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mark the limit to her powers. She did
aot see how large that service 1nicht
become.

‘She did not raise her head at all
when the next knock came ; it made no
difference to her who the visitor micht
be.

«“Well, I declare—Janet Harvey doing

nothing, and—yes, 1 do believe she's cry-
ing !’

The cheery voice was full of strength
and magnetism. Janet sat up as by an
electric shock.

“Annette Lowrie!”’ It was all  she

said, but the tall, fair girl who had clos-
ed the behind her what her
welcome

door knew
was.

what’st he matter with you?"
Annette sank cosily into the cushioned
Morris She was a graduate of
three years’ standing, whose names stood
§n the college annals as that of a bright

particular star.

“Now

chair.

“Nothing—everything—I don't know
I haven't any ambition left

my country.”’

myself—but
to do anything for

“You're tired

“No—my schedule is light enough, but
it's just that I can’t make things go—
or, to say what’s really the matter, I'm
trying to teach a Bible class, and the
dear young freshman come because they
like me, but as for doing them any good
—1 might as well read them Mother
Goose rhymes for an hour each Sunday.”’

out.”

“But I thought you were so interested
in that class—and I've heard what a
fine teacher you are.”

know the subject—just as
I know the history and literature that I
tutor at seventy-five cents an hour. I
could probably get any ome of my class
through an examination on The Acts and
Epistles. But I don’t seem to feel any
©of what I'm telling, them—and, of course,
they don't Janet’'s voice broke
pitifully. “Then to-day has capped the
climax’'—and she went narrate the
story of her broken afternoon.

“But bless vour heart, child, don't you
think those things count—patience and
calmness and ‘'helpfulness ? Three girls
you've helped to-day—in practical ways,
to be sure, but no less real. They need-
ed you to-day—the others don’t need you
till to-morrow. And about to-morrow—
aren't you thinking a good deal about
making a good impression, saying some-
I used to, I

“Well—1 do

either."”

on to

thing clever and original ?

know, and it’s fatal. You let yourself
get in that way of what you're trying to
make them see, you know.”

““But
they wouldn't come,’

I have to say Something new or
ohjected Janet.

Annette T.owrie's was shiniing.
With all her beauty and charm, with all
her popularity and prominence as a leader
the quality for which
oftenest remem-

face

in student aflairs,
she was best loved and
bered was her lovely Christianity.

she answered now.
You get on your

“No—nothing new,’
““There is nothing new.
knees, as soon as 1 go away, and ask for
dight of the face of Christ. Then
to-morrow, forget all the doctrines and
theology studied over '—with a
clance at the stout commentary—and
vou try to make your freshmen see what
vou've seen—make them fall in love with

a new

you've

ITim, because you make Him seem so
lovely. I know it's old,” she added soft-
1y, ‘“‘but it's true—and it's very beauti-
ful.”’

Janet made no answer. She did not
remonstrate when, after a few minutes
of silence, 'her friend rose, with a final
loving pat on her shoulder. “T'll ‘see
vou to-morrow,” she said cheerily. ‘‘Be
vood, now, and don’t worry.””

hour before another sound

It was an
disturh the peace of the room

seemed to

came to
\nnette Lowrie léeave peace
hehind  her

not moved.

went. Janet had
thrown up

clasped hands

when she
With arms
head resting back on her
avainst the pillows, she gazed out
campus,

and

across
beyond
leafless

Janu-

stretches of

the wintry
interlacings of the

the feathery
trees, into the cold gray-blue of a
ary sky—and heyond it. She was seeing
the vision, as Annette had called it back

to mind—Annetle, who had first made
her see it Tt seemed to come nearer,
nearer, as she gazed—to come into her
very room—that face of beauty and of
sandness. And then—

('lang—it was the gong for half-past

dress for dinner.

warning to
mundane

Janet awoke to

e, with

Vith a start

I'HE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

thines, and chief among them her prom-
ise to Rosalie to take dinner with her.
Rosalie Blake was the most devoted of
the freshmen, and she had set her heart

on having her popular senlior friend at
in the eyes of all the freshmen
in the great dining room.
at the thought.
to stay

her table,
Janet sighed
It would be so blessed
here and prolong the hour of in-
spiration.  Would Rosalie, after all, mind

so  keenly 2 Would her disappointment
he greater than Janet's loss ? The
vision still lingered, but beside it were
Rosalie’s grieved brown eyes. A senior

guest meant much to a freshman.

Slowly the

slowly its

dipner dress went on;
mounted the

corridor

wearer stairs to
the fireshman

in the elevator,

above, and de-
with an enthu-

chattering mob, to the dinimg-
floor. With difficulty she aroused
herself to the animation that came usu-
ally without effort. The elevator was
dark, and Janet was pushed far back to
a’ shadowy corner. Among the pushing
the door she heard her name.
| A

scended
siastic,
room

girls near

“Where was
her homesick
“Down

It was the voice of
freshman of that after-
in Miss Harvey's room.
she’s lovely. I was the
miserable girl in Maine, T guess,
and she pulled me out of it. T lk about
Bihle classes—she taught me more to-
day than I ever heard her say on
day.”’

noon.
Yes,
most

indeed,

Sun-
The speaker was
crowd. Janet,
down the long room.

borne away in the
smiling, followed Rosalie

Dinner was over by and by. The hglf
hour before chapel the girls were accus-
tomed to spenp sociably in Room X.
Standing just inside the door, to watch
the chattering crowd, she heard a frag-
ment of conversation between two girls
just outside.

