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| 'Sabre had always thought H.riﬁ;l"ltl
| Effie would be wonderful with old
| Mrs. Perch, He wrote long letters 1o |
| Young Perch, telling him how much |
| more than wonderful Bright Effie was. |
. Effie mothered Mrs. Perch and man- |
aged her and humoroured her in l!
| way that not even Young Perch him-
self could have bettered. In that as. |
tounding fund of humour of hers, re- |
flected in those sparkling eyes, even
Mrs. Perch’s most querulously violent
attacks were transformed into matter
| for whimsical appreciation, delightfully
Mﬁlﬂﬂlﬂri | and most lovingly dealt with. When

“I

| the full, irritable, inconsequent flood
' of one of Mrs. Perch’s moods wmuldr

The simplest way to end a
corn is ?ﬂu:-j:_—-'_ A touch
stops the pain instantly. Then
the corn I]r‘uﬂe.rns and comes
out, Made in a colorless
clear liquid (one drop does
it!) and in thin plasters. The
action is the same.

Pain Sto X Instantly |

R i

N Nn'2 i be launched upon her in Sabre's pres.
NNu3

ence, she would turn a dancing eye to- j
,.,-“'.nm Na 3 Tor Ohronlc Waaknssses | ‘-'rarl"_l him and immtdialtly she could
E;;'-E{ %ﬁgﬁﬂéﬂéﬁ “*"; '.":':l.'::.',:#*ﬂ::;a | \?1'::[1 :nr? ”*l: }turrem;{nd w;u!dhhegin.

e e MARNES N | ~Now, look here re. erch, you
BAIT. GOYT. STAMF AFFILES 70 GEWULAR PACERTE ; ' - A
i o g !km}w perfectly well— ™; and in two

| her astounding fund of humour was
' based upon her all-embracing capacity
| was always happy. Nothing of that
| wanting something look was ever to
IRONS, TOASTERS, !
PERCOLATORS, ETC. J
But—the old difficulty—many had love
| himself and Nona: and yet were trou-

| for love. That was why it was so as.
| be seen in Effie's shining eyes. She
MIS-CAN-AD-A YACUUM | 2

¥ ——— . | | minutes the old lady would be molli-
 tounding in its depth and breadth and

| had the secret of life. Watching her

CLEA_NERS One rvcnirég' he asked her a most |

I fied and happy.
| compass. Sabre liked immensely the
face while they talked, he came to be-
extraordinary question, shot out of
ic Co
Burke Electric Co.

Marvellous Effie! Sabre used to

H & t think; and of course it was because
* | | hali-whispered talks with her while

pp ances | | Mrs. Perch dozed in her chair. Effie

lieve that the secret, the thing miss.

- ing in half the faces one saw, was love.

him without intending it, discharged

out of his questing thoughts as by a

72 Princess Street. Phone 428,

' hidden spring suddenly touched by
groping fingers,
“Effie, do you love God "
Her surprise seemed to him to be |
more at the thing he had asked than |
l at its amazing unexpectedness and am- |

S P T —— TP irrelevancy. “Why, of course, I |
do, Mr. Sabre,” !

IF YOUR STOMACH | Wiy Vo vou? .

She was utterly at a loss. “Well, of |

I Nl A "NG RIGH‘I‘ | course I do.” |
| He said rather sharply, “"Yes, but |
B[ﬁl" ]' G ]_s| why? Have you ever asked yourself |

| why? Respecting, fearing, trusting,
| that’s understandable. But love, love,
: i W
Pimples Are Impurities Seeking ln.|
OUntlet Through Skin

you know what love is, don’t you?
lores,

'hat's love got to do with God " - |
She said in simple wonderment, as |
| one asked what had the sun to do with
light, or whether water was wet,
“Why, God is love.”

He stared at her.

