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The Steel Thisexclusive
Ribbed feature of the
Rire-Pots. Hecla Fum.

i ‘ ace radiates

the heat so quickly that it is
not wasted up the chimney—
all of it is used to heat the
house—saving one ton of coal
fn every seven.

The Fused Thesg 1joirits
Joints are absolutely

gas and dust-
proof and are guaranteed to
always remain so. No un-
healthful gas or annoying dust
gets up into the house.

: Theindepend-
The Saving ent grate-bars

. of the Hecla
save coal by cleaning out all
the ashes without wasting any
of the good coal.

Ask the The Hecla
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tism kept him pretty well in the house!”
She ran out and assisted the old man up
the path and by the aid of her strong arm
and his stout cane, he negotiated the three
steps and sank puffing into a large rocker,

“This is Mr Holbrook,” called Miss
Matty into his ear tritmpet, for the new-
comer was shortsighted as well as deaf.

“Eh? Oh, yes, so I see. What'’s he
doin’ here?” peering malevolently at the
station master.

Mr. Holbrook shifted uncomfortably
and after a moment or two rose and took
his departure, saying he would call again.

“Well,” began the newcomer, a gruff
old chap long past the three score and ten
mile-post, “I see riches haven't turned
your head Matilda Percival.”

. Miss Matty smiled and inquired after
his health.

i

m as spry as a cricket, Never felt

better!”’
" ",‘That’s good. I'm real glad to hear
l -

In the loud tone used by deaf folk, “you’re
a sensible woman. No frills and fur-
belows! No fixin’ of yourself up! Still
in your working clothes, an’ goin’ on same
as ever!”

y "‘Why not?” smiled 5 Miss Matty.
’ "“I‘WEﬁla%only yesterday—’

“Isay why not? I've not had a nioment
t0 myself since the newsarrived. “Haven’t
had time to digest it yet.”

. “Digestion what!” he shrilled. “There
ain’t a thing wrong with my digestions I
tell you I'm as sound as you are if I am a
little hard of hearing. An’ I come here
a’purpose to ask—to ask—"

Furnace dealer in your
town will be

glad to tell
you more
about Hecla Furnaces. See
him. The
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issold by Clare & Brockest, Limited,
Winnipeg.

DUFFIN & CO., L TD.

Importers and Dealers in Photo Supplies
both Professiona land Amateur

472 Main St., Winnipeg

Enclose 5¢c. for illustrated catalogue and prices

The Way to Buy
= JEWELRY —

OU will save money, get the
most satisfaction and have re-
liable goods if you make your
selection from one of the thousands
of catalogues we are now distributing.
Our yearly business runs into hun-
reds of‘ thousands of dollars, so we
are buying for much less than the
small stores—and you get the benefit,
especiallyin Diamonds.

Remember, if goods received are not
as desired, you return goods at our
€xpense and we refund your money.

A post card brings our Catalogue and
Particulars about our

: $25.00 Diamond Ring
D. E. BLACK & Co., Jewelers

“I can hear you,” interposed the spins-
ter, soothingly.

“To ask you to marry me!” he finished
triumpha.ntﬁr

Miss Percival’'s mouth twitched, and
she bit her lip.

“No, thank you,” she said to the ear-
trumpet. :

“Eh? What? No,did yousay? Why
—why I thought you’d kinder jump at the
idee! Me the ex-sheriff!”” He paused
open-mouthed and then went on:

“Mebbe you think I’'m too old. Is that
it? An’ me not a day over fifty-nine!”

* * *® * * *

“Oh! what a difference a few hours
make!” mused the spinster in the seclusion
of her bedroom that evening. “Yester-
day I was a humdrum old maid, - half
forgotten, almost friendless, slowly sinking
into age and uselessness. Today I am the
belle of Springvale!”

She turned suddenly to her big trunk
and commenced lifting out a number of
dresses of a bygone era. Gay and girlish
were they once, at the time her heart was
gay and girlish and her hopes were high.
The scent of lavender permeated the room
as she unfolded them and shook them out,
one by

“Oldy o hopelessly old—like my
heart!” she murmured.

Long she sat by the open trunk and
pondered. Then an idea which had been
haunting her sub-conscious mind suddenly
resolved itself into a decision. Miss
Matty was no dallier, As quickly as she
made up her mind, she set her plans mov-
ing She would go to Europe! She would
be recklessly extravagant for once—seek
to regain a fractional part of her lost youth
and then—well, time enough to plan for
the future afterward.

“None of these clothes will do, and my
jewelry must be cleaned and repaired”
she decided at length.

One small jewel case contained it all.
When she had examined it she pressed
the spring of the lower compartment, ex-
pecting to find it empty. There lay her
lost youth-heart, her dear hopes, strangled
at birth, her renunciated title-to-happiness
—there in that chamber of memories.

She smiled the smile of an indulgent
parent for a wayward ‘child, smiled in
commiseration for herself—that other
self—as she fingered the dead rosebud
gray and crumbling, and looked again
upon the pictured face of a youth in the
early twenties. Her eyes softened as she
gazed. It had been the old story, a
youth with his way to make in the world
with nothing to offer her except his love,
too proud to offer that alone—and a de-
voted daughter, the only child of her
parents, remaining with them in their
old age. She had heard no word of him
since he had gone west to seek his fortune

“Health!” grunted the old fellow, “why

“As T was saying,” he continued, still-

to her only her duty, her two bereavements
and her loneliness. Perhaps—nay, cer-
tainly he was married; he might even be
an old widower with six children, like Joe
Holbrook, and , hearing of her good fortune
might return one of these days and—
“And I would say no!” she cried aloud,
“justas Idid tothe otherfortune hunters.”
. Then she remembered that Bob was not
like that He was not mercenary.
“‘He was the handsomest boy in Spring-
vale—and the best,” she murmured.

Then she hastily returned the picture
and closed the jewel case.

L S I
It was the evening before Miss Matty’s

Lilac Cottage two steamer trunks, new
and glistening, stood ready, packed and
roped, for the expressman in the morning..
Withindoors, everything had been put to
rights, and the tenant herself, after a
somewhat exhausting day, in which fully
three-quarters of the population of Spring-
‘'vale had been to bid her farewell, was rest-
ing in a low seat, among her flowers. The
soft pink glow of sunset was fading;in the
eastern sky shone forth the first bright star

chorus, a few sleepy twitterings in the
maple trees at the gate, a distant cow-bell |

‘little creek as it babbled 6ver its stones;-
beyond in: the meadow—these were the
only sounds. From the garden arose all
the faint sweet fragrance of June flowers.
Miss Matty felt indescribably lonely when
she reflected that it would be late autumn
ere she was back among the old scenes.
Heretofore, the excitement of preparation
and the anticipation of new experiences
alone, had engrossed her. The shriek of
the train-whistle echoing up the valley
roused her from her reveries. It must be
nine o’clock now. She would gather a
few sweet peas before it became too dark,
to give to Betty Roland in the morning,
for Betty was to take charge of the can-
ary.

The sound of approaching footsteps
fell upon her ear, in the midst of this
pleasant task, and she halted instinctively
to listen. Another Springvalian come at
the last moment to bid her farewell?
Who could it be now? _Firm decided steps
they were, steps of almost military pre-
cision. They stopped at her little gate
The moonlight streamed down on the
small gravel path making a broad band of
gold at the end of which stood a man, a tal
man in a grey suit with hat raised. Miss
Matty advanced wonderingly. )

. “Good evening Is this; where Miss
Percival lives—Miss Matty Percival?”’
asked the stranger.

“Itis. I am Miss Percival.”

There was a slight pause, during which
the stranger appeared to be searching her
face Then he said:

“You don’t remember me—Matty?
You don’t remember Bob Carveth—Red-
head Bob?”

. A sharp intake of breath on Miss
Matty’s part.

“Is—is this Bob Carveth?” she faltered.
“The same Not a whit changed.
Same shock of red hair—with a little gray
in it now, though; same as ever, otherwise!
How are you Matty?”’

A tumult of emotions had swept over
Miss Matty, but she found herself at
length and, laughing lightly—a laugh
which sounded strange in her own ears—
gave him a welcome.
“Come right in—Bob.
here. TI’ll light one of the—"

“Pray don’t go to the trouble, Matty,
Let us sit out-of-doors.

She pulled a chair forward on the ver-
andah and as the*stranger—for such he
still seemed to be—was seated he noticed
the trunks. She followed his glance and
smiled.

“’I, am leaving for Europe in the morn-
ing.

“For—for Europe?’”’ he echoed.

“I have always wanted to go, always
longed to see Europe,” she replied, “but
have never had the opportunity until—

while over the hilltops beyond Springvale | -
Creék the full moon wasrising. The frog-

and the faint, but ceaseless gurgling of the |.

It’s dark out |

departure, and on the small verandah of | -
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\ naturaldigestive processes
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crease, day by day, as health-
8 becomes restored, the amount of -
- work left for it to do.

s

is thus adjustable to.individual |
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It was no joke .
To hide :

can easily repair metal

ANYONE
; . articles with -

the paste flux that
Simplifieim Soldering’

. .
Lead-Jointing © |
In Homes everywhere soldering' d:: are
being done with Fluxitetosave and
money. Itisusedin Workshops and on
Motor-cars allover theworld. © =
Of Ironmongers and Storesin small and large tins.

The “FLUXITE” SOLDERING SET
contains a special “‘small-space” Soldering Iron,s
Pooke$ Blow-Lemp, Finzfte. flolieratec nsate
pamphlet on *‘Soldering Work.”

Sample Set Postpaid Direct $1.38

Auto-Controller Go., 268 Vienna Road
Bermondsey,

until now.”

“Then I just got here in time!” he
breathed. . ;
“You are not changed in the least, Mat- '

appearances go.”

“The moonlight iskind, Bob.
have a few gray hairs.”

“I have never married, Matty, and you,

Calgary '‘The Houseof Quality”” Alberta
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and the slow years had passed, bringing

I take it, are single yet?”’

e 25

ty,” he went on, “at least as far as outward_
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