“What did your father finally decide,
Nancy ?"’

““Oh, that T have to
thing at midyears, or
away.”’

pass every single
come home right

“Too bad ; can you ever do it ?"’
“I couldn t myself—not possibly.
you know what a help Janet is.

But
I hate

to bother her, too; this afternoon she
was so busy, and sSpent a long time
straightening me out. But oh, I just
can’t go home and leave you all. I
think ’'twould kill me.”

Janet was carried away herself, just
then, among the crowd. In her heart

was a determination to see her southern
classmate through her midyears or die in
the attempt.

The claims of half-a-dozen friends de-
layed her, after chapel. At last, walk-
ing thoughtfully down the senior corridor,
she was met by a trembling girl with a

white, frightened face. One shaking
hand held out a telegram.
“Why, Dolly, dear, what fis it 2"’

““Read it—it’'s mother—oh, dear, I don’t
know what to do first, and you're always
good to me—I've been waiting for you to
come—I knew you’d help.”

The of the evening was a
strenuous trains in the
railroad guide, for g carriage
to come in the packing
finally

into

remainder
one—looking up
arranging
early morning,
such things as Dolly needed, and
managing to coax the child
bed, where for hours she lay wide awake,
touch upon
sleep. It

poor

strong,
soothed her to
when she re-

till Janet's steady
her forehead
long after
utterly weary, to her
of the
far, far
dimness, the
she flung

was midnight

turned, room.
ller
helong to the

’I‘“('

turned low.

vision afternoon seemed to
past.
was in light

Just

rootn
for a moment

herself down, to think. But she was
quite sure that the face would not be
there. Nor was it. In its stead, against

{he hlack of the outside world beyond

her window, were three faces—those of
the three girls she had helped that day,
told her how much

whose own words had

her help had

v After all, it
dered. “1 can see His
faces there, though T
ITe has shown me himself again, only in

counted.

was for Him,”" she
likeness in
before.

pon-
their
never could
form."”

told her story to
some fear lest she bhe
sentimentalist and a
smiled.
said. ‘Do
about the

different

Janet next

Annette
laughed

mystic.

day, with
at as a
But Annette
“1 know,”’ she
her ILongfellow’s poem
ends ?

only
remems-

monk ?

you

and how it
must have fled,’

gaid.”’

« ‘ITadst thou stayed, I

That is what the vision
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This shows our
Premium Set of
Scissors, made
up of one self-
sharpening scis-
sory, one em-
broidery scis-
sors and one
buttonhole scis-
sors. They are
all good quality
steel, and bhave
given excellent
satisfaction.

Sent postpaid
to any present

; subscriber for

| sending in One New Subscription to THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE AND
i HOME MAGAZINE, accompanied by $1.50.

The WILLIAM WELD COMPANY, Ltd.
London, Ontario

This Engine Runs on Coal Oil

Every farmer can afford an Ellis Coal Oil Engine. They give
ar more power from coal oil than other engines do from gasoline.
They are safe, as well as cheap ; no danger of explosios or fire,

The strongest and simplest farm engine made; only thres
moving parts: nothing to get out of repair. Anyone can rua it
without experience. Thousands of satisfied customers use thesc
engines to grind feed, fill silos, saw wood, pump, thresh, run cream
separators, and do dozeas of other ‘obs. Cheaper than horses or
hired mea. Fill up the tanks and start it runniag, and no further
attention is necessary ; it will run till you stop it.

PFREE TRIAL FOR 30 DAYS You don't have to take our word ror it. We'll send aa
engime anywhere in Canada on Thirty Days’ Free Trial. We furnish full instructions for testing
oa your work. If it does not suit you send it back at our expense. We pay freight and duty te
get it to you and we'll pay to get it back if you don’t waat it

Absolutely guaranteed for 10 years. Write for tree catalog aad opinions ot satis-
fied users. Special offer in mew territory.

Ellis Engine Co.,

94 Mullstt Street

3 te IS horse power
DETROIT MICH.

We Pay Duty and Freight

—Fvery Eddy Match is a Sure, Safe Matc

It is made of first-quality materials by skilled workmen and
mechanically perfect machines, and carries with it the EDDY

guarantee that it’s a sure light.

Always make sure you are well supplied with EDDY’S
MATCHES, because, ‘‘If you're sure they’re EDDY’S, you're
sure they’re right.”

EDDY'S MATCHES are always full M.M.
Good dealers everywhere keep them.

THE E. B, EDDY COMPANY, LIMITED
‘ HULL, CANADA '

Alse Makers of Paper, Paper Bags, Tollet Paper, Tissue Towels, ete.

count.

FARMERS AND STOCKMEN I

Keep your stock in comfort by using the old reliable

Dr. Williams’ Fly & Insect Destroyer

Ic not using you are losing. Manufactured by

BAKER & BOUCK, Morrisburg, Ontario
FRED. G. WEBBER, Woodstock, Ontario

Sales Agent for Western Ontario

SHAKER POTATO DIGGER

With Fore Carrlage

A First- Natural temper steel blade.

class Weed Fender and guage wheel.

Potato The Shaker Digger bas a pertectly flat blade
and will not cut the potatoes.

Digger The back grating shakes the earth clear and

for leaves the potatoes clean and on top of the

$20.00. geound,

ERIE IRON WORKS, Limited, Makers ST. THOMAS, Ont.

When Writing Advertisers, Please Mention ‘‘The Farmer’s Advocate’




