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and the sun shone, and a snow-bird'
was chirping outside of the door.
She noticed how the tea-kettle hum-
med, and how well the new curtain,
with the castle and waterfall on it,
fitted the window. She thought that
she would scour the closet at night,
and surprise father by finishing those
list slippers. She kissed him when
she had tied on the red hopd, and
said good-bye to Dick, and told them
just where to find the squash pie for
dinner.

When she had closed the twisted
gate, and taken a step or two upon
the snow, she came thoughtfully
back. Her father! was on his bench,
mending one of Meg Match’s shoes.
She pushed it gently out of his hands,
sat down upon his lap, and stroked
the shagg' lair away from his fore-
head.

“Father!”

“ Well,
now?”

“Sometimes I believe I've forgotten
you a bit, you know. I think we’re
going to be happier after this. That'’s
all.”

She went out again singing, and he
heard the gate shut again with a
click.

Sene was a little dizzy that morn-
ing—the constant palpitation of the
floors always made her dizzv after a
wakeful night—and so her colored
cotton  ‘threads danced out of place
and troubled her.

Del Ivory, working beside her, said,
“How the mill shakes! What's going

what now, Sene?—what

on?”’

“It's the new machinery they're
h'isting in,” observed the overseer,
carelessly. ‘“Great improvement, but

heavy, very heavy; they calc’late on
getting it all into place to-day; you'd
better be tending to your frame, Miss
Tvory.”

As the day wore on, the quiet of
Asenath’s morning deepened. Round
and round with the pulleys over her
head she wound her thoughts of Dick.
In and out with her black and dun-
colored threads she spun her future.
Pretty Del, just behind her, was twist-
ing a  pattern like a rainbow. She
noticed this and smiled.

“Never mind, she thought, “I guess
God knows.”

Was He ready “to bless her, and
show her how”? She wondered. If,
indeed, it were best that she should
never be Dick’s wife, it seemed to her
that He would help her about it. She
had been a coward last night: her
blood leaped in her veins with shame
at the memory of it. Did he under-
stand? Did He not know how she
loved Dick, and how hard it was to
lose him?

However that might be, she began
to feel at rest about herself. A cur-
ious apathy about means and ways
and decisions took possession of her.
A bounding sense that a way of es-
cape was provided from all her
troubles, such as she had when her
mother died, came upon her.

Years before, an unknown work-
man in South Boston, casting an iron
pillar upon its core, had suffered it to
“float” a little, a very little more, till
the thin, unequal side cooled to the
measure of an eighth of an inch.
That workman had provided Asenath’s
way of escape.

She went out at noon with her
luncheon, and found a place upon the
stairs, away from the rest, and sat
there awhile, with her eyes upon the
river, thinking. She could not help
wondering a little, after all, why God
need to have made her so unlike the
rest of his fair handiwork. Del came
bounding by, and nodded at her care-
lessly. Two young Irish girls, sisters
—the beauties of the mill—magnifi-
cently colored ‘crédtures—were sing-
ing a little love-song together, while
they tied on their hats to go home.

“Thcre are such pretty things in the
world,” thought poor Sene.

Did anybody speak to her after the
girls were gone? Into her heart
these words fell suddenly, “He hath
no form nor corneliness. His wﬂge
was so marred more than any man.’

They clung to her fancy all the
afternoon. She liked the sound of
them. She wove them in with her
black and dun-colored threads.

The wind began at last to blow up

the melted drifts out under the walls
to harden; the sun dipped above the
dam; the mill dimmed slowly; shadows
crept down between the frames

“It's time for lights,” said Meg
Match, and swore a little at her
spools;

Sene, in the pauses of her thinking,
heard snatches of the girls’ talk.

“Going to ask out to-morrow,
Meg ?”

“Guess so, yes; me and Bob Smith,
we thought we’d go to Boston, and
come up in the theatre train.”

“Del Ivory, I want the pattern of
your zouave.”

“Did I go to church? No, you
don’t catch me! If I slave all week,
I'll do what_ I please on Sunday.”

“Hush-sh't There’s the boss look-
ing over here!”

“Kathleen Donnavon be still with
your ghost stories. There’s one thing
in the world I never will hear about,
and that’s dead people.”

“Del, said Sene, “I think to-mor-
row—-"

She stopped. Something
had happened to her frame: it jarred,
buzzed, snapped; the threads un-
twisted and flew out of place.

“Curious!” she said, and looked up.

Looked up to see her overseer turn
wildly, clap his hands to his head,
and fall; to hear a shriek from Del
that froze her blood; to see the solid
ceiling gape above her; to see the
walls and windows stagger; to see
iron p:llars reel, and vast machmery
throw up its helpless giant arms, and
a tangle of human faces blanch and
writhe !

She sprang as the floor sunk. As
pillar after pillar gave way, she
bounded up an inclined plane, with
the gulf yawning after her. It gainod
upon her, leaped at her, caught her;
beyond were the stairs and an open
door; she threw out her arms, and
struggled on with hands and knees,
tripped in the gearing, and saw, as she
fell, a square, oaken beam above her
_vxel(l and crash; it was of a fresh red
color; she dimly wondered why—as she
felt her hands slip, her knees slide, sup-
port, time, place and reason go utterly
out.

“At ten mmutes betore five, on Tues-
day, the tenth of January, the Pember-
ton Mill, all hands being at the time
on duty, fell to the ground.”

So the record flashed over the tele-
graph wires, sprang into large type in
the newspapers, passed from lip to lip,
a nine days’ wonder, gave place to the
successful candidate, and the muttering
South, and was forgotten.

