ver, 1907.

r took an
i d.lllygate

noved that
;efed with
' reinthro-
At last th’
ays he ‘I'd
hat is war
‘wedon’t,’
profissors
're home,’
my aunt?’
Cries iv

ne father’s
- whin he
pe th’ at-
- says. ‘Is
bbery isa
h’ English
-~ enforcin’
Vell,” says
able to go
war really
1t a lotiv
urruld an’
or by ye’er
g us up be
ned down
1 they wint
1 an’ stole
outiv tu’
jab in th’
er see be-
whin I was
ards at th’
» hours an’
happened
a summer
if th’ Ger.
e garters, I
t,” says he,
’ he says.
' dillygate
ligh moral
n.’ ‘Tuin
puttin’ on
‘It ain't
int home.’?
th’ Passy-

vy on it ye
7. “That’s
movements
g kind iv
v usin’ pro-
) use sojers.
ret th’ sup-
vy wud be
lo what he
1 attend to
t. Letth’
fissors stop

\rt.

our rooms
I do, most

compara-
| ~ trouble.
olly things,

and put
tar paper.
1en during
ey do not
out cotton
s of pretty

couches,
hairs with
s of chintz
As to your
k color or
straw mat-
cheap and
ary denim.
exactly the
s, although
of artistic
aired denim
ors. It is
overing or
with a rug
»f the floor
green and
r a carpet
1d  relieved
esting din-
large olive
| a breadth
| down for

Do not get
ace ones.
r in better
nuslin® cur-
- home and
ts a yard
y not refer
muslin, but
rerials sold

«%__;

Mtember, 1907.

=

Ghre Western Home Monthly

“An Unconscious Instrument.

By Louise Hardenbergh Adams.

REAT swirling tongues
of flame danced among
the snappingpinelogs
in the rude fireplace.
Nellie Caperton’s
happy face glowed in
the firelight, as she
tur=ed ia ler chair to
smile at her husband.

“Ch, Kent!” sheex-
claimed, “it's so ~ood
to be home with you
again. Why! you can
never imagine how
Ive longed to be
here and even now
1 can hardly believe I'm close
to you, at last, and before our own
hearthstone.”

“] know it'’s awful good to have
you back _agam,". Kent respﬂn(led,
drawing his chair closer to hers.
“My goodness, Nell! Ontario seemed
a billion miles off to me—while you
were there.”

“And Saskatchewan was fully two
billion miles away, when I‘th(mght
of you out here—all alone,” Nellie
laughed; “even Baby failed to com-
fort me when I was foolish enough
to want you.” :

“Then 1 can forget my great jeal-
ousy of the small baggage you gave
my name,” Kent said quizzically.
“Say, Nell, what happened tos him.
Your letters were so full of hints
that I couldn’t make head or 'tail of;
then you evaded all my questions so
cleverly, I'm sure there’s something
that I ought to know.” :

Nellie laughed merrily. “I'm just
wild to tell you about Kent Junior’s
first remarkable adventure,” she de-
clared, “but T really couldn’t do him
justice in a letter.” ;

“Seems to me—he’s making a very
early beginning,” Kent said jokingly,
“but there’'s no telling what he may
do, with such an illustrious mother.”

“Thanks,” Nellie laughed, flashing
him a brieht look. “Kent, dear, 1
shall always feel so thankful for my
visit; Baby was the means of doing
so much good.”

“So you kept saying in all of your
last letters. See here, Nell,” Kent
cried, “you remind me of old Daddy
Price. Do you remember him? ‘T'm
jes’ b’ilin’ over with good stories,’ he
would quaver out, ‘ye’d like to hear
’em, an’ mebbe—someday—when ‘I
git 'round to it. I'll take a space O
time an’ tell ye all o’ ’em.””

“Tll take my ‘space o’ time,”” Nel-
lie laughed. “Kent. before T went
back, it never seemed as if I'd been
away for five years,” she said re-
flectively, “and that five years had
passed since we stood together in the
old parlor at home, and you were so
anxious to he married just right you
prompted the minister.”

Kent threw back his head with a
ringing laugh. “T wanted that tie
done with double knots,” he chuck-
led, “for I meant to have it strong
enough to last forever.”

“Kent, T hadn’t been home an hour
befo_re I saw pitiful changes in all the
family,” Nellie said abruptly. “Moth-
er had such a worried look, and her
face settled in the saddest lines when
She wasn't talking it made my heart
ache. Poor Father, he had changed
Just as much or more, and really
seemed like a broken old man; and
Lottie! why you know I expected to
find her , jolly sort of a girl; she was
always such "a bright, merry little
thm,g. But I just looked at her 1n
dmazement; T couldn’'t understand it;
or she went about as if she was tired

