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The Westerh Home Monthly.

if her laugn ever got back the old ring.
That is what I should like to know.

I don’t think it did for a long time. I
think she waited and hoped. She sent
me one or two picture post cards, and a
tie that she had promised to work me.
It’s with the hairpin.

I wrote to her, then. I think I enabled
her to infer that I was not free, with-
out saying anything that implied that
this mattered to her, or that I suspected
that it did. Anyhow, I wrote and re-
wrote the letter sixteen times.

Seven years afterwards I was free. I
spent a small fortune tracing her. She
had been married a year, I found. That
ends it all, except—I’d like her to know
the facts—that I didn’t mean to hurt
her.

I've thought over that a good deal.' T
couldn’t write and tell her. It would be
"an insult to suggest that she cared. By
now she probably doesn’t. I hope not.
Still, I'd like her to know that I wasn’t
just a blackguard who deliberately flirt-
ed with a young girl.

If I were a story-writer like you, I
should just put it in a story and hope
that she might read it. She read a lot.
Will you, old man? Thanks—many
thanks. I expect I'd have told you
some day, anyhow; but that was in my
mind when I started to tell you to-night.
Yes, we understand each othér. Our

. friendship—counts.
* * * * *

The editor of the Fiction Weekly was
worrying me for a domestic story. “The
Things that Count” appeared within two
months. I gave Forrington’s story word
for word, altering the names.

A few days afterwards the editor per-
suaded me to go to one of his wife’s
At Homes. . -

“A friend of my wife,” he said, “at
least, she’s the friend of a friend of a
friend—insists on -knowing you. I be-
lieve that she made our -acquaintance
solely for that purpose. She is a singu-
larly charming young lady of about
eight-and-twenty, and 2

‘My dear man!” I interrupted, “I am
lady-proof!”

“Oh!™ He laughed. “I don’t suppose
she wants you to marry her; only to
read “a* story.”

. “Hang her!” I growled.

¢ I repented of this rude observation
when I'met the lady. She was a ‘delight-
ful young woman, pretty and  smiling
and bright. - ’ :

! “Now, Mr. Franklyn,” she said, when

e had talked.for. some time, .“I' want
to ask ‘you»about one of, your stories—
‘The Things that Count.’ TIs it fiction
or reality ?”

I looked hard at her and she looked
hard at me.

“Does that—count?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said quietly.

“Reality,” T owned, “except—I under-
stood that the Little Girl got married;
but perhaps she didn’t, Miss Vane?”

“Possibly,” she suggested, “he might
have heard of the marriage of a younger
sister—the youngest.”

“It would make a great difference to
him,” 1 told her. “That you—I mean
that ‘she’ is free.”

“Then he really does—care about her |

still? Really ?”

“He really does—you mean Sir John
—?” T paused.

“Forrington,” she supplied, and 1
nodded.

She smiled, and I understood why he
had described the Little Girl’s expression
as “‘amused.”

“Then will you tell him that, if he
still uses them to clean his pipe”’—she
drew a hairpin from her hair—"he may
have this one.”

“Hadn’t 1 better tell him to ecall for
it—say, this day week?” 1 asked with
a smile.

“You provoking man!—I am going
back to the hotel now.” She gave me
the address.

“Some people are very lucky,” T said.
“Yes. He will come. Good-bye.”

“Good-bye. Perhaps you, too—if the
rest of the story were true. T won’t
ask, but good luck, Mr. Franklyn.”

“Good luck to you; and him,” T said.
“My luck is out.”

“You never know,” she protested.

“I know,” T said sadly.

I motored to Forrington’s office. He
borrowed my motor to go to her, and

.Prospectors,” in search of the elusive
| gold; “Grandmother Sewing on a But-
ton,” “The Children Playing with Tige

for two hours, but I‘ don’t remember
where.  One way is as good as another
when you travel alone; and since Phyllis
Newton would not walk with me, I must
Journey singly to the end of my days.

* » * * *

The next morning my married sister
sent me an urgent summons to go round
in- the afternoon. 1 went, and there I
met Phyllis Newton. I had not seen
her for five years—not since our engage-
ment terminated. I was five-and-thirty
then, and she was five-and-twenty.

“The years have treated you lightly,”
I said, when my sister went out—she
said to fetch the baby for us to see.
(‘Now I__”

I touched my head where the hair was
growing thin.

“It’s production has been internal,”
she suggested. “I read a great deal of
your work. I always thought that
authors put themselves in their stories,
but you have disillusioned me. ‘The
Things that Count,” you know.”

“Some years ago you disillusioned me,
Phyllis. I beg your pardon, Miss New-
ton.”

“I suppose I am growing too old to be
called by my Christian name?”

“You look very young,” I told her.

“Do I? You can call me how you
please, then. The disillusion wasn’t all
my fault; but I daresay I was as bad
as you were. That’s a great admission
for me, isnt it?”

She laughed—that old, deep contralto
laugh, that seemed to come from the
bottom of ter heart. If Phyllis could be
put in a word it would be “genuine.”

“It’s a pity that we weren’t both more
ready to make admission then,” I said.
I—it happens to be true about the hand-
kerchief, Phyllis.”

She fumbled in a little bag and
brought out the programme of the last
concerf, that we were to together; and a
crooked sixpence that I gave her when
she wore her hair in a pigtail.

“Oh, Tedaie!” she cried with a sob.
“Oh, Teddie! The things that count!”
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A Great Eastern Clothing House.

One of the greatest enterprises of the
city of Halifax, N.S., has for years past
' been the factory of Clayton & Soms, the
well known manufacturers of