VIl
The second Christmas of the war

Fimples, sorea and boils usually
result from toxins, poisons and im- |
purities which are generated in the |
bowels and then absorbed into the

|
:;mdufﬂﬂl;.: E;h&;a::guﬂ:i:ﬂ::“iﬂ came. The evening before the last day
hﬂi |

Canada, 1822, by MeClelland & Btewart, L.t

incorruptible from the corruptible,

sustain the body. | of the Old Year was to have given Sa-

It is the function of the kidneys to | bre a4 rare pleasure to which he had
filter impurities from the blood and | been immensely looking forward. He
cast them out in the form of urine, was to have spent it with Mr. Fargus.
but in many jnstances the bowels cre- The old chess and acrostic evenings
Rte more toxine and impurities than | hardly ever happened now. Mr. Far.
the kidueys can eliminate; then the | cus, most manifestly unfitted for the
blood uses the skin pores as the next exposures of such a life, had become a

bert means of getting rid of these : : ; ;
impurities, 'l'hlr:g often break out all i! special constable, He dﬁf“&iﬁ::fﬂﬁ

| the Garden Home.
over the skin in the form of pimples. | ;
The surest way to clear the skin of | 4uty, he told Sabre, because he had

these erupfions, says a noted author- | N0 work to do by day and’could there-
ity, is to get from any pharmacy | fore then take his rest Younger men
about fouy ounces of Jad Salts and | who were in offices and shops hadn't
take a tablespoonful in a glass of | the like advantage. It was only fair

Water each morning before break-| e should help in the hours help was

fast for one week. This- will help st wanted. Sabr id it :
prevent the formation of toxins in 1I-m| ;:}f: I-n“:?“; 'bu: Lfrsfl;?::gu‘:ﬂ:;g I:;‘l:

boweis. It also stimulates the kid- : :
ney., thus coaxing them to filter the | '7¢e Miss Farguses still at home re-

blood of impurities and clearing the | Plicd, when Sabre ventured this opin-
skin of pimples. | 1on to them, - that Papa was much

Jad Salts is inexpensive, and is  stronger than any one imagined, also
made from the acid of grapes and  that they agreed with Papa that one
lemon juice, combined with lthia. | ought to do in the war, not what one
Here you have a pleasant, efferves- wanted to do, but what was most re-

cent drink which usually belps make! ... - _
pimples disappear, quired to be done; finally that, being

__ | at home by day, Papa could help, and
' liked helping, in the many duties about

| the house now interfered with by the
- enlistment of the entire battalion of
| female Farguses in work for the war.
|(}ne detachment of female Farguses
had leapt into blue or khaki uniforms
| and disappeared into the voracious bel-
| ly of the war machine: the remainder
- of the battalion thrust their long legs
| into breeches and boots and worked
|at home as land girls. Little old Mr.

§ | Fargus in his grey suit, and the startl-

; jtd child Kate with one hand still up
1

her back in search of the errant apron
string “did"” what the battalion used
to do and were nightly, on the return
of the giant land girls, shown how
' shockingly they had done it.

. Rare, therefore, the old chess and
| acrostic everfngs and most keenly an-
ticipated, accordingly, this— the first
for a fortnight—one the eve of New
Year'’s Eve, It was to have been a real
long evening; but it proved not very
long. It was to have been one in which
the war should be shut out and for.
gotten in the delights of mental twists
ings and slowly puffed pipes; it prov-
ed to be one in which “this frightful
warl” was groaned out of Sabre’s spi-
rit in emotion most terrible to him.
At ten o'clock profound gymnastics
of the mind in search of a hidden word
beginning with ¢ and ending with |
were interrupted by the entry of the
startled Kate. One hand writhed be-
tween her shoulders for the apron
string, the other held a note. “Please,
Mr. Sabre, I think it's for ‘you, Mr,
Sabre. A young boy took it to your
house and said you was to have it

most particular, and please, your Re-
becca sent him on here, please.”

“For me? Who on earth—}"

He opened it. He did not recognize
the writing on the
not the remotest idea—It was a jolly
evening . . . could Enamel be that
word in ¢ and 1?7 He unfolded it. Ah!