Who shall say, what it was to the
seven hundred and fifty souls who were
buried in the ruins? What to the
eighty-eight who died that death of ex-
quisite agony? What to the wrecks of
men and women who endure unto this
day a life that is worse than death?
What to the architect and engineer
who, when the fatal pillars were first
delivered to them for inspection, had
found one broken under their eyes, yet
accepted the contract, and built with
them a mill whose thin walls and wide,
unsupported stretches could never keep
their place unaided? v

One that we love may go to the battle-
ground, and we are reaay for the worst;
we ‘have said our good-byes; our hearts
wait and pray; it is his life, not his
death, which is the surprise. But that
he should go out to his safe, daily,
commonplace occupations, unnotlced and
uncaressed—scolded a little, perhaps, be-

cause he leaves the door open, and tells
us how cross we are this morning; and
they bring him up the steps by-and-bye
a mangled mass of death and horror—
that is hard.

Old Martyn working at Meg Match’s
shoes—she was never to wear those
shoes, poor Meg!—heard, at ten min-
utes before five, what he thought to be
the rumble of an earthquake under his
very feet, and stood with bated breath,
waiting for the crash. As nothing fur-
ther appeared to happen, he took his
stick and limped out into the street.

A vast crowd surged through it from
end to end. Women with white, lips
were counting the mills—Pacific, Atlan-
tic, Washington—Pemberton? =~ Where

strange
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How Would You
Like 'l‘n lake.

Bad_ tcols ‘Hﬂ ;Pall the be't
You may have ‘the
and you m beas wg;l l*nd
lble buvu you &nig: :
b e\‘ ehurn\ you
yot have &
onf{‘h is hard to handle
to clean, or it is slow in ]
and you have to watch it al
shortif you have not a ‘D
you wi ﬁnmuhef makis
: : f risky and prétty hard !
hing for the “Da1sy" churn except eertain fa
. ,000 housekeepérs, who are using THE xsgnovx:% ‘
\ "It is the same old story ;— a good tbingonce on the market al
{lh If abundantly. And oot!:word has'sp amongst tht:l i of ham
\“DATSY"’ churn is the .trong.-t, hamﬂcot, most qtnlcc.m lnd the
?mtkel’ on the market. *

A ”ﬁe will describe the “Da1sy” chum foryou bﬂeﬂy a}d theﬂ‘tcn you .Qoul:

Now we don't clalm ‘an
;hekcd up by neaily

The® ‘DAIsY”’ {s the lnmlh.t churn hee-nne the feet ave fi i
makes it easy to move the churn about when filled or “slmrm' |
are the foot pedal which enalles voil 10 the chu | oft o %
there is the bow lcnrwhlch is useful ‘both for churning dr f .ﬂ‘
besides when you get tired' mdal\ng'»\ ou ean n with the Mrel
down'or standingup. Youcan't get,tlnd. .

And then there are the Cream Bréeakers. This d
iquicker and the ‘‘DAIsY’’ cream bre-ker is the only m
in a jnﬂ'y

OUR GREAT OFFER.

We will ship the ““Da1sy" to your address and pay the
.Keep the churn on 3a days’trlal. If itisnotin e
‘be and the most satisfactory churn rou have ever ng, p
g 'the return frieght and refund. )eur'inoqer.

‘kind that has sverbeen mpdt_ n Cang

A REMINDER! Ll

There is no onetine ofyesr betterthan another for unu.-
Ing Life insurance—but the NEW YEAR means new:
tions—a ‘““newstart’’—and when could the qmllono' ife.
- Assurance be more appropriately consldered than at the
NEWYEAR? No man can count his affalrs In order unless
he has assured, so far as human foresight can luun.
the continued welfare of those dependent on him. ;

There are a thouu-d arguments for Life lnlunnu-uot
one against. And Just as Important as the decislonh to '
insure Is the decision to Iinsure WITHOUT DELAY-while . |
health and opportunity permit one to do so.

The Great-West Life Assurance Company offers to those
needing Insurance full advics and information- -ragarding
suitable plans, The Great-West Policlies are known for
their liberality and value; the premium rates are low;
h the profit returns to Policyholders are notably gratifying
and plans are Issued to meetevery need and circumstance. '

Let us describe the best Policy for YOUR needs. .

THE GREAT - WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY,

Head Office - - - -  Winnipeg

Ask for the leafiet’ OBJECTIONS MET ""—an Instruc-
tive treatise on the benefits of Life Insuraece.

Beeman’s New ‘“ JUMBO” Grain Cleaner

Guaranteed Capacity on Wheat
100 Bushels Per Hour.

Sold ortrhl If not the most rapid and
perfect grain cleaner, can be returned.

Just the machine for cleaning grain lu'
market on account of its large capacity and

perfect nmnllon. and an absolute neceulty in

de‘""‘l graint

Separates wi otfor tame oats from wheat or barley
and the only machine that will successfully separate
barley from wheat.

Separates frosted, shrunken or sprouted wheat
raicing the guality from one to three grades making a
difference in price of from 10 to 30 cents per bushel.

1

was Pemberton?
Where Pemberton had blazed with its
lamps last night, and hummed with its

the staircases, and in at the Lracks

iron lips this noon, a cloud of dust,

The Jumbo cleans all kinds of grain and seedsand
separates perfectly all foul seed.

Furnished with bagger if desired. Write to-day for
special offer,  Agents wunted.

127-129~-131 Higgins Ave. WINNIPEG, MAN,

BEEMAN & CO.




