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After the coinplete surprise
caused by the sight of her trotting
up the path to the front door, Lré-
veling bag in hand bad quiet®d
somewhat and her recovery l[tom ak
enthuslastic reception, Misz Weston
remarked: | say, Fanoie, | noticed
riding wp from the siation tbat ihis
is & pretly fine litt'e town. | had
no idea vyou were so modern. Grea:
for you and the coildren, lsn't J@7
Your main «treet ig & model: and
bless me her glance swept the
room, “if Yyou haven't electric
lights in the house: Why, »du
rever told us a thing about being
#o0 up to date.”
“You should know by th's time,”’
Mrs. Shepard replid listlssly “that
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Have installed inn their vault a nest of

SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES

If vou have any

Wills, Title Deeds, Morigages, Insurance Policles,
T  or Other Valuables

th* should be lodged in—ene of these boxes

The Attention of Farmers and Residents of the
Couniry

i« drawn to the Security these Salety Deposit

Bakes aflord against

foss of Valuable Documents ete. by Fire or Theft

For further particulars and information apply to

P. €. STEVENSON, Manag

er,

KINGSTON, Ontario.

a packet of Edwards’
Soup into the pot or\
pan when you are
making that stew—or

that hash or sauce, or whatever it 1s,

Let it boil for at least balf an hour.
home-made Irish soup will ma

You'll find that the
ke your pet recipes tastior

+ than ever, by bringing out their full flavour. :

DWARDS
< SOUPS

J5e. per pac

cated Sonf s are mads vm (hree vavielies—
. White The Brown variety ta @ thich,
nourighing sof P presarved from beef and freah wegs-

Edwardas' n""
Browws, Toma

fubles

Tha ther

fwo nre purcly wegelible sewups.

Lots of dainty view dishes in our new Cook Book.
Write for- a copy, post free.

W. G. PATRICK & OOM'PANY,

Representatives for the Province nf

' VW HEN the fun/is over
your romp |
fit.  You want ‘someéthing nouri

RO

ntario.

n the winter air,

m:_mlhing that will digest easily—something

Cowan’s is all that.

It is pure cocoa ground from
YOUR GROCER HAS IT
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“Oh, '] gures we kpow that,
but—" Sudden’y Mes Wesion's
glapnce . became SUSPICIOUS “Of
course vou're reconciled to Tom’s
iatest venture, aren’'t you, since
you've got nicely settled, acquainted
around, | suppose, and started the
shildren to school [oT the —how
many times is it, Faonie. since
school days teran for them?”

“Four,” dully

“You like it here?
eyed her Keeniy.

] like #t. yes; but 1 liked Lhe
other towns, too, didn’t 17 I'd
come near loving any of them, if |
ived in them long enough to call
yne home Come up to your room,
Joan. 1 can’t talk tefore the chil-
dren.”

When they cntered the bright,
airy bedroom the listlessness which
hadl =oveloped her was gone.

“Joan,” ahe cried stormily , I
could hug you for coming. I've
been dying to talk to some one. |
wouldn't write @ on mother's ac-
eount. [ told you 1 lked this town.
But, Joan. it's a case of moving on
again, way south this time.
s though I'm not shut off cnough
from gl of you as it ja. Don’t im-
agine |1 wouldn't go to the antipodes
with Tom: if 1 had any assurance
‘hat he'd stick, hut when our home
pract:cally is In trunks and pecking
-ases I'd rather be trave!ling around
near you folks than going where
we're off for now. | wouldn't seem
go alope, somiehow. And, Joah,
the sum som got from h's [ather's
estate s gett'ng dreadfully small
and not & thing to show for it. Tom
's making good money, but be's
got the land fever now, and he's
going south to raise pecans, |
hink, or farm or something, and
he's never had a ho= or a rake in
iis band in his life to amount to
anvthinog. He's alwafs de'ested the
eqountry, anyway."”

