
The Story Aat dichft come true
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Spread out before her, clad in veils of jlü| r e. “Claire. you are mad, girl-dreaming! aiTcame bar^lÿ""" '""U ^ n'*ht °Sl “Vi M-fferto^but ldonT

purple wavenng mists, the Manitoba «îciT’Æ^L him np?”
wheat plains stretched away to great dm- <Mgfl .. Puated almost word for word his whisper- “Yep, an’ git ., slug in m' rib,! I'm “What happened, Clare?" He looked

tances—one apparently endless solitude ** , ed thoughts. full o’ that game/’ the inside man ans- around the room.
werb'd sarcastically. m llere-” The tiny whisper came to

“Ohy by G------!” Dale listened to the bis wandering senses as from a great dis-
curious thump and gurgle. ta””- ,

“Kcepce gtillee!” Lao's whisper came Don t worry about me, darling, I’m all 
thickly right. Where were you when the fight»

Silence was on?”
“Dick Dick t* Mounters, be cornin'; He s forgotten everythin ’cause o’ bis 

mind rereelf!” Then the sound of horses’ hurt,” she muttered. “I ain’t goin’ to fret 
feet on the earth. Rut-a-plat, rat-a-plat, lu™; He groan ed and his head fell back, 
till it died away. . A drop of whiskey, please.” The girl

“There they go, men! After ’em hard!” took a deeP breath, tensioned her muscles 
Dale heard the jingling of spursMbe rat- to ,®ct a,'fl ?to<Kl ., 
tie of carbines and the hard breathing of * JTB‘ 1 muft-
horses as tlie Royal Northwest Mounted thought „f h;m’ *t'° *e}*. thf sldc of her 

1,V oress that was bloodstained away from
1 j£L„ JL,m his eight gnd poured t he whiskey with her

“Sav, Misser Dlare, bossec p’leecman left hand. She reached it to Ins lips and 
catchee, catchee; gettoe up!” he drank it all. ;

Ifc-r„k0a1,ma^t ^ ** ^

“Care, any; darling!” The girl opened
her eyes, as >a" cl“m" funny? Kiss the boy for me tonight, aid
aeyfcw wicks the lamp aflame. don't tell him Dad e hurt, will-you?” T

“No.” Her head was on his arm again. 
“Sent for doctor?”

>
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He gathered himself rapidly. “Swet- 
heart, it was T, then, who dreamt. You 
know how I love you, dear! There is no 
more truth in those dream words than in

that was deep, silent ami darkening fast in 

the twilight. The air was full of golden 

scent, those subtle fragrances which come 

after the ploughing burdened the atmos
phere, mingled with the scent of early 
rosebuds that peered timidly from their 
green nests on the bushes about the 
house.

Clare Dale rested her cheek against a 
codl, white painted piazza post, her eyes 
wandering, traveling aimlessly over space 
of earth, and she sighed. Then, as a dron
ing whisper at first that grew to sounds 
like those of bees’ wings, a long line of 
glitters'flashed across the horizon far away 
to the westward. It was the Transconti
nental Express, eastward bound. She 
watched it out of eight, listened to the 
droning whisper fading into silence.

“Fred, dear Fred/’ she whispered, sit
ting down on the steps, a tiny night air 
moving her hair slightly. Thoughts, mem
ories and waking dreams passed slowly. 
She remembered it all—when he first came 
from the East; when she first saw him, 
that night her father—old man Carew— 
had taken him on as helper in reaping 
time; how kind and tactful always, as her 
father’s employe, he had been. And, in
cident by incident, she followed up the 
six years of days and weeks and months 
that lay between the beginning and now, 
taking the pleasure that only a woman 
can from little things that have gone into 
the vistas of a past. Men are men; they 
have everything in life, and they forget in 
the mad rush. But a woman remembers 
always. “And I’m so far beneath him,” 
she whispered again.

