. ILL you use something
WY  ancient as witchcraft—
i methods harsh, uncer-
tain and unscientific?. - )
‘. Or the modern :way—gentle,
sure and final—devised by a

chemist who spent 25 years on -

corns?

Blue-jay is the method used
by doctors—used by experts—
used -by millionss who have
tried it. It’s-a thii little plas-
ter which applies to the corn
the wonderful B & B wax. 91
per cent of all corns go with

BLUE-JAY

HERY or SCIENCE
FOR THAT CORN?

the first plaster. The stubborn

© ¥

9 per cent yield to the second
‘or'third. - :

The pain ends instantly. The
corn ends in 48 hours.

* A million corns monthly dis-

appear under Blue-jay. Your
own friends employ it. Count-
less people around you—users
of Blue-jay—never let a corn
ache twice. .

We urge you to try it. Prove
the quick relief, the permanent
removal. In this day corns are
needless.

ENDS °
CORNS

16 and 25 cents—at Druggists
Also Blué-jay Bunion Plasters

BAUER & BLACK, Chicago and New York, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.
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made the girl’s cheeks pink-as twin
When they came back I
- looked up from my paper by the
sitting-
room and searched their faces silent-
y. I knew that Billy had intended
this night to propose to the girl. But
instantly- I saw that something had
happened. His plans had gone awry.
He did not wear the gladsome coun-

start packing.”

P

exterminates.

the new scientific fopher poison

Our $1.00 package—the oxily size we put up—contains
25,000 doses and will cover as much ground as $5.00
worth of any other gopher poison made.

“ SUREDETH,” the new poison—prepared in a new
way, in a new form—costs less, does better and surer
work and KILLS GOPHERS. Positively guaranteed.

‘““ SUREDETH” can be used in gar-
dens and pastures with perfeqt safety
to stock and domestic and wild fowl.

To be had from your druggist, or write us for
trial package — $1.00 — and FULL instructions.

Circular fully describing ‘‘Suredeth’ maliled on requesy
EMPIRE CHEMICAL COMPANY LIMITED
Dept. E,

n\tﬁ\\ The Western Home Monthly
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Does five
limes the work

absolutel

SASKATOON, SASK,

\

the title.
I shall have to go back to the estate
and be a gentleman.”

news to Nell.
to walk up the trail with me to watch
the sunset.
stood under the pines at the edge of
-a cliff overlooking the tumultuous
Fraser.
moved,
“Billy was a nice boy,” she said, “I am
glad he is getting better and that he
has found happiness after all. You
knew, of course, that—"

looking away from me.
wanted you,” I said, “and I can’t un-
derstand how he could think of an-

other girl—much less engage himself
80 soon after—”

I asked, suddenly.
rather mischievous glance at me. I
stood gazing down at her from my
five-foot eleven of height.
and sweet she looked in the soft light
of the mountain sunset.
dress of some thin baby-blue stuff
and her throat was bare and encircl-
ed by a thin gold chain with a tiny
nugget pendant. ’

carnations.

reading lamp in our snug

tenance of an accepted lover.

Nell went off to the kitchen to see
Forbes about something and
Billy dropped moodily into a chair by
For perhaps ten minutes
he said nothing. I had gone on read-

Mrs.
the stove.

ing.
“Smith, old man,” he said finally,

in a hoarse voice, “I'm off to Calgary

to-morrow.”

“What? To enlist? Are you really?”

He nodded.

“I want to get into the 89th and get
sent off immediately,” he went on,
“so I guess I'll run upstairs and

sympathy but I couldn’t find the fit-
ting words and had I been able to
they would doubtless have sounded

false, for my heart was beating joy-

ously. I felt like.a traitor, so glad
I was to be able to keep my ward a
little longer. I knew that sooner or
later some lucky beggar would get
her but I was selfish and wanted to
postpone the evil hour as long as pos-
sible.

Eight months passed. Spring came:

again to our canyon, and then sum-
mer. It was the first day of June and
Nell was busy getting out the last
of the accounts, so that T was attend-
ing to the mail myself. I came upon
a letter to myself. It was from Billy

—I knew his hand—and was written

from a hospital at Boulogne where
he .lay wounded in the thigh.

“I am getting better though,” he

wrote, ‘“and am engaged to my
nurse. She is an angel, Smith, if
ever there was one. Oh, by the way,
my elder brother, poor old chap, was
killed in the fighting at H— last
month and so I am now the heir to
No more bushing for me!

I waited till evening to impart this
After tea I asked her

Then I told her, as we
She seemed strangely un-

though interested enough.

