» 1912,

i

of these
damped
Cologne.
s of the
ad, and
ng, then
er prong

e wound

st hair-
. cannot
] be the
re is no
a little
ur head
nd push
le them,
. a hair-

dainty
arrange-
"and the

ing room
nting his
)T a new
ame into
1 closely,

et that
answered.
will bear
he money

when he
laymates.

ym Annie

roing out-
. down in
oney.

ound was
ier Harry
ather had

but found -

~ money ”
Harry, I
so that I
't have to

, but this

—

 Shields
- shield
rage by

ressmakers
rt’s Dress
\ Aot water
odor) and
. pewness.

ok 2 "

ber Co.
., Toronto

on the shield,
nteed Shield-

. Winnipeg, Aug., 1912

e

’ﬁ-——*——f

59

The Western Home Monthly.

A Wayside Experience.

_ «go this is to be the scene of my sum-
mer’s work,” thought Lorna Dale, glanc-
ing about her with a look of mingled
amusement and dismay. A dusty
gohool-room, two rows of ancient desks,
uncurtained windows, through whose
shades the hot June sun was pour-
ing relentlessly. These were what met
her gaze. She turned to the much more
pleasing sight, visible from the window
pear her — the green, flower-strewn
rairie dotted at intervals with houses.
Along the dusty trail toiled two little
figures, laden with dinner pails, slates
and - primers, She watched them until
they entered the porch, where they left
their hats and lunches, before they walk-
el into the room, and solemnly  took
their respective places, casting shy
glances from time to time at the “mew
teacher” . Lorna felt a desire to laugh
at the demure little mortals, but judged
it wise to restrain her mirth. Before
long,  six other pupils arrived on the
gcene and the work of the day began.
Such a day! As Lorna thought it over
in her room that night, she laughed one
moment and sighed the mnext. How
gtrange it all seemed to the city girl—
the unusual work, the unfamiliar sur-
youndings. She glanced around the
yoom; it was small, bare and cheerless,
and as she surveyed it the feeling of
depression” with which she had battled
all afternoon, settled down in full gloom.
But her natural buoyancy soon re-assert-
ed itself and she sprang to her feet, ex-
claiming: “Tll see if I can’t brighten
up this den of mine a wee bit!” When
the treasures of her trunk were brought
forth and arranged about the room, it
took on a much cosier air. She lingered
longest over her books, fondly handling
the daintily-bound volumes as she had
placed them in their glass case. “They’ll
be my best friends this summer,” she
thought, “there is one advantage in com-
ing away out here to teach—TI’ll have
lots of time for reading. I mean to
spend almost every evening in this room
with my books.

“Oh, I don’t see how you can bear it!
exclaimed Lorna, in pitying tones. “I
should want to die right away, were I
in your place I know I should.”

It was just a week later, and Lorna
was sitting by a bed on which lay a
young girl, frail and wasted, whose face,
with its lines of pain and its large wist-
ful eyes, mutely told its tale of suffer-
ing. Lorna had just learned that the
invalid had lain there since her eighth
year—ten long years—she could hardly
realize it. “How dreadful it must be!
and yet—” she hesitated. “You don’t
seem to mind very much.”

“No,” rejoined the other, gently, “I
am quite used to it and I am nearly
always contented. Occasionally a dark
hour comes, and then I have to think
hard of every pleasant thing I know. A
year ago they took me to the hospital
and tried to cure me and for a time
the doctors had great hopes of a success-
ful operation. How life widened for me!
I cannot tell you of all the strange
new hopes and thoughts that came to
me, nor how bitterly hard it was to give
them all up when at last we found it
was all in vain. Oh, the disappointment
of that day! After a peep into the
possible it was hard to come back to the

»

real. However,” she added, brightly.
“that is all over and I am contented
again.” h

“How do you manage to pass the
time?” asked Lorna. “Do you read?”
“Sometimes, but my hands are not
strong enough to hold a book for any
length of time. When mother’s time is
free, she always spends it in reading to
me, but she is generally busy.”
“Do you care much for books i
“Oh,” very much” was the quick

reply. “If only I could read all the time,

I should be quite happy.”
A sudden impulse came

self rose up in opposition.

low her own tastes.

was not particularly attractive.

to Lorna.