Frederick Dale, from the East, as he had 
at first described himself to old man 
Carew, was one of those rare characters 
among men who live apparently to help 
others and yet do nothing material for fel
low creatures. He could not when he 
came West, for he was bitterly poor. 
Kind words, little acts of thoughtfulness, 
nursing a reaper that had cut himself bad
ly, doing double work for a driver to save 
the man’s pay, these and many other 
things Frederick Dale did; and in their 
doing he avoided thanks, seeming to take 
his reward from the fact that he had done 
them. Small wonder that he was loved 
by every one. Small wonder that after 
four years Carew sold him at easy pay
ment an excellent wheat farm and fitted 
him, out with reapers, horses and seed for 
the first sowing. At the end of that year 
he had asked Clare to marry him. She 
had known for a long time that he loved 
her, and she knew her own feelings only 
too well during those years of silence be
tween 'them.

Sitting there in the soft chill of the 
gloom she could hear his words, as though 
they had been spoken but yesterday: 
“Clare, dear, I have not been able to ask 
before, nor was it just that I should, but 
I think”—there he had put his hand 
quietly on hers—“that we have understood 
each other for a long time.” That Was 
all, but those words had meant so much 
to her, were so full of meaning to her 
now, that the very tones of his voice rang 
in her brain. That was a year ago. Then 
the boy came, and she saw again the de
light in his eyes and the passionate ten
derness with which he had first taken the 
bit of humanity in his arms.
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my first story of the robbers!” She made 
one step toward him.

“Hands up, quietly!” Dale looked toward 
the doorway. Two cold and steady 44 s 
shone round and vicious. The girl closed 
her eyes.

“Sit down, honey,” Dale ordered, as his 
hands went over his head. She obeyed.

mm 5rin$ 1U);
Always with the

“That’s right, pardnor. Now jest let me 
relieve yer of that wallet yer have in yer 
vest!” Dale backed slowly round the table 
toward a desk that loomed in the corner.

“Hate to give it up, don’t ye, but I’m 
dead broke and goiter git it. I’ve bin 
watch in’ yer all d’ afternoon!”

Dale caught the girl's eyes. She under
stood and, as the masked figure approach
ed her husband, she leaned forward and 
slipped her hand under the tablecloth.
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“Yes.”
“The money’s safe? It’s for you and the 

lad.”
“ Ye-es.”
She felt herself getting weaker; realized 

that her wits were living. “Freddy—you'll 
always—love—the boy—our—boy?”

“Of course; we’ll love him together.”
A spasm of pain passed through her. “I 

can’t tell him,” she breathed, and con
tinued with difficulty. “If you hadn’t; ' 
married me you wouldn’t have got hurt 
out here, an’ you'd be with your mother 
now!”

“Dear Mo-ther! But, Honey, she’ll real
ize before it’s too late how—much I loves' 
you, and everything—will—be right 
again.”

She put her hand to her side and felt 
the hot spurts. “You’re not sorry you' 
married me, Freddy?”

“Sorry? Sweetheart—I’m so glad, so. 
thankful, because I’ve been a better—man 
since. You have taught me unselfiahnes*
—yes—everything that is good in the—the- 
—world. I’m—weak—dear. I— bit—more

one night—she remembered the surprise 
—he was tired and could not write to 
Winnipeg. “Tell me,” she had said, and 
he dictated to her. His words came 
strong. “Dear girl, all this work for me?” 
“Yes, and my life for you,” she had ans
wered. From then on she learned rapid
ly, and they read together every evening 
when the Chinese servant had gone to

I;

bed.
All these minute details of their life 

to her tonight, each bringing its 
wee fragrant breath of pleasure that 
moved ever so gently through the long 
arches of memory and down the great 
aisles of the past.

Plat-a-plat. Plat-a-plat. She jumped up 
at the sound of a horse’s feet.

“He’s coming,” running in the house. 
“Lao! Lao!” she called.

“TTomen, Missy T’lare!” The little 
Chinaman popped from the kitchen.

“Mr. Dale is coming—supper ready?”
“Allée l’eadee—fine!”
She ran out again. Yes—her lips 

trembled—yes, he was coming. She heard 
him dismount, heard his words to the 
stable boy.