“Freddie’s killed. Please do come at
once. 1 think she's dying—E. B.»

envelope. He had | ha

CHAPTER VIIL
I

He was alone in the room wnere

e ——— -

} to live on here. out of the
¢ supportably beset by
Y the war yet ' -
oung ‘Perchl How in pity was
| 2 on living out of the war. now that |
| the war had taken Young Perch and |
I killed old Mrs. Perch and shut this re. ’
| fuge from its oppression? He must get |
in. He eould not endure it. He could |
| not, could not. |
Ten minutes past three. There was |
perceptible to L no change in that |
| lace upon the He brought al

[
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Mrs. Perch lay,—not even Effie. Ope
o'clock: This war! He had thought
to shut it away for a night, and hLere
was the inconceivable occupation to - s : |
which it had brought hrm'Pa"mr in | ‘amp from the dressing table and look- |
s T o L i T T ed Cat sher, shading the lLight with Lis |

s 2 " | nand. Impenetrable mask! Profound

The doctor had been and was com- | fy 2 ST “"‘1 b I
ing again in the and awful mystery. Much more than a |

morning. 1 here was r f . o

: + . : | house that dreadiully engrossed spirit

nothing to be done he had said: just | : 52 e e
watch her. |

Was preparing to leave, This meagre |
Watch het? How long ha<d he been|

:-I. W

1 &

torm, scarcely discernible beneath the !

- G 3 overlel, had been its fortress, once |

l‘iﬂfllﬂg at the fﬂl‘-' of ThE huge -t”,ri__:uu'lrr i fd.rj Jeen 1 - 5 TE

. : | new, once strong. once beautiful, once

the biggest bed he had ever scen-—and | e A :

& i | by its garrison proudly fought, splen-

what was there to watch? Sheé ' gave no | . .3 \ gy

sign. She scarcely seemed to breathe didly defended, added to, enlarged, ad-
- ] gl - e .

y orned. Then past its glory, past atten-

He would not have recognized her| ", i > "
face. It had the appearance of a mask. |tion.  Then crembling, then decaying: |

nrF |
' Now t ndoned. It ha own |
"Sinking,"” the doctor had said. In | .‘rg“t L?rfts:aha s.r[ih? Iggitdtthcr?:'k:;e es
process here before his eyes, but not | 8'c4t Elresses and al 4 ' Bts |

d : |

to be seen by them, awiul and myster. | 2"d Withstood them; assaults and de.- |
: o e | feated them. O vanity! It had but tem-

tous things, Death with' practised fin- Nclea aTtE it Tina’s’ Baats
. p OTISe rit > anqQu . n :

gers about his awiul and mysterious | ” Feg- Sy, gl PG
surgery of separating the spirit from | had camped these many years about s |
g O | walls, in ceaseless'investment, with de- !

the flesh, the soul from the be v, the| : -
; | sultory attacks, but with each attack |

: | iwesting closer. Now a most terrible |
_IE '-"?U“f not * : assault had breached the citadel. The
I.::I'm;[ 1€ . - lJfFI-*-H.' ;1" I’;' ‘“]rT'"""_ ""*rI'r"'J ress no longer could be defended. Its |
ind watcher of such a finality? t |
was not real. ;It was an hallucination, |
He was not really here. The morning

be! There was not a

garrison was withdrawing from that
place and handing it over to destruc.
tion.

— and days and weeks and years -
would come, and he would that | IV,
this never had really happened |

But Young Perch was dead. ¥ wng| There was some strange scund in |
Perch was killed. It was real. He was | the room. He had dozed in a chair.
here. This war! | Some strange sound, or had he imag-
| mned 1t? He sat up tensely and listen-
' ed. It was her breathing, a harsh and
|Ia.hm'.rrll sound. He stepped. quickly
| to the bred and looked and then ran|
into the passage and called loudly,
“Effic! Effie!”

Frightening, terrible, agonizing. He
was kneeling on one side of the bed,
Effie at the other. The extreme mom-
ent was come to her that lay between
them. She was moaning. He bowed his
face imo his hands. The sound of her
moaning was terrible to him- That in- |
habitant of this her body had done its
preparations and now stood at the
door in the darkness, very frightened.
It" wanted to go back. It had been
very accustomed to being here. It
could not go back. It did not want to
shut the door, The door was shutt-
INg. i

1
KITDw

He had gone downstairs with the
d"'lftﬂl' and had remained there EOME
little time after his departure. FEffie
had been left kneeling by the |rr‘l'_f-J
When he came back she was sound as-
leep where she knelt, worn out The
news had come on the previous even.
ing. This was Effic's second night
without sleep. Now she was over.
come; collapsed; suffocated and bound |
and gagged in the opiates and bonds |
she had for thirty hours resisted. He |
touched her. She did not stir He |
shook her gently; still no response. He |
lifted her up and carried her along the !
passage to the room he knew to be|
hers; laid her on her bed and covered |
her with a quilt. Inconceivable occu- |
pation. Was all this really happening? !

