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S Ras e Akl pen paicls and oven shelf.
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means & sa’ of at
mhd with- reservoir at a Iﬁm
charge. Our new Stove Catalogue will explain
evervthingin It will tell you of our won-
derful stove offers, Show you where you can
save $5.00 to $40,00cn every purchase.

This big* . s
full size s :
four-ho
New West steel range
with steel high close
Handsomely nicke
lated,just asillustrated.
g most wonderful value
less than what your
dealer must pay for the
ordina cheaply Tn—
structed range. Justthe
ange for the
ily. Hasall the ad-
vantages of the higher
prlce(f range, furnished
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; Steel Range
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the price, just

as good and
better than
Ranges sold
elsewhere at
double QUR
PRICE. Our
Customers
everywhere
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highest praise
for WINGOLD
RANGES. A
strong well
-~ 3 made range.

; Aperfectbaker
and guaranteed to do the work required of a
range, equal to any and last as long, and give
perfect satisfaction in every respect.
THIS WINGOLD STEEL RANGE hassix
8inch lids; 18 inch oven, made of 16-gauge cold
rolled steel ; 15 gallon reservoir ; large warmin
closet and high shelf ; top cooking surface 30x3
inches; guaranteed to reachgou in perfect order.
Shipping weight 400 Ihs. urns wood or coal.
A perfect baker—a fuel saver—our Catalogue
will show you all sizes—write.

Our new Stove Catalogue tells just what you
want to know, It tells you how to save $5.00 to
$40.00 on every purchase; it tells you where you
can buy your stoves and ranges for less than
what your dealer pays, Remember, we have no
agv;.i;, We seildirect toconsumer only, Every
stove guaranteed, and 30 days’ free trial given.
Mail us your n 1od address, and say, Send me
your new catalo Do it now—it's free.

Tiie Wingeld Stove Company, L1d.

®Vre Western Home Monthly

no sign of my little darling,

I went through the village like one
distracted; but no one had seen him.
Everybody seemed to think that he
had been with me to Weston, and
would hardly believe me when I
cried out that he was lost. All the
villag¢ turned out to look for him,
but it was no use; no one had seen
him. | There was no trace of him,
no drbpped toy or lost hat or shoe to
tell which way he had strayed. Alas!
there was only one solution of- the
mystery to me; he must have gone to
the beach and fallen into the water.
The tide had come in since I went to
away, and all that I should ever see
of my child again would be his
corpse, even if the sea spared me that.
The neighbors came to be of my
opinion. The child loved the water,
as all seaside children do, and was
happier playing at the very edge of
the waves and paddling in the salt

foam than anywhere else. No onein

Cobble End ever thought. of danger
to their little ones in their play on
the sands; no one ever thought of
watching or restraining them; they
took to the water as mnaturally as
ducks, and were as safe beside it.
But it had been treacherous to me
and taken away my boy,,-and from
that hour loathed the sight of it. He
was never found. The current had
set straight out to sea, no doubt, and
I should never see or know him
more till he welcomed me on the
other side of the golden gate. I won-
der I did not go mad then, but Heav-
en was all wise and left me my rea-
son, doubtless for some good pur-
pose; but the sorrow of that sum-
mer night turned me from a young,
hearty woman into a broken-down
wreck; streaks of white came into my
hair, and my strength seemed to go.
My senses were all numbed and T
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was stupid with my grief, but [
worked on mechanically, only lene-
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ing for one thing—to get away from
Cobble End and the memories of the
place where I had suffered so much;
and the opportunity came; I was
offered work in a London house at
terms which would keep me. Neat-
handed needlewomen were in request
in those days, and the money was
found for a long, tedious journey—
for we did not travel by rail then—
and I went.

I did very well, I think. I have
rather lost the recollection of what
passed while I worked on in that
place; the days were so like one an-
other. There was only one feeling at
my heart—a dead weight of sadness,
a weary waiting for the time when I
should 'lay down my load of life and
clasp my dear ones in my arms once
more. It was one dull November
night, when everything looked blur-
red and dim in the yellow fog that

was closing in over everything, and I
was leaving my work more than usu-

-

ally tired and depressed. There was
a Keavy order to be completed by a
certain time, and we were all work-
ing nearly double time, and no one
can keep that up long without feeling
the effects of it pretty strongly.

I was hurrying along with bent
head and closely shut mouth, for the
fog made me cough, when a man sud-
denly seemed to rise out of the mist
in front of me. I have been told since
that it was all a delusion, part of the
confusion that was even then creep-
ing over me; but T know better—it
was d real man, looking something
like a sailor in that he was brown
and loosely clad, and certainly like a
foreigner in that he had rings in his

ears and a strange accent on his
tongue.
“Mistress Wrylde?”’ he said; and,

startled out of prudence, T answered
him

“Yes.” T said. “What do vou want

wiwh me?”

—
“I was bidden to give you this,” he
said, and put a paper into my hand.
Before 1 could speak to him again
he was gone, and®] was standing alone
in the fog, with th@paper in my hand
| went home to my poor lodging and
lit a candle. The paper was roughly
{olded, and had no envelope, and
there were a few words scrawled on
it in a hand that I had once kmpown
very well indeed; 1t was Edward
Bathurst’s handwriting—a curiou:
angular hand, of which I had a speci-
men still in a book that had once
been a favorite of Harry’s and which
had borne the friendly inscription be-
fore the two lads thought of being
rivals. It was the same hand, and it
was Edward Bathurst., who had
scribbled the words that seemed to
make my blood turn chill as I read
them.
“Agnes Wylde, I swore to have my
revenge and it has begun. You will
never see your boy again. I have

‘“He was lying asleep, with the rays of the evening sun slanting across his fax2"

him, and mean to keep him and make
him as great a villain as your tredch-
erous heartlessness has made ma.
When you hear of his being nanged,
as you may, remember me.”

I suppose I fainted; I don’t know;
but I came to myself in bed, with
the woman who kept the house
standing by me. She wasn’t a bad
sort of woman, but she had her
hands full, and she told me that they
had sent after me from the place
where T had worked and were very
angry that I had not gone. 1 got up
and crawled there and told the fm'(_‘-
woman my story—all about it, for 1t
did me good to speak, and I thought
perhaps someone could help me, sug-
gest something that would give me
a clue to where my boy has gone.

She did not speak harshly to me,
but she looked puzzled and rather
frightened, I thought, and went to
the manager. He came and talked to

me, and then another gentleman
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whom I did not

whom 1 have since
tor. They questione
at me, and finally
might see the lette
course, why should ]
But I could not finc
How or where I dic
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I don' know any
might have been a
told me. I was in 3
came to myself, wit!
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were not so merciful
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necessary. It was
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