“Dearest girl!”
“My own!”
“Well, well, well”—he shook himself— 

“pretty late, honey, but I had to arrange 
about the steam reaper, and the wires are 
all busy today for some reason; so sorry. 
How’s the lad?”

In answer she opened a door in the hall
way quietly; they tipped in. A shaded 
night lamp gave out its warm glow from 
the corper of the room. In the faint light 
they leaned over a tiny crib, she on one 
side, he on the other. No sound Bare for 
the almost imperceptible breathing of the 
child. One little hand was on the cover
let; it grasped a white rattle. The man 
touched it gently. “My boy, my boy,” he 
whispered.

“Yline.!” she whispered back. He looked 
up at her, with a world of sweetness and 
strength in his eyes.

“Ours!” They crept out.
“I'll run up and take off there dusty 

things,” he laughed. “Go on with sup
per, I shan’t be long!’

She carved the broiled chicken carefully, 
as she had learned to do by watching 
him, and picked out his choice bits—a 
wing and a “drum stick.” Every least 
comfort that she could put in his path 
sire sought; finding them here and there, 
she always placed them where he would 
see with the least trouble.

He bounded in then, full of life, teeming 
with health, a magnificent

“Now then, Honey------” he kissed

—whiskey—till—the doctor comes, please?'
She tried bravely to get up. No use.
“You’ll—love—an"—watch — over the — 

boy?”
“What?” He couldn’t hear her word
Everything was dark and quiet to her. 

She felt herself as if drifting—drifting in 
a cool peace. No pain, nothing but her 
love for him, and that made her so hap
py. She tried to repeat, but her lips, 
somehow, would not obey.

“Say—you—k>-ove me.” He got his face, 
to hers with effort.

“Ah-h! Don’t wo-r-ry, dear.” She push
ed her face weakly nearer to him and 
was still.

The night wind, growing stronger from 
the east blew the flames of the lamp pow
erfully till they licked a black stain on 
the brass supports. The bitter taste of 
powder was yet noticeable.

“I won’t worry, darling; go to sleep—on 
—my—arm. I’ve writ-ten mother,—she’ll 
come—and—we’ll—go home together with 
—our—boy!” With half shut eyes he 
looked at her beside him. “Poore—lit tle 
girl, she's worn—out taking care of—me. 
Fun-ny my tale—came true though—fun
ny.”

He breathed deeply then and slept from, 
pure weariness and pain.
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TEMPERANCE ON
THE NORTH SHORE

Rev. C. W, Hamilton Reports That 
Chatham is in the Grip of the 
Liquor Interest; Other Places Not 
So Bad.

cimcn ofspe
man.
her—“what have you for a hungry being? 
Ah, chicken? Y'ou never forget what I 
like, do you? Dearest, I”—- They _moved 
apart guiltily when Lao burst in, for they 
were not long enough married to be har
dened!

The “Chink” seemed not to notice, hut 
he saw, and was delighted in his quaint 
Oriental way. The aloe eyes of jet black 
fairly glinted.

"Beggee muchee sorree int'lupt!” He 
deposited a plate of toast and some baked 
potatoes on the table. The man and the 
girl laughed.

“Go to bed Lao, quick!”
“L’ight away, Misses Dare, Tight away ! 

Nigh tee, nightee!”
“Good-night,” they answered.
“Sweetheart, have you been lonely?”
“Sur------ of courre,” she caught herself.

“I’m always lonely without you.” He 
waved a kiss to her and ate heartily.

“It's been a hard, long day,” he said,as 
he sipped his coffee and lighted a pipe;

I've sold tho

Rev. C. W. Hamilton, grand scribe, lec 
turer and organizer, is moving to and frc. 
in the North Shore section of the prov
ince. He has recently organized two hew 
divisions—one at Tetagouche, Gloucester 
county, and one at Bay du Vin, Northum
berland county. North Star division, at 
Glen Anglin, Gloucester county, has been 
reorganized, and a movement to reopen 
New Era division at Nelson has been set 
on foot.