Two o'clock. He went to look at
Effle, still in profound slumber. Why |
awaken her? Nothing could be done;
only watch. He returned to his vigil, |

Yes, Mrs. Perch was sinking. More |
pronounced now that masklike aspect
of her face. Yes, dying, He spoke the| feehle Mrs. Perch with her fumbling
word to himself. “Dying.” As of 2| hands and her moving lips, Look here,
fire in the grate gone to one dull SPark | Young Perch would - never allow her
among the greying ashcs: It is outi| even to cross a road without him!
it cannot burn again: So life here too | How in pity was she to take this fright
far retired, too deeply sunk to struggle | 4 step? He twisted up all his emo-
back and vitalise again that hue, thost | lons intc &n appeal of tremendous in.

lips, that masklike effigy. I tensity. “Young Perch! Come heres!

Profound and awful m, tery. \,'.,-'jth,l Your mother! Young Perch, come
in that form was in process a most| here!” i ‘
dreadful activity., The spirit was pre-| Telling it, once, to Nona, he said. “I
paring to vacate the habitation it had | don’t know what happened. 'I‘hr_y talk
50 long occupied. It gave no sign. The | about self-hypnotism. Perhaps it was
better to hide irs preparations it had | that, T know I made a most frightiul
drawn that mask about the face. Sev_ | effort saying ‘“Young Perch." ] '“".i 0,
enty years it had sojourned here: uuw: I could see her—that poor terrified _
it was bound away. Seventy years it| thing: something had to be done. |
had been known to passers-by through | Some one had to go to her. I said it |
the door and windows of this its habi- | like in a nightmare, bursting to p;:;-l.
tation; now, deeply retired within the | out of it, ‘Young .P"Eh' Come here.
inner chambers, it set its house in -nr-| Anyway, there it is, I'*-:_r-na. [ heard
der to be gone. Profound and awfyl | them. It was imagination, of course.
Young Perch! How in pity was he to| But I heard them.”
tivity. From the windows of her eyes| He heard, “Now then, ' Mother!
turning off the lights; from the en-| Don't be frightened. Here [ am_ Mo-
gines of her powers cutting off its | ther. Come on, Mother. One step, Mo.
torces; drawing the furnaces: dissever- | ther, Only one, I can’t reach you
ing the contacts. A lifetime within this | You must take just one step. Look,
home; now passenger into an eternity. | Mother, here's my hand. Can’t you
A lifetime settled; now ]:IIFI:[}E.TIII'IH Tﬂ:sff- my hand?"
be away on a journey inconceivably | 4]¢'s so dark, Freddie.”
tremendous, unimaginably awiul, Did| *“It's not, Mother. It's only dark
it shrink? Did it pause in its prepara- | where you are. It's light here- Don't
tions to peer and peep and shudder? | cry, Mother. Don’t be frightened. It's

all right. It's guite all right.”
ITL That tall and pale young man, with

1 H . | hig' face like one of the old Huguenots!
He felt very Hl} d. h ; "I:m;ﬂd b | That very frail old woman with her
E:ugﬁfdlfii;:ﬂ:m coslonadio o B | fumbling hands and moving lips!

- E .| “It's so cold”
Thu war! He said hrne'aih h:l.| “"I.;ﬂw. M_NE'IH‘. T tell you it TN
breath, “Young Perch! Young Perch!’| Do : : '

H . : | 12O just trust me. Do just come.
Young Perch was killed. Realize 1he; “I daren't, Freddie. I can't, Freddie.
thing! He was never going to sce|
Young Perch again. He was never|
going to see old Mrs. Perch again. He! “You must, Mother, you must. Look
Was never to come into Puncher's! look, here I am. It's 1, Freddie. Don't
again. Another place of his life was to | ery, Mother. Just trust yourself entire-
be walled up. His home like an empty | ly to me You know how you always
house; the office like an empty house; | can trust me. L.ook, here's my hand.
now no retuge here., Things were Just one tiny step and you will touch
crowding in about him, things were | it. [ know you feel ill, darling Mother.
closing in upon him. And he was juﬂ: You won't any, any more, once vou