At last Mrs. Shephard paused.
Her eyes took aon a faraway, troub-
look. S8he sat with her chin
gropped im her hands, staring out
the w'ndow. Then there wWas @
certain squaring of Miis Wiston's
shoulders.

“Fannle,” she =aid, “has il ever
struck you that its time you stop-
od making a fcol of yourself? fJt's
about time you cCame Lo Your sensce
and ceased giving in to these idiotic
and extravagan! whims of Tom's.
vo, wait!” as oer sister ralsed a

Miaa Weston

‘eprecatory hand. “The first move
eemed all right to us, becavse we
new Tom was beltering bimself.
But we've discovered he'll never be
antisfied Im any corner of God's
arth. There'll be always some
place for Tom just a little bit bet-
ter. And, Faunie, this ‘whither
thou goest, 1 wiHl go,” Is all right
sometimes, but it's pretiy ' poor
logle in'your case. There's no jus-
e In it and I8 time to cut it out.
Mor pliy's sake be frm this tijng
ird think of the childrem. L

“I'm alwass thinkimg of them,™
wearily. “It's all right to talk,
Joan, but | camn’'t have a row with
Fowm. He's my husband. and it
-aams to mwe that no matter what
e did I'd love him just the same.’
Miss Westog's spnifi was sareastic.
‘Nery lovely of vou, I'm sure, but just
s little  short | sightede—don’t you
think ? Fannie,” she”went ‘on-as Mrs.
Shephard looked it her guestioning:-
ly, “il vou lo ‘om w0 vou're doing
tno very worgt, thing poasible in humor-
ing him: m't you know he'll never
amount io apything as long as he's
a rolling stone ? It's only a question

a little shadow of contempt. Oh, yes,
it willbound ‘to. Then, my dear, do
vou wanl your children to grow up
and despise their father ? Perhaps de-
test him when thev realize all be has
deprived them of, beeause it's a down-
right deprivation botching up their
sducation the way yon fwo nare,

“Don’t | kpow it ?" Mrs. Shephard
waiied, “‘but what under the sun am |
todo? W T tell Tom [ won't go—I
have beiore—thers'll’ be a dreadiul
ltirm* io go through."

and Enu"re d out with

's will make you feel

ing after an cvening's exercise —
will let

you sleep well.
m. " I :

of time when -inta vour love will ereep|

“Thom't  tell  hm voul won t | oo,
crisply . Tell hima sou'll inliow him,
[ hen !'ilu[_ih[ iV [y & doses uf "in‘!,t'
birssedness mm a sirange couwat r
“.I'!I."I"" he Wrilecs it .'Il-'l 1:;bl‘[1n-'-h, L
I'H." H\'mtuull_. '-'I-I” ar l 1.|1.|r|.t K i om
anvthing about a man ﬁﬁ ham  of
until he gets a siege o il. Then wrile
and tell bim that youw re mot going st
all.

“h ."I-I:
».-.;;ur-u.ﬂ_" i lhere was almasst ]
lu.lr["-:' in her I ll--ﬂ-T
Tom will copsent Lo goO alone and

“Won't he * Just trv him Mat
love of wapnderning that’s im him will
i the I-J.:ll._'l...I ¥

And it turmed out Mins Wesion
right. Neturally Tom objected sirem-
uul.l.ﬂh' al hrst. "_'I- dﬂf‘l’l'ﬂ. how & oeT,
he began putting forth the fwct that
Ming Weston kept so promineally to
the fromt that ere many months had
passed annge and the chikiren would
Jniu ham. 'l‘ll.'lhnl'ﬂ:l'. he conceded, Joan
was :‘m‘hl_ the children should fmish
the school term. By the time the hoh
dave came he would have the new
bome ready for them P

So. about 1 month after oiw arrival
of Miss Weslon, Fannie, the children
and she had the house to thanselves.
“You're mot going to gel nd ol me
vet,” she iniormed her aster. “Not
until your rolling stone rolls hack
here for keeps. The first glum letter
yvou had from him, il vou were alone,
you'd ba for packing and going; but
not while I'm here, my dear.” .