Besides this work this officer has ad
dressed meetings within the last two 
weeks at Bass River, Orangeville, Har
court. Bathurst, Douglastoxvn, Bathurst, 
and Coates Mills. He also preached twice 
on each of the Sabbaths he has been away.

Mr. Hamilton says he met a discourag
ing condition at Chatham, where he hoped 
to get the ear of a representative public 
gathering and to meet the S. of T. in pri
vate session of division. He succeeded in 
neither. Not enough active interest in 
temperance work is existent in the town 
at present to prompt or warrant the an
nouncement of a meeting to promote the

But in her well of happiness there was 
one drop that tainted her waters of men
tal peace. She was just old man Carew'e 
girl, while he—ah, he was clever, educated, 
everything. Once, and once only, she had 
been at the station across the prairie with 
him on their ponies, when the express 
came in. She had seen him talking with 
men that got out of a beautiful car, the 
last one on the train. He had asked her 
to come, but she was frightened and 
slipped away in the crowd. He seemed 
hurt afterward, but never reproached her. 
She remembered telling him that she was 
afraid. Since then he had been even more 
kind and devoted. Often she saddled 
Fawn in the evening when he was on the 
.fields—the grand little mare he had given 
her on her last birthday—and loped over 
the furrows to where two rigid lines of 
steel came as one out of the west and 
disappeared as one in the east. There she 
would wait until the express roared by, 
the ground shaking beneath her. 
thought in this way to get glimpses of “his 
people.” Twenty years old, bora and bred 
on the prairie, she was young and crude 
in everything but her love for him. She 
felt that she was crude, she knew that she 

ignorant, and it saddened her to rea-

“hut, puff—puff—puff—puff,
Wheeler land for $6,000."

“Six thousand dollars?” She was aghast 
at the greatness of their gain.

“Yes—here,” lie pulled a long case from 
Ins inner waistcoat pocket—“there it is!” 
He counted the money out on the white 
cloth in bills of $50.

“But it only cost us $1.000.”
“True, dear, but with the improvements 

and drains that I have put on, it is well 
worth the price. Now, you see, I can pay

mène

cause.
The town is in the grip of the liqiv- 

traffic, and the citizens give their sane' 
to this by a careless inactivity so far i 

definite temperance work is co

y
any 
cerned.

on V<ne-<£-«S cxnoi okc/pt- bo Pkoca'J> --5icio .
Baptist W. M. S. Sixth Distrl

The United Baptist Women's Mff 
ary Society of the sixth district wili«ct 
their annual session at Central Nt,n t 
during 
meeting.

The first meeting will be held on 1 .
day. 14th inst. at 2.30 p. m. A large at
tendance of delegates and other ladies in
terested in missionary work is expected.

off the whole of your dad’s last pay™. ... . »
for our home; isn’t that fine?” She was one long joy of travel, of ease, of lux- muscles of his jaws worked under the sun-
moved round the table to him. tirions study. 1 used to write—once.” burned skin. "I did not, mother, really,

“Y'ou are so—” she hesitated for words. "Write what?” The girl's eyes were ab- honestly. I wonder if you ever realize 
“So what?*’ sorbed with interest. that? I hope always that you will see,
“Oh, so everything!” He lifted her “So-called novels, and stories, and’— even though our lives are separated, that

hand/to his lips. “Like Mr. Dickens' books?” 1 left it all because I could not stand the
“And you are so true, so beautiful, “Hardly, dear!” He smiled sadly—“but taint. Possibly 1 was a. coward to have

dear.” She bent her head shyly. "Y'ou al- it Was my ,delight to create beings under done so, but freedom, in a new world,
wax's say that way Fred, but me, I—” she my pen ; to see them grow, their pleas- even though it be a lonely one, is better 
kneeled by his chair—“somehoxv I am tires, and—finally—then great happiness, than the other. J am lonely for you, lone- 
’shamed before you.” I wrote a story about a man xvlio came ly for your lox-c, lonely for your advice;