! touch hand. But I can't come any
SIX‘YEAR'OLD Iﬂcl;‘;.f'rr.m gr::;:t, ':":uu mul:l. :"ﬂ'ﬂ—;.'l.
HAD BRONCHITIS

brave, beloved Mother—now!"
‘EVERY WINTER

He heard Effie's voice, “Oh, she

It stood and shrank and whim-
pered there.

Oh, terrible! Beyond endurance
agonizing, It was old Mrs. Perch
that stood there whimpering., shrink-
ing, upon the threshold of that huge
abyss, wide as space, dark as night. It
was no spirit. It was just that very

[ can't. T can'v”

| dead! She's dead!™

| Dead? He stared upon her dead face.

| Where was gone that mask? Whence
had come this glory? That inhabitant

| of this her bedy, in act of going had

- looked back, and its look had done

¢hills, followed by fever and a harsh, | this thing. It had closed the door upon

dry, hacking cough. There is & a ruined house, and looked, and left a
relsing of phlegm, which at first is of temple. It had departed from beneath
a light color. but, as the trouble pro-|a mask, and looked, and that which
gresses it becomes of a yellowish urt had been masked now was beantified.
greenish color and s sometimes Young, Perch!

streaked with blood. "

All those who are troubled with
bronchitis will find in Dr. Wood's |
Plae Eyrup a remedy that will stimu-
Iate the bronchial organs, subdue
Inflammation, scothe the B

parts. and loosen the phlegm. :
Mrs. Oliver C. LePage, South Rus-
="My lttle lll-1
very bad attacks of
winter. In the even-
the night, she would
up, and had a

Bronchitis generally begins with

| v
{

Iff the morning a mysterious man
Avith a large white face, crooked spec-
tacles and a crooked tie, and a Sugges-
tion of thinking all the time of some-
| thing else, or of nothipg at all, mys-
teriously drifted into the house, drift-
ed about it with apparent complete
aimlessness of purpose, and presently
showed himself to Sabre as about to
drift out of it again. This was the
doctor, a stranger, one of those new
faces which the war, removing the old,
was everywhere introducing, and pos-
sessed of a mysterious and astounding
laculty of absorbing, resolving, and
subjugating all matters without visibly
attending to any matter. “Leave every-
thing ;? m;,' ‘it was all he seemed m.i
say. ¢ did nothing yet everythin
“eemed to come to h:i: hand with th:rl

after she |

§ot porfectly
d 60¢c. a bottle: put up
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The
nicety and exactness of a drawing
room conjurer. He bewildered Sabre
Flis car left and returning during his
erief visit. Sabre, who had thought
him upstairs, and who had a hundree
perplexities to inquire of him, found
him in the hall absorbed in adjusting
the weights of a grandfather's clock

He remarked to Sabre, “I thought
you'd gone- You'd better get off and
get a bath and some breakfast. Noth
ing yvou can do here. Leave everything
to me."”’

“Buat, look here, I can’t leave—"

“That’s all right. Just leave every-
thing to me. I'm taking Miss Bright
back to my wife for breakfast and a
rest. After lunch I'll run her to her
home. She can’t stay here. Have vou
any idea how this thing hooks on?"

“But what about—"

The extraordinary man scemed to
know everything before it was said
“That's all right. I've sent ior a wom-
an and her daughter, Leave everything
to me. Here's the car. Here they are.”