{0 death all the time, and her great
thw” eves had a pathetic look in
iem that kept me in misery.”
. .1t couldn’t have been very cheer-
mlh for vou Kent remarked quietly. |
6 1011',., ey tried to hide g\'(*_r3'1h:wj*.
1 C .IN.\ 1t 1”\'(‘1}', x(,nw ~;1'r1
Nastily, ut you know, Kent, love
;ax:. Bt rough all subterfuges, an
Ly n -felt the strain of what
they .

so atixious to hide from

me. The only person in the house
who didn’t seem to have any special
burden, or anxiety, was Aunt Abbv.
You remember her. Her house
burned down and she went to Fath-
er’s to live after we came west. She's
very feeble, so Mother gave her the
ell room, the one back of hers: there’s
only the old clothes-press closet be-
tween the rooms, and as Aunt Abby
saved a few of her things, Mother
gave her the closet to keep them in.
She’s a dear old soul, but a dreadful
putterer. I soon saw that her trying
to help them was a great worry to
IZother and Lottie.”

“That’s beautiful!” Nellie exclaim-
¢, watching the greedy flames run
along the bark of the great pine log
Kent threw on the fire. “I soon saw
things that convinced me each one
had their own botherations,” she went
on, “and I deliberately set to work to
find them: out. Mother troubled me
the most, so I began with her. We
were alone in her room one day, and
after talking about the things that
mothers understand, I turned on her
suddenly, and asked: ‘What’s making
you so unhappy, Mother? ”

“Poor Mother, she was surprisel,
and bc;gan to cry; then before che
knew it I had my arms about har,
and when you can do that with
Moth'er you've got. her defenses
down, and then she had to tellsme
everything.”

“I can well understand that,” Kénr
laughed. “Oh, I didnt mean to in-
terrupt you,” he apologized; “go on.
I'm anxiously waiting to hear everv-
thing.”

“If you'd seen Mother, Kent, you [

would have felt as sorry as I did for

her,”" Nellie said sadly, “I never saw_

her so nervous; and it was very hard
for her to tell a coherent story, but

she kept insisting she’d feel better if |

I knew it all.

“It seems Mother’s old friend, Mrs.
Gowen, came out to 'the farm to
spend the day. She’s been in the
habit of doing so for years, and
Mother always let her wander about
alone, as she was fond of . doine.
That day she was all over the place;
even went to the barn to see a new
horse. When she came to put on her
wraps and go home she couldn’t
find her shawl, a very valuable cam-
el s hair, worth a small fortune. She
was sure that she’d laid it on Moth-
er's bed, when she came in the morn-
ing, and Mother had seen it there:
but it was gohe. They hunted hi~h
and low, but they couldn’t find the
least trace of it, and at last Mrs.
Gowen had to wear Mother’s cape
home.

“Now the horridest part of it was
Mrs. Gowen was so mad—she’s old,
but that don’t excuse her—that when
she finally had to give up her shawl
as lost, she insinuated that Mother
had taken it, and that was enough to
start the story that Mother was a
thief. I don’t for an instant think
any one believed such a thing, but
they were just as bad, for they re-
peated the story, and at last it
reached Mother’s ears—and nearly
broke her heart.”

“Great guns, Nell!” Kent ejacu-
lated sharply, “how could any one
suspect our mother of stealing, or
even hint such an atrocious thing?
What did the woman mean?”

“Mrs. Gowen’s grief over the loss
of her shawl was greater than any
she ever showed for her husl)aml."
Nellie said, with a touch of irony in
her voice. “Perhaps she did value it
more, and felt its loss as she never
had his. It seemed so from the way
she talked. At last Mother couldn’t
stand it any longer, so she went to
see Mrs. Gowen, and offered to pay
her for the shawl. I know from

the little Mother was willing to tell
me about it Mrs. Gowen treated her
shamefully,” Nellie cried in indigna-
ion. “then she demanded an exorbi-

.nt sum, and positively refused to
accept anything less
“She must be a delightful old wo-
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J. J. H. McLEAN & GO0.

LIMITED

THE GREATEST

PIANO 2** ORGAN HOUSE

OF THE WEST

This house has become the criterion, both in
regard to price and quality.

Prices are based upon the smallest margin of
profit, consistent with Highest Quality of Pro-
Catalogue, Price List, and Easy Pay-
ment Plan furnished free on

application.

Sole Agents, The Genuine and Original Heintz-

man and Co. Pianos, Wormwith and Co. Pianos.

Second-Hand Pianos and Organs
at . all times at all prices.

on hand

' Mail Order Department ““ W**
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Separators yet made.
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UNEXCELLED
) Florence Wood Pumps

Melotte
(ream

Separators

The most durable and efficient Cream
They save labor in
the kitchen, being easy to clean, they
take least power to turn and are sold on

Write for full particulars :—

give the best service to Western
farmers, because they are specially
made to stand the extreme tempera-
tures and hard, continual wear that
pumps must stand.
to-day.

Write us

Melotte Cream Separator Co., Ltd.

WINNIPEG

(W. ANTLIFF, MANAGER)
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CALGARY
Agents for ‘‘ldeal” Gasoline Engines,
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