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DAINTY CAFE

The place where
dining out is truly
a delight
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hito the reflective quality in the child
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HOOD TO

ADVANCED AGE.

What mother has not

matter how young and puny the infant you

worried over and felt ut-
terly helpless in dealing with

will be surprised at the result CHILDREN LOVE

IT. It also replaces the lost tissue of old age. A

Props, - SHERBROOKE, P.Q.
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for Headaches,
& baby that eannot assimilate its
food, and simply will not thrive. In
bullder for any period of .tha human life. A trial will
prove more convineing than anything that can be sald™

Neuralgia and Feverish Colds.
} such a ense OLAJEN works wonders. No
ASK YOUR DRUGGIBST.
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Fletcher’s Castoria is strictly a remedy for Infants and Children.

Foods are specially prepared for babies. A baby’s medicine
is even more essential for Baby, Remedies primarily prepared
for growa-ups are not in able. It was the meed of
a remedy for the common ailments of Infants and Childrea
that brought Castoria before the public after years of research,
and 8o claim has been made for it that its use for over 30

years has not proven.

. - —=~—. . Children Cry for Fletcher’s
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~* Castoria is a harmless substitute for Castor
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What is CASTOEIA?

Paregoric,
‘and Soothing Syrups. It is pleasant. It contains

Opium, Morphine

The

“_"9'"‘ CASTORIA Awways

Bears the Signature of

* In *ﬁse For Over 30 Years

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, NEW YORK CITY

1822
Publishers,
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Here, in the eftect upon him of
beauty and of ideas communicated to
his mind by -his reading—first mani-

fested to him by the Byron revelation |

—was the mark and label of his indi-
viduality; here was the linking up of
Sabre

“Well, I can’t quite see that, sir,”" wit

| the man in whom the same habit per-

sisted; he saw much mur:.tltarly u_nd
infinitely more intensely with his mind

than with his eye. Beauty of place im-
im infinitely more vi-

the ear heard that interested him; it
was what his mind saw, questing be-

| hind the scene and behind the speech,

that interested him, and often, by the
intensity of its perception, shook him.
And precisely as beauty touched in

' him the most exquisite and poignant

depths, 8o evil surroundings, evil
faces dismayed him to the point of
mysterious ‘.:ln almost terror.

On a Sunday of his honeymoon in
London he had conceived with Mabel
the idea of a bus ride through the
streets,—"‘anywhere, the first bus that
comes’. The first bus that came took
them through South London, dodged
between main roads and took them
through miles of mean and sordid
dwelling houses.
high up sat solitary women, at others
solitary, shirtsleeved men; behind
closed windows were the faces of
children. All staring, — women and
men and children, impassively prison-
ed, impassively staring. Each house
door presented, one above the other,
five or six iron bell-knobs, some hang-
ing out and downwards, as if their
necks were broken. On the pavements
hardly a soul. Just street upon street

of these awful houses with, their im-|

prisoned m:tu?ants and the doors with
crazy bells.

An ap;}alling anpd abysmal depres-

sion settled wpon Sabre. He imagined

himself pulling the dislocated ncg’k of

| one of those bells and stepping into |

what festered behind those sinister

doors: the dark and malodorous stair- |

ways, the dark and malodorous rooms,
their prisoned occupants opening their
prisons and staring at him,—those wo-
men, those men, those chidren.
imagined himself in one of those
rooms, saw it, felt it, smelt it. He
imagined himself cutting his throat
in one gf those rooms.

At tea in their hotel on their return
Mabel cnattered animatedly on all
they had seen. “I'm awfully glad we
went. ] think it's a very good thing
to know for oneself just how that side
of life lives. Those awful people at
the windows!"”—and she laughed. He

noticed for the first time what a sud- |

den laugh she had, rather loud.

Sabre agreed. “Yes, I think it's a
f{:-nd thing to have an idea of their
ives. T can’t say I'm glad 1 went,
though. You've no idea how awiully
depressed that-kind of thing makes
me feel.”

She laughed again.  “Depressed!
How ever can it How funny you
must be!’”

Then she said, “Yes, I'm glad I've
seen for myself. You know, when
those sort of people come into your
service—the airs they give themselyes
and the way they demand the best of
everything—and then when you sec the
kind of homes they come from — 1"
¢ ;"’ffs, it makes you think, doesn’t
It.l‘l
“It does!™

But what it made Sabre think was
entirely different from what it made
Mabel think. _

V1L

“Puzzlehead” they had called him
at his preparatory school,~Qld Puz-
zlehead Sabre, the chap who always
wrinkled up his nut over things and
came out with the most extraordinary
ideas. He had remained, and increas.
ingly become, the puzzler. And pre-
cisely as he ceased to share a room
with Mabel and carried himself with
satisfaction to his own apartment, so,
by this fifth year of his married lil.e.
he had come to know well that ke
shared no thoughts with her: he car-
ried them, with increasing absorption
in their interest, to the processes of
his own mind.