Two women appeared,

“But about—"

“Yes, that's all right. The poor old
lady's brother is coming down. He'll
take charge. I found his name in her
papers last night- Telegraphed.” He
was looking through the door. “Here's
the answer,”

A telegraph messenger appeared,

Astounding man|

He read the telegram. “Yes, that's
all right. He'll be here by the eleven
train at Tidborough. I'll take Miss
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mind for a bit."” | palms of his hands. “1've been up with
She smiled sadly. “Good-by, Mr. Sa- | old Mrs. Perch--'
bre. Thank you so much. so v ry much "I know you have. I sent around L’
tor coming and staying- What | should | the Farguses. I must say I do think—=""
have done without you I daren’t think.| He felt he could not hear it. “Mabel,
['ve never known any one so good as| look here, For goodness’ sake don't
you ve been to me."” sdy you do think I ought to have let
“I've done nothing, you know, | know I ought but I
feel sorry for vou.” couldn’t. And I'm not in a state to RO
He saw her into No, he| on niggling about it Young Perch is
would not take a lift. killed and his mother's dead. Now for
“Well, leave everything to me, - said | goodness’ sake, for pity’s sake let ff
the dfctor. The chauffeur spoke toalone. I couldn’t send and there's
him about sonie engine trouble. “Yes | the end of it."
I'll see to that. Leave everything to
me, Jenkins."”
Even his car!

Eftie,

i {'P:

the car.

He went out of the room. He
thought, “There you are! Now I've
done it!" He went back. *] say, I'm
sorry for bursting out like that: but
| I've had rather a night of it. It's ter.

Sabre, passed on from the ordeal of | rih:r,. isn’t it, both of them like Hﬂ_l:?
the night to the ordeal of the day by 'n‘”:”' t}_}"“"’ awlully sorry about it
this interlude of the astonishing doc. | Mabel N8
tor, did not know how rn-rn-.'rnug'hr_l She o 'm ver;
he was until he was at home again and indeed. But you
come to Mabel seated at breakfast | ™® t0 say much when u
The thoughtin his mind as he walked | that extraordinary manner.
had been the thought in his mind as| “I was with her when she died- It's
he had sat on after the death, waiting upset me a bit.
for morning. After this, aiter the war “I don't wonder. If you ask me, 1
had d'r‘”:“: this, how was he to go 01 | think it was wery extraordinary your
enduring the war and refused part in being there, I _'.rém ask me, I think it
it? He dreaded mecting Mabel Mol oo very funny of that Miss Bright
dreaded i‘{”mi‘: on T'[’ ‘the office ‘;E[‘i!ﬂrrtdillg for you at that hour of the
mecting rortune and 1Twyning. 0
none ol these people, to no one hel
could meet, could he explain how he
felt about Young Perch and what he
had gone through with Mrs. Perch,

'I"‘r

Very
can t expect
you speak in

sSOFTY

EOITY

you of all people ?"
“1 was their greatest friend. ™

"Yes, I know you always liked them.

nor why, because of what he felt

Bright now.”
more poignant than ever was his need

Eflie appeared.

Sabre had the feeling that if he op-
ened the next thought in his mind, an
undertaker would rise out of the
ground with a coffin. This astounding
man, coming upon his overwrought
state, made him feel hysterical. He

- |

feelings he must go on facing these
people and go on meeting the war in
every printed page, in every sight, in
every conversation. Unbearable! He
could not.

Mabel looked vp from her break.

to get into the war. And yet with these |

But you couldn't be of any-use, ] must
say | do think people are very funny
sometimes. If Miss Bright had done
the right thing, as we are their nearest
neighbors, she would have sent and
asked me if I could let one of the
maids go over and be with her. Theg

' you could have gone up too if you'd

wished and could have come baek

turned to Effie and gave her both his
hands. “The doctor's taking you, Effie.
It's been dreadful for you. It's all over
now. Try to leave it out of your

—

e — =

again. I don’t think she had any righg
to send for youw"
(To be Continued.)

fast. “Well, I do think—"
This was the beginning of it He
felt himself digging his nails into the

Wllen do

you

really wake up’
in the morning,

D the morning hours find you
Dmarfw?d.;-nwake,w do they find

you tired and sleepy?

e T-deuﬂumncnmnmcm
sleepless ni ts, which bring drowsy
dnrawfﬂitlgh

opportunities.
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self, by

Instant Postum s

off tea and coffee for

usual train of neglected

grip on your-
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A generous sample tin of
Instane sent, postpaid,
for 4e. in stempa. Write:
Canadian }Careal Co., Limited
43 Fromt Bt E,, Torontin,
Factory : Windsor, Ontaris
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night. Whyever should she send for ¥

_E
:
|
!

|