And. indeed, during the montha
that followed it was well she Wwas
here. Enthusigstic letters came
froin Tom describing the “gloriouns
country.”” Onece he wrote “I'd give
anvthing if you were here; the
climate s the greatest ever.  Only

rleEfris =iy dlrniﬂ-li, i--nn '. “\‘
el |
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trouble i it g'ves ore such a conr|,

raundedly enormous appetite and 1
den't gt eny homey things to sat-
8.y L

Mo, 1 guess not,”” Miss Weston
remarked when Fannie read this
part of the litter aloud. "Now, cut
out vour ‘poor Tom' business, Fan-
nie Jurst 1emember that he dido't
have any kick on th.s climate; and
{ he's up againat the food question
pretty hard. so much the betlter.
Nothing will bring ‘a man 1o his
sapses quicker than his stomach.
When vou are writing 1'm going 1o
give you a few questions to ask
nim about his ‘glorious country.’ "

Questions which brought forth
tke information that the nearest
own wos eight miles off, his near-
st neighbor a balf, the distriet
chool two.

“Pine wn't 11?" sald Mias Wse-
£on. “It would be truly ‘glorious
‘or vou and the biessel yYoungsters.
You notite he isn't harping so much
on the climate .don't you? BStom-
ach's grumbling. Oh—! Suggests
you take the children out of school,
ah? Fannie Ehephard, you ve got Lo
kign A stiff upper Hp for two
ronihs mofe: them give Mr. Tom
‘ke plece of news thal's liable to
rake his mind off the climate for a
vhile."”

But, be'oe a month had gons
Tom wrote that he must insist upon
“annie com'ng to him. “It jan'tL
cs théugk the childrem were at an
~gs where breaking in on the school
term really mattered ‘It"s lonely
here, deucedly so. 1 can't seem
o set my mind to'my work. 1 can
accomplish wonders, | know, when
you are here to help and advise.™

“You see, Joan,"” Fanunie's face was
quivering, “pow he depends on me
and wants me?"

[ gee, Fannie Shepbard that thal
-great’ climate has givem your hus-
band an enlarged nerve. When did
he ever take your advice? Hes he
ever llstened to you? No! The
whole thing in & nutshell is that
he's dissstisfied as usual—aick of
the country and I'll venture 1o say
if you were goose emough to go to
him you'd find he hessa another
Utopia up his sleeve. The time
Fas come for you to write that -jet-
ter we've talked about.”

The next day the following letten
went south:

‘1 have put off writing you on the
sabject of my going to you. dread -
ing to tell you what I feel for your
children's sake, for the sake of our
happiness in the Tuture. 1 must
tell you, Tom, I'm not go'ng goutly
o you. I feel, | know. that it s
only & question of time and you'll
iira of your ‘glorious’ country, just
as you tired of this dear little town,
and the town before it and the one
before that. 1'm weary of being a
tramp, Tom; weary of making wan-
derers of my children. If you will
not come to me and make for thent
and me a home, mot a stoppimg
place, then 1 must vo it alone.” ~

There was no reply to this letter
as, the days passed. Even Misg
Weston became a little alarmed at
iha silence: and for the first time
asked herself, &6 she came from the
postoffice one day empty-handed, if
she had done the wise thing inter-
ferrirng. “They were happy In
their way, | suppose,’”’ she murmur
ed: “but still""—a thought of what
the fature inevitably would bave
meant 1o her—"No 1 did right, 1
kpmow it. Taom would only—"

Then as she turnmed round a cor-
uer suddenly she was looking
straight st Tom. suitcase in band
and he was looking <back at Fev
smiling sheepishly.

“Well.,” be said brilliantly as his
hand went owt. “I'm back.™

“And-—about—time, Tom Bhep-
hard! Why didn't you write? Don’t
you know you've just beemn tortuirng
Fannie? here are you golng?"”
as he started forward..

“Home'” he anawered, and In his
voleé was a mnote that had nekbr
been in Tom Sherhard's volce jbe-
fore. “CGuess | know what -1}
means—really, now.! And, Joam,
after I've seen Fannie and  the
youngsters 1'm going to see |If
Mr. Tarrant won't take me on

.~ 1 think.' humbly, “sioce

Fannie talked plain English, 1 be

with almaost anything at

first. | say, Joan, 1 can’t wait for

you. Feel as though an airship

wouldn't be fast emough. So long
for & little while.”

‘“wWell, T never!” Miss Weston ex-
claimed as she was left behind.
“Cool, | must say, bat still—" her
smile was radiant—"'1 Hke it. Looks
good for Fannie and the children.”™
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A wonderful help in enter-
taining during the Winter

Coming 1 from the wintry cold voor [riends will appreciate the
quitkness, convenience, and hardiness of Oxo Cubes

L] \':-'-;-_.' =
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A tin of cubes and hot witer, and ia one minnte you can offer each of
your friends a steaming cup of deliciovs Oxo—that will warm aad
t-ruu:n- every fibre of their bodies.
Better thap beef tea and much more nourishing—each cube the
‘same in size, in strength, in Bavour, and ia goodness.
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A “Soft Goods” Season
in Clothes

LLEAR finished worsteds will always be worn by men who want long
service from their clothes,.but the soft, phabie woollen

abl {abrics for
Overcoats and Ulsters -will be ‘a feature of the season.

There is a trend towards drapable, shapable Bniti
efiects of subdued type, which are graceful and

sh with pattern

woollens,

effeciive garments.
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The -Chinchilla cloth for Ulsters and
o

not wear sa well, but they are

garment, quite English-looking, and we

in the finest weaves at from
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I'he many styles which are impossible to describe here can
store, with never a hint of urping nor insistence 1o l!'a:-_'._

BIBBYS LIMITED,

.Kingston, Ontario.

be seen at our

ealion, in an address at Lomdon, Fng-
land

Unioms, comtinoed the lecturer,
seased am important medicinal
which vould not be overlooked.

They were considered a cure for
skin dissases, and’' when eaten late at
night are the finest form of antidote
fur sleepl ences

Mr. Bean, had a good deal 10 say,
ton, om the subject ol potatoes

-\.hhul.‘ﬂ:h Lheyv wWere known 1o he
no fewer than three hundred methods
of eooking potaioes, the ol pne
thods practiced in England  were
boiling and hnhilnu and irying.

The main nutfitive gualitees of po-
taloes existed immeclintely under the
ﬁh ﬁd e #ﬂ-ﬂ' lost h_!.' |‘ﬂl'.,"1,-l-'ﬂl..h
neeling.

| AFTER COUGHING MONTS |

Brooklyn, NX.Y., Woman Found Re-|
lief in Vimol.

id vou ever vough for a week?
Thea just think how distressing it
must.- be to have a cough hang om
'rl:‘.l'-l' lhrﬂh mﬂlﬂ.hl 4

Mr=. Maria Primrose, of 87 Newell
stréet, Neooklya, N.Y., says: "I
kad a very bheavy oold which seitied
into a chromie cough which kept me
awnke nights for fully three months,
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i tL rumbined action of the
medicinal olements cods’ livers njdﬂli
b+ the bhlood-making and strength-
: ~ of : -
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Miss GABY l'l“'.i:_l ™.
ihe noted dancer. whose beamty dagzled the king of Portugal, and whe
rereived many precious crowmn gems and muoch jewelry. Sitting is Harry
Pilcer, her dancisg partner, and on ihe right (laremee Harvey, the
comedian, She arrived in Amevica s few weeks ago, snd will be in
{'#é m;- - e
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