An incident of those early school
dqlm had always remained with him
in its exact word® The exact words nf
a selectly famous %l;ufmur of philoso.
phy who, living the few years of his
retirement in the neighborhood of the
preparatory school, had given — jor
furg love of seeing young things and
ecling the freshness of young minds
—a weekly “talk on things” to the
small schoolboys. And whatever the
subject of his talk, he almost invari-
:E!Ir would work off his familiar cown-

“And a very good'thing (h= used to
h,y). an excellent thing, the very best
of practices, is to write a little every
day. Just a little scrap, but cultivare
the habit of doing it every day. I
don’t mean what is called keepin
dairy, you know. Don't write at
you do, There's no benefit in that. We
do things for all kinds of reason; and
it’s the reasons, not the thiogs, that
matter. Let your little M{vltﬂp be
fnmzth-ini g::iu'ﬂ thought. What you-
ve dopne, on ¥y to somemne
else; often M“ﬂ made to do it
But |what you think i

f; you write it

At open windows |

He|

WINTER COMES

., by MoClelland & Stewart, Ltd .

Toronto.
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rs:cad}-ing .
| And his small hearers desiring, like
young colts in a field, nothing so lht-
Itle as anything steadying, paid as
!much attention to this “jaw’ as to
any precept not supported by cane or
L imposition. They made of it, indeed, a
| popular school joke, “Oh, go and
| write a little every day and boil your.
welf, you ass!" But it appealed, dimly,

;tSIb]"E'I mind. He contracted the ha-
| bit of writing, in a “bagged” exercise
| book, sentences beginning laboriously
with “I thought to-day—.'" It re-
mained with him, as he grew up, in
the practice of writing sometimes id-
cas that occurred to him, as in the
case of his feelings about his books
and—much more strongly—in deliber-
atq:l‘v:, thinking out ideas. :
“*Tou yourseli. The real you'™
In the increasing solitariness of his
married life, it came to be something
into which he could retire, as into a
 private chamber; which he could put
on, as a garment; and in the privacy
| of the chamber, or within the sleeves
of the garment, he received a sense of
detachment from normal life inw
which, vaguely, he pondered things.

VIIL .

Vaguely—without solution of most
of the problems that puzzled him, and
without even definite knowledge of
the line along which solution might
lie. Here, in these cloisters of another
world—his own world—he paced a-
| mong his ideas as a man might pace
| around the dismantled and scattered
| intricacies of an intricate machine,
| knowing the parts could be put to-
gether and the thing worked usefully,
| not knowing how on earth it could be
done . . , “This goes in there, and
i that goes in there, but how on earth
: Here, into these cloisters, he
dragged the parts of all the puzzles
that ptrpltmnf him; his relations with
' Mabel; his sense, in a hundred ways as
| they came up, of the odd business that
life was; his strong interest in the soc-
1al and industrial problems, and in
| the political questions from time to
time before the public atteation,

He could be imagined assembling
the parts, dragging them in, checking
| them over, slamming the door, and—
“How on earth? What on earth?"
There was a key to all these problems.
There was a definite way of coordin-
ating the parts of each. But what?

He began to have the feeling that
in all the puzzles, not only, though
| particularly, of his own life as he had
| come-to live it, but of life in general
|as it is lived, some mysterious part
| was missing.
|  That was as far as he could get. He
| was like a man groping with his hand
through a hol# in a great door for a
key lying on the other side. Nothin
| was to be seen through the hole, an
| only the arm to the elbow could get
through it. Not the shape, of the key
nor its position was known.

But he was absolutely certain it was
there. _
~ One day he might put his hand on
it.
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CHAPTER 1V,
L

Mabel was two years younger than
Sabre, twenty-five at the time of her
marriage and just past her thirtieth
birthday when the separate rooms
were first occupied. Her habit of sud-
den laughter, rather loud, which Sabre
first noticed in comnection with their
differing  views on the mean streets
visits, was rather characteristic of her.
Her laugh came suddenly, and very
heartily, at anything that amused her
and without her first smiling or sug-
gesting by any other sign that she was
amused. And it came thus abruptly
out of a face whose expression was
normally rather severe Probably of
the same mentality was her habit of
what Sabre called “flying up.” She
“flew up" without her speech first
warming up; but of her flying up un-
liké hes sudden bdrst of laughter,
Sabre came to know certain premoni-
tory symptoms in her face. Her face
what he called “tightened.” In parti-
cular he used to notice a curious little
constriction of the sides of her nose,
rather as though invisible tweezers
were pressing it.

She had rather a long nose and this
pleased her, for she once read some.
where that ]ﬂ:‘f noses were aristocra-
tic. She stroked her nose as she read.

Her complexion was pale, though
this was perhaps exaggerated by her
colouring, which was dark. Her fea-
tures were noticeably regular and no-
ticeably refined, though her eyes were
the least little bit inclined to be prom.
inent; when Sabre married the Dean
of Tidborough's daughter, it was said

hat he had married “a good-looking
girl”; also that he had married “a
very nice girl”; those were the ex-
pressions wsed. She liked the com-
y of men and she was much liked
men (the opinion of the garrulous

a may recalled in this con-
ection). She wery much liked the
society of women of her own age or
older than herself and she was very
po r with sach. She did not like
girls, married of unmarried.

