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REDUCES THOSE
BAKING HOURS!

‘Why have an oven
sufficient only for three
pies when “Sask-alta”
Range oven will take
four pies and other
cooking? The more
baking space you have

—the less fuel you use—the less work you do.
Fuel and work are just about the main items
of expense in the kitchen. “Sask-alta”

Range saves both for you.

M<Clarys

Londen, Toronto, Montreal Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, Hamiliton, Calgary

OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO

CAPITAL, $10,000,000 REST, $5,000,000

B. E. WALKER, President

ALEX. LAIRD, General Manager

A. H. IRELAND, Superintendent of Branches

BRANCHES IN EVERY PROVINCE OF CANADA AND IN THE
UNITED STATES AND GREAT BRITAIN

BRANCHES IN SASKATCHEWAN

CANORA, MOOSOMIN,

G. G. Bourne, Manager D. I. Forbes, Manager
DRINKWATER, NOKOMIS,

H. H. Lowe, Manager K. W. Reikie, Manager
HUMBOLDT, NORTH BATTLEFORD,

F. C. Wright, Manager E. A. Fox, Manager
KAMSACK, PRINCE ALBERT,

G. G. Bourne, Manager E. G. Shannon, Manager
KINISTINO, RADISSON,

E. R. Jarvis, Manager C. Dickinson, Manager
LANGHAM, REGINA,

W. J. Savage, Manager H. F. Mytton, Manager
LANIGAN, SASKATOON,

F.]J. Turner, Manager W. P. Kirkpatrick, Manager
LASHBURN, ’ VONDA,

B. P. Alley, Manager J. C. Kennedy, Manager
LLOYDMINSTER, WADENA,

S. M. Daly, Manager A. L. Jensen, Manager
MELFORT, WATSON,

E. R. Jarvis, Manager
MOOSE JAW,

E. M. Saunders, Manager
YELLOWGRASS

Henry Kerr, Manager
WEYBURN,
J. D. Bell, Manager

C. Hensley, Manager

Every facility

FARMERS BANKING

afforded Farmers and Ranchers for the transaction of their banking

business. Notes discounted and sales notes collected

ACCOUNTS MAY BE OPENED AND CONDUCTED BY MAIL
A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED

Phonographs and Columbia Graphophones
We sell all makes. Every record in stock (16,000).
Home Concerts and Dances always available.
Pianos, Organs, Musical Instruments. Catalogue R.
Free. CASH or EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS.

ts for responsible people, Fxpert

Fall paymen
repairs. Biggest, Busiestand Best Music House.
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| with secret pain and anxiety her in-
| creasing pallor and weakness. The
| hopes he had at hrst cherished of

Sandy’s return died slowly out, but | }
| anxious eyes:

he hardly confessed it, even to him-
| self. : .

Autumn passed 1mnto winter, and
winter into spring, and in the mean-

thrived and waxed strong. He could
now toddle about on his stur_dy legs,
and his prattle and laughter filled the
lonely cabin. His mother watched
his development eagerly.

how he walks, an’ how plain he can
talk! What'll Sandy say when he
sees him ”

Then she would hold up before the
round baby-eyes a distorted, shaggy

his return from Gordonsville, and
try to teach the baby lips to pro-
nounce “Dad-dy.”

“He’ll know him when he comes,
Bob; see if he don’t. He'll know his
own daddy, won’t he, precious man?

Bob, sure.”

a great assumption of cheerfulness
into all her plans, would turn away
with a sinking heart.

“Ef he’s ever a-comin’,” he would
say to himself, “he’d better come
| pretty soon, or —”’ And then some-
thing would rise in his throat, and
he could never finish the sentence.

The gray-brown woods had chang-
ed to tender green and purple, the
air teemed with the sounds, and the
earth with the tints of early spring.
The corn was not only planted, but
was already sending up sharp-yellow-
green spikes out of the soft red
loam, and yet Sandy had not re-
turned.

A strange woman had taken
Molly’s place in the household, for

could hardly sit at the window,
looking down the lonely road or
over the distant hills with her eager,
hollow eyes. She had never com-
plained, and up to this time had re-
fused to see a physician. And now
when one was summoned, he only
shook his head in response to Bob's
questions, and hinted vaguely at
| mental causes beyond his reach.

1 She lay for the most part with
| closed eyes, and but for the heaving
of her breast one might have believed
| her no longer of the living, so white
|

time, as Molly faded, the little boy |

| side, looking sadly into her wax:

!

and shadow-like had she becore
She seldom spoke, but not a uicit
fell that she did not call Bob to ier
side and whisper with upturncd,

“T reckon he’ll come tomorrow,
Bob, don’t you?”

One evening, after a restless,
feverish day, she woke from a brief
nap. Her brother was seated by her

'n
face. She started up with a strange
glitter in her eyes and seized his

| arm.

“See, Bob!” she would say, “see |

likeness of Sandy, which he had |
once exhibited with great pride on |

i

And he'll” be here by corn-plantin’, |

“Bob,” she whispered, “he’s com-
in’! He’s most here! Go and meet
him quick, Bob, an’ tell him to hur-
ry, to hurry, mind, or I shan’t be
here!”

The wildness in her face and voice

deepened.
“Go, I tell you! Quick! He's com-
in’!” and she would have sprung

from the bed.

“There, there, Molly,” said her
brother, soothingly, ‘“jess lay right
down an’ be quiet an’ I'll go.”

She lay upon the pillow as he
placed her;. panting and trembling,

| and he went hastily out, pausing, as

And Bob, who always entered with |

Molly could no longer go about— |

he went through the kitchen, to say a
few words to the woman who sat at
the table feeding the little boy.

“She’s a heap wusser,” he said, “an’
out of her head. Keep a watch over
her while I go for the doctor.”

He ran quickly down the slope to-
ward where the horse was tethered,
As he reached the road he saw a tall
form advancing through the dusk
with rapid strides. Something in the
gait and ouline set his heart to throb-
bing; he stopped and waited. The
man came nearer,

“Bob!”

“Sandy!”

The two men clasped hands.

“Molly?” said her husband, brok-
enly. For answer Bob pointed silent-
ly toward the cabin, and Sandy
passed up the slope before him. Als
he entered the little kitchen the child
stopped eating and stared with wide-
open eyes at the stranger.

“Dad-dy! dad-dy!” he babbled.
| Sandy saw and heard nothing, but
| went blindly on into the inner room.

There was a glad cry, and Molly
was in her husband’s arms.

“] knew ye’d come!” she said.

“Yes, darlin’, I've come, an’ Tl
never—' The words died upon his
| lips, for something in the face upon
| his breast told him that Molly was
llistening to another voice than his,
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The Huntet’s cMecry cMoon.

Brown October and nut-brown woods,

And nobody sad or sober,
But the partridge, proud of her whirring brood,
And the sunburnt sportsman with gleaming eye,
And the farm boy’s snare, secure and sly—

Gay October and gilded woods—

What folly now to be sober!
When the fox-glove’s hanging her yellow hoods,
And there's laughter and rustle of silken gowns,
And the country’s full of the folks o’ towns—

Late October and frost-touched woods—
The children look wondrous sober !
For the squirrel is hiding his stolen goods,
Scolding away in the chestnut tall,
Where the brown burrs gape and the last nuts fall—
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—Flaine Goodale.
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