She paused and flushed sliéhtly,
“I knew he

It was my turn to pause.
“So soon after I turned him down?

Oh, Billy is fickle in a way. I have a

gift of reading people. Dad often used
to remark it.

I read Billy at once.”
“Could you read me, I wonder?”
She flashed g

Very fair

She wore a

“Oh—I read you, too,” she answer-

ed. “In the first few moments after
we met.
Fhere is always something new and
interesting
time.”

But—with people we like

cropping up all the

“And do T belong to ‘people  we

like?” 1T demanded. She nodded ang
then T

pened. (We never do,
I was telling her how I loved her and

don’t just know how it hap-

wWe men.) But

she had crept into my arms. The
sunset faded. A galaxy of stars came
out. We did not need words for we
understood each other 0 fully that

words were almost superfluous.

“Well, dash my buttons!” I said, as

we strolled homeward an hour later
‘I thoneht it was Billy all the time.
In faer

was so jealous of the Young

I tried to voice my

. cub Iicould have choked him once or
twice with a glad heart!”

Oh, he doesn’t count—never did. It
wag you all theitime. You're a rea]
man. Think I don’t know the differ-
ence? Why up thére in the Yukon
I got to know men from the ground _
u !!' -

p“But—I'm poor, wretchedly poor
—"” I had begun, but she igterrupted
me. j
“I had forgotten all about that tele-
gram!” she exclaimed, pulling out g
folded yellow slip from the front of
her blouse.

“Telegram!” I echoed.

“Yes it’s from Mr. Brinsley. You
remember he stopped off here the last
time he was south and we asked him
to assay that ore of mine?”

“To be sure. He was almost ag
optimistic as your father, was’nt he?”

“Well—he is justified, and so was
dad, if only he could know of it. Read
the message. I received it this af-
ternoon.” I struck a match and held
it over the telegram, it was a night-
letter from the ore specialist who, at
our request, had undertaken to look
into. the old Devil’s. Rim once more
and let us know if it really held any
promise.

“Have struck two magnificent veins
on the west shaft Devil’s Rim. Form-
ing a working syndicate on strength
of find. You and Mr. Smith, as joint
owners, better run up here, as soon
as you can. Never mind expense.”

“Hum! This sounds like the big-
gest thing that ever came our way!”
I muttered.

“I would have told you before but
you’ve been away from the store all
afternoon and at supper time Mrs.
Forbes was there- and I didn’t like
to tell you before a third person.”

“I know Brinsley to be very con-
servative. He wouldn’t raise our
hopes without reason.”

“Oh, if dear old dad had only lived!”

“It pays to be an optimist after all,
doesn’t it?”

“When can we ‘run up’ as
Brinsley says?” .

“Why, let me see—how would it do
to make it our honeymoon trip?”’ I
suggested.

After a good deal of persuasion
Nell agreed. We are married now
and we do not need to worry about
the future, but with all our gold I
love best the gold of Nell’s hair, as
it shines in the evening by the fire-
side, when our son and heir has been
put to bed and we two are seated
hand in hand, “in the gloamin’.”

Mr.

The domestic ingenuity of the man
in this story from V. C. may suggest
Something to economical American
householders. He " entered a hardware
store and asked the price of the small
bath-tubs in the window.

““Two -seventy-five.’’

‘“Whew !’? exclaimed the customer.
‘I guess until prices come down we’ll
have to go on washing baby in the
coal-scuttle.”” . “N

~ Mr. Grubb, an elderly bachelor, hav-
ing been troubled for a week or two
with a pain in his back, went to his
doctor. The physician, who was just
starting to see a patient, preseribed
two large porous plasters, and told him
to call again in about a fortnight and
report, |

Mr  Grubb complied with directions.
He went to a drug-store and bought
the plasters, and after a prolonged
struggle with them in his own room,
Succeeded in getting them properly in
place. Being a very small man, however,
the two nearly covered his whole back.
At the end of two weeks he called at
the physician’s office again.

““Well, how is your back ?’’ asked
the medical man.

“'Sound as a dollar, Hasn’t pained
me any for ten days or more.’’

“hlad to hear it You may take

the plasters off whenever you please.”’

“Not much!’? exclaimed Mr. Grubb,
"Cinoving his coat and vest, taking off
hi~ collar, and locking the door of the
! office. ‘T won’t touch ‘e
nerores bigger than T oam, What T
3 Poyou to do now, doctor, is to ]’“”

T the plasters.’’

doctoyr 'y
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