to tell you—I—oh! monsieur,
I can’t say it—it is too hard, but—can’t
you understand—oh! can’t you under-
stand.”

With the childish impulse of her
younger days, she flung her arms about
his neck, and laid her soft face against
his, and in a lightning flash Giles un-
derstood.

Gathering her closely into his arms,
he held her to him as if he would never
let her go, kissing her cheeks, her brow,
her lips, with tender, lingering kisses.

“Did vou mean to tell me wou tovec
me like this?” he whispered.

“Like this,” she answered, softly, her
lips touching his in their turn, “you
wouldn’t ever tell me—and I had to tell
you—bhecause love is the greatest thing
in the world, and I could not let it go.”

“We cannot either of us let it go, dear
heart,” he said. “We will keep it—al-
ways and always—my little girl—my
queen—my wife!”

THE END.

Arbroath Defined

Arbroath, 25th September, 1912.

Editor, CANADIAN COURIER:

asked,

Sir,—In your issue of 3rd August,
1912, Mr. Augustus Bridle in discussing
the personality of Mr. David McNicoll,
states “Fourteen years of that time he
put in around home and at school in
Arbroath—some undefined little burg in
Scotland as mysterious as Craigenput-
tock.”

Your correspondent is apparently not
a student of Scottish history or he
would know that Arbroath was well
known to ancient Scottish kings and
King Robert the Bruce summoned his
fnst Scottish Parliament to meet in the
Arbroath Abbey on 4th April, 1320, and
from that assembly transmitted to the
Pope a document which Sir Walter Scott
describes as worthy of being written in
letters of gold and which declared the
independence of Scotland.

Around such historical surroundings
as are to be found in Arbroath, David
MecNicoll could not otherwise than be
imbued with liberty and independence
which has enabled him to rise as so ably
put in your correspondent’s article.

Arbroath was also a pioneer in rail-
way work in this country, as the Ar-
broath and Dundee line was one of the
first to be opened. By the year Mr.
David McNicoll opened his eyes in Ar-
broath the third station for the town
was in course of erection, and railways
and railway work were booming in and
around Arbroath. Fourteen years amid
such surroundings no doubt developed
the talent which has been instrumental
in Luilding up the Canadian line.

Arbroath still forges ahead and two
years ago a large new station was