I1

Mabel belonged to that consider-
able class of who, in conver-
begin their sentences with

s or “And onl

—

i

i3
T

[qmlit:r of being well-bred. She called
the classes beneath her own standard |
|of breeding *“the lower classes,” and
|50 long as they leit her alone she
| was perfectly content to leave them
alone, In certain aspects she liked
them. She liked *“a civil tradesman™
| immensely; she liked a civil char-
|woman immensely; and she liked a
tcivil workman immensely. It gave her
|as much pleasure, real pleasure that
!shr felt in all her emotions, to receive
| civility from the classes that min1--|
itered to her class—servants, trades- |
t people, gardeners, carpenters, plumb- |

|

| ers, postmen, policemmen—as to meet
lany one in her own class. It never oc-
curred to her to reckon up how enor-
imously varied was the class whose
happy fortune it was to minister to
ner class and she would not have been
in the remotest degree interested if
any one had told her how numerous
the class was. It never occurred to
her that any of these -people had
homes and it never oceurred to her

=

that the whole of the lower classes |

| Dressed Spruce

New stocks of select grades from the
best mills in Quebec and New Brunswick.

ALLAN LUMBER (0.

VICTORIA STREET. "Phone 1042.
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hved withnut acy margin at all be- |
yond ke:ping their homes together,
or that ii they stopped working they
lnst their homes, or that they ﬁmktd
forward to nothing beyond their work
ing vears because there was nothing
bevond their werking vears for them
to look forward to. Nor would it have
interested her in the remlcst degree |
to hear this. The only fact she knew |
about the lower classes was that they |
were disgustingly extravagant and |
spent every penny they earnced. The
woman across the Green wlho did her
wathing had six children and a hus-
band who was an agricultural labour;
er and earned eighteen and sixcence
a week. These eight lived in three
irooms and “if you pleasc” they ac-
| tually bonght a gramophone! Maliel |
‘nstanced 1t for vears after shie [iret |
neard it. Ths idea ot that class of
person-spending money on anvthing |
to make their three rooms lively of
jan evemng was scandalous to Mabel
She heard of the gramophone out-
rage in 1008 and she was still instanc- |
ing it in 1912, “And those are the |
| people, mind you,” she said in 1913, |
“that we have to buy these National |
Insurance stamps for!”

111.

stalled.

Mabel was not demonstrative. She| PHONE D4.
had no enthusiasms and no sympath-|

tes. Enthusiasms and sympathies in

166.

other people made her laugh with her
characteristic burst of sudden laugh-
ter. It was not, as with some persons,
that matters calling for sympathy
made her impatient,—as wvery robust
people are oftem intensely impatient |
with sickness and infirmity. She ne-
ver would say, “l have no patience
with such and such or so and so.”|
She had plenty of patience. It was |
| simply that she had mo imagination |
whatsoever. Whatever she saw or|
heard or read, she saw or heard ur|
read exactly as the thing presented |
itself. If she saw a door she saw
merely a piece of wood with a handle
and a keyhole. It may be argued that|
a door 15 mere¥ a plece of wood with |
a handle and a keyhole, and that is
what Mabel would have argued. But
a door is in fact that most intriguing
mystery in the world because of what |
may be the other side of it and of |
what goes on behind it. To Mabel no-
thing was on the other side of any-
thing she saw and nothing went on
behind it.

(To be Continued.)
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Prepared Bituminous Coal

for use in Furnaceés, Quebec Heaters and
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$15.00 PER TON

SOWARDS COAL CO

PHONE
UP-TOWN OFFICE: McGALL'S CIGAR BTORRE
PHONE §11.
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We are offering a nﬁnlbﬁr of Conmecticut Phone Head Sets,
3000 ohm at $8.00. These are high-grade and worth $8.00.
Radio and Electric supplies of all kinds. Complete seta in-

Halliday Electric Co.

CORNER KING AND PRINCESS 8BTS,

GRAVES BROS.

PLUMBING, TINSMITHING, STEAM HEATING,
HOT AIR AND HOT WATER HEATING

All work given our personal careful attention.
HOUSE FURNISHING HARDWARE
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AEROPLANES.
WHEELBARROWE,
KIDDIE KARS.

Willing to Try

A Highiander who prided himself
on being able to play any tune on
the pipea perched himself on the |
slde of one of his native hills one
Sunday morning and commenced |
blowing for all he was worth, Pres-|
ently the minister came along and. |
golng up to MacDougall with the m*li
tention of severely reprimanding him,
asked In a very harsh voice: “Mac-
Dougall, do you know the Ten Com- L SR S ——
mandments?”’ MaecDougall scratcned | Lhink you've beat me? Just whistle
iz chin for A moment, and then in the first three or four bars, and I'l!
an equally bharsh wvoice, ga'd: D's Rae a try at IL”

NAVY CUT

,‘
TODDLE-BIKES,
BLEIGHS.
CHILD'S SETS.
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CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK—THE PRICES ARE VERY LOW

Lemmon & Sons
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