“Clare, dear, you mush't say those out West, when I was fifteen years old, but I cannot go back noxv. One letter from
things, promise that you will not do so just as 1 hax'e done,—and xvlio married a . you in months, dear ; that .8 all have to 
again?” The girl shook her head quickly, girl,—just as [ have done." She nestled j bind me to your physical presence, let

“I think of ’em just the same.” closer to him. "But that is as far as the | you know where I am. Y ou —
“Why?” He took her face bctxvecn his truth of my tale goes, because the hero ; The girl could nut choke a sob. He 

j,anf|a ‘ fought with robliers, xvas wounded, and . awoke from his dream speech instantly.
“Because vou're educated—a gent—oh. his wife nursed him out of danger, and i "Why, my little girl, my Clare! " He 

Fred why don't you tell me, why haven't 'they lived happily ever after!’ ilow viv- drew her toward him smoothing the 
you ever told me about vour—home-out idly that story comes back to me! I re- j masses of hair that tumbled over her fore- 
kasV” She slurred over the word “home” j member my little den upstairs where I , head. “Crying? \\ hat tor dear. 1 clirtn t 
very gently. Dale turned away, his clean ] used to scribble axvay, dreaming that [ mean to keep you wanting for my story no
chiselled face sombre. He breathed deep- j sometime t should be a great author!- How j long. 1 duln t, honey. ^Noxv. lot s see. 1
ly throwing his head back, compressing 1 worked oxer my adjectives, infinitives stopped when I came to the end ot my 
liis lips in a rigid line. She saw the and paragraph structure! And liow"-Ins j first story. Th was when J - 
change i voice sank very low—“mother would listen j She stood up nckly. louxe told me

“There, noxv I've asked too much.” And to my reading, when 1 had finished, with j everything.; boy, and I te thinked it more
all a mother's fierce enthusiasm and an’ more times than I can count. Now 1 

While pride.” lie puffed hard. Tin girl felt know.”
that which lie felt, lint said nothing. When "Know what?” He rose too.
a tear threatened to glisten, she dablxul it "Knoxv that you re longing fur your
axvay furtively. mother an' guv'nor; knoxv that I ain't no

"Dear Mother”—Ilis voice shook—“it’s fit wife for you; know that you might ’a’ 
all gone, isn't it? Your dream of my been a tine story writer an’ had Jots o’ 
future, your ambition, your hope. Dale money an things!
xvhispered on to himself, unconscious of "Who told you?’ He took her hands 
the girl beside him. "It seems so far away firmly—aye, a bit roughly, She looked at 
that, time of my life; so very far axvay, lum in awe.
mother; yet you and the Gov'nor xx’cre "You just, said it all—there, pointing 
xvrong, 'then!” He stiffened all over; the to his chair.

She “You're hurt, boy?”Crang! A window pane smithered as 
the bullet entered from the outside. She 
sank to the floor.

The masked man turned his head for der and side: oozing through the muslin, 
just an instant, but it xvas enough. Dale they draggled their xvay to her finger
got his long Colt from the desk. Then it tips. .............
was Bang! Bang! Crang! Banft! -till the “Only a touch, bred. She eat up. He 
atmosphere was thick with powder fumes overcome with the pain in his chest and 
that hung, nauecatingly acrid. The lamp arm, fainted.

shot out by the gun outside. She and the Chinaman looked at each
“God, I’m hit!” Dale muttered as his other while the room 

left arm refused duty. In the darkness dense with the sooty fumes of the lamp 
he clenched the butt of the revolx'er be- flaring in the breeze that came through 
tween his teeth and reloaded with his the broken panes.
right hand. He crawled over the floor, The girl thought hard, then—“Saddle
seeking to get tile other between him and Fawn, ride for the doctor; hurry, Lao. 
th-, faint light of the windoxvs. Clare's Her voice xvas trembly and she put her 
bodv was in his path. hand on tile table to support herself.

“Sweetlieert? Sweetheart?” She' was "All rightvc, Missy; Lui go quicker!
She heard him tearing about the kitchen; 
he reappeared in a ragged coat, his pigtail 
tied around liis neck, and an old pair of 
high boots.