Should she offer to come and read to
Miss Merle in the evenings? JInstantly
Lorna felt
that she would much rather have her
time to herself, for she could read much
faster if alone and would be free to fol-
Besides, the pros-

pect of walking a mile every evening
While

sharp struggle went on in her mind. But
‘f:mally- her better nature conquered.
She is just my age and has never had
any of the pleasures that have filled my
life. Surely I should share a little of
my sunshine with her.”

Without waiting to change her mind,
Lorna made the proposal and the look
of delight that lighted the dark eyes of
the invalid was enough. A c-nsultation
regarding the choice of hooks followed,
and Lorna found, to her surprise, that
Miss Merle knew and admired most of
her favorite authors. A

They chose Mrs. Browning’s poems for
their first study, and the next evening
Lorna appeared with the volume. What
a pleasant evening the two girls spent!
and ‘many more followed. Every even-
ing, rain or shine, found Lorna at her
self-appointed task, and before long she
enjoyed the readings quite as much as
did the invalid. What pleasant discus-
sions the two girls had over “Aurora
Leigh,” and Whittier’s Indian Legends,
and Lowell’s New England tales. Then,
often, in the long summer twilight, the

talked as only girls can. Lorna told in-
cidents of college life, of lectures, sleigh-
rides, conversats, skating parties and the
many other pleasures of college days,
and Edna enjoyed it as a child does a
fairy tale, for it was all new and won-
derful to her. Every day the friendship
deepened, and each found the companion-
ship of the other a source of great
pleasure.

So the days and weeks and months
sped by, and at length there remained
a week before Lorna must return to
College. Both friends dreaded the part-
ing, Lorna almost as much as Edna,
though to her it meant going home.

«I wish you would stay with me to-
night, Lorna,” said Edna, as her com-
panion rose to “T have a kind of
presentiment tonight, and I want you to
stay. It is not often that I yield to
fancies”—and she half smiled—“so I
know yowll indulge me in this.”

“Why, of course,” Lorna replied, read-
ily. “Of course, I'll stay with you. I’ll
be quite comfortable on the couch in the
next room.”’ .

“She resumed her reading, but in a
short time Edna said: “I am 8o tired;
I think Il try to go right to sleep.
Somehow,” she.added, wistfully, “I am
always tired now.”

«Tt is this dull summer weather, dear;
when it is over yowll be yourself again.

youll feel better after a good night’s
rest. Good night, my love.”
Long after midnight Lorna was awak-
ened by a wild, weird cry, and as she
sprang up, a light flashed into the room
and Edna’s mother stood beside her. At
sight of her white, drawn face and grief-
darkened eyes, a nameless, chilling fear
fell on Lorna. “Oh, what is it?” she
cried. “Edna? Is anything wrong with
Edna?”
«Come,” the mother said, and with
swift steps they went to Edna’s bed.
“Why, she is sleeping so peacefully,”
said Torna; “what is wrong!’ As she
spoke, she placed her hand gently on
Edna’s brow, but instantly withdrew it
with a cry, “Why, how cold she is!”
“Aye, she is dead,” said the mother
brokenly. “A few moments ago I awoke,

urged me to come in here.
just as she is now.

looks as though she were only asleep.”

She did, indeed.
bed in a maze.
or was it only a

face before her.

Lorna to the realization of the truth

as she hung over the still, Eload form
mourning for her only child.

book would be closed and the two girls |

Now, you must go right to sleep and |

and some impulse, I could not tell what,
I found her

She must have died
while she slept,” she auded, softly, “she

Lorna stood by the
Could it really be true,
frightful dream from | .
which she would waken presently to find The 2
her friend unchanged? In all her hap-
py, sheltered girlhood, death had never
before crossed her path, and here his
touch was so light and gentle that she
could see no trace of it in the peaceful
It was the moans of
the grief-stricken mother that brought

She who had hitherto seemed to Lorna
so reserved and self-contained was now
sobbing in a very abandonment of grief

Edna

clasped the bowed form in her arms, and
bv her own grief gave the only comfort

I———— el

during the long hours of that awful
night. How the scene burnt itself on
Lorna’s memory—the homely, familiar
details of the room, the waxen figure in
its strange stillness, the anguished face
of the mother, and the dim lamp-light
over all.

During the next week, through the
details of the funeral, and for a few
days after, Lorna remained with the
lonely mother. When she at length re-
turned to the city, it was with a feeling

! that she-had been to the very edge of the
spirit land ana life could never be quite
the same to her again. ~Her college
mates wondered at the indefinable
change in Lorna—she was so much more
gentle and thoughtful. ' She told them
very briefly of her summer’s work, but
she could not tell the inner details—
they were too sacred. Omly to her
mother did she reveal the whole story of
the life and death of the friend whoce
character had so influenced her own.
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No More Corns

No More Dangerous Paring

~ Nobody needs to suffer from
- corns since Blue-jay was invented.
Millions apply this little plaster.
The pain stops in-
stantly. Then the B
& B wax gently loos-
ens the corn, In 48
hours the wholecorn
comes out—root,

Blue-jay has done

that for fifty million Blue-jay removes it in two days. .
corns, without any In the meantime you forget it
soreness, an Please is—for own
trouble, any :hla.y o¥ igosigs .

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax, Itloosens the corn.
B protects the corn, stopping the pain at once.
C wraps around the toe, Itis narrowed to be comfortable.
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on,

Blue=jay Corn Plasters
e et

Baner & Black, Chicago and New York, Makers of B & B Handy Package Abserbeat

All Goods secure- RS - o

and Privately T_ul___““ F nu“““s :un lunpo-:.u.:m lhlw
acked, and sent v

Duty& Post paid
direct to your

ANY STYLE $9.50, or extra full of Hair $13.00.
Only measurement required is circumference of Head.

OUR NEW WAVED CHIGNON,
SWATHE OF PURE LONG mmg@‘ ouyhh“ w%w -

ERRY

Common treatments mean just
a brief relief. Blue-jay ends the
corn, - :

Paring a corn just removes the
top layer. The main part is left to
grow. And in myriads of cases
paring causes infection.

All those methods are wrong.
Soon or late the corn must be
removed. Why trifle and delay?

sake, It-is the only right way to '
treat corns. S

- UNIVERSAL HAIR C©°

s of PURE

HUMAN HAIR,

16 inch....$1.10
8, e
20
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Our Extra Full Cluster of Curie
. mounted on Comb $3.00.

Send for New Illustrated Catwlogue No 21.

to BOX 8032, Dept, D.
r.o. uou Im.
Ct

ROAD,
LanDOMN,S.E

FROM US BY

question.

own town,

rv one order.
your money.
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: Cloth Samples and Measurement

Get Your Summer Suit '

and get more style, better cloth and better fit than {ou can get from
your local tailor at any price. Thisis not mere talk.
absolitely to do what we claim or refund your money without

Macs is the largest establishment in Canada, cofining &N

itself exclusively to Men’s and Boys' Apparel.
your personal wants by mail better than you can buy them in your

Wec do business on such an immense scale that we can afford te
employ the most expert London and New York cutters,
Ly If you're not satisfied, say so, and we’ll refund

EE. Send for our illnstr‘ated catalogue, It containsover 100
pages of everything men and boys wear,

Ask your local Member of Parliament about

MAIL

We guarantee

We can supply all

Blanks free on request
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she listened absently

to Miss Merle, 2

Together they watched by the dead