“Me go: bye!”
The room moved about her: she got on 

her knees and crept to Fred's side. Hav
ing but one useful arm, she made long 
xvork of pulling his coot and shirt apart. 
,Sometimes she could see his face, some
times it was vague and blurred, so great 
was her pain and dizziness.

“1 must help him!” She clenched her 
on. Then she could

“And you, sxx'eethcavt?”
Tiny drops'of red crept from her shoul-

the session of the 6th dis.
!

was
lize that she could not appreciate the
things he did, the way lie talked, the 
books he read. Only a girl of Nature’s 

xvith nothing but her love and her
Awarded Truro Armory Oontracty

xvas slowly became

Ottawa, June 12—(Special)—Tile cop- 
tract for tile construction of an arigSry 
at Truro (N. S.) has been awar 
I rank Wilson, of Truro," for $8,006

oxvn,
life.

toHe had talked to her in tile long xvinter 
•x-enings xvlicn the snoxv struck viciously 
against the windoxvs and the wind tugged 
at the house, told lier of strange lands 

(he ocean where he had been. He

f

PILES CURED at HOME jîy 
IW Absorption Method

still.
“They’ve killed her!” lie groaned.
“Got him, Dick?"
“Not yet. but, by God, I’ll have him in 

er shake! Y'ou fellers keep watch on t’ 
outside; I’ve xvinged the cuss an’ he’s 
a-craxvlin’ som eres on t’ floor! The 
damned xvoman ’a busted, too! What ill 
hell d’ye down her fer?”

“She had a gun urier t’ table, un wuz 
goin’ 1er pop ye!"

“Alright, but it’s er stinkin’ job!” Thus 
the mail inside answered the men outsidii

Dale’s agonized sorroxv grew into a fren
zied craving for rex-enge. He crept away 
from the girl’s body with that stealthiness 
only known to them that have blood lust, 

j Then silence.
Each man sought the other- jv-jther 

daring to fire lest by the sjlit of th»

across
read to her from books that he called 
hhakespeare and George Eliot and Dick- 

She enjoyed them so; and he tried
to explain the characters to her, 'but she 
could riot understand.

bleedlngyiftching.•4f you Sitfrif ff' 
blind or ^rotuding

and I will tel yeeliow to /mes, s
lie was axvay sheSometimes when addre

yoursdlf at home by lie new abÿrfÇtv 3n 
treatment; and will Jso sendyBme Qj 
this home treatmeiy free fafrtrlal, v , 
references from ^ur oyfi locality 
requested Impfediy^elief and, 
manent cure~5ssura^r Send no mot

, tears gathered in the big gray eyes, 
peeped into these books and read along “No, you haven't, Clare, listen."
■lowly: the effort lost the effect for her : he lighted liis pipe again she drew up a

| footstool and sat on it at liis knees, 
j Peace and quiet in the little room that 

That she was beautiful she knew, lie- ; was Pglpeil by the soft beams of a loxv 
cause he. had told her so, but she didn't ; ||„ng lamp. His thoughts seemed far 
care. To make herself what he xx-aa to le axvay.
like him xxas the great cry of her a ml. s*11' wlli*Pered-
like mm, «a. un. « «. » “Oh—ah -yes. Years ago—let s see—just
She got spelling books and a copy book twejvu years ago, Clare, I lived in the
and worked hard, so hard that her eyes j happiest of homes, xvitli everything as
•ched and her temples throbbed. Then mine that life, health und youth give. 1

a

and she closed them sadly.

jaws and struggled
not fight against the agony ami lay down 
beside him, her face on liis arm.

“Freddy, boy, Freddy,” she xvlnspcred.^but tell others of tffis offer. Write to-
“I can't help ye, L ran t, an' 1 guess your 
lox-e is finished fur me. Your story didn't

true, 'cause 1 can’t nurse ## *u" live W tnosor, uni.

I day to Mrs. M. Summers, Box P. 70,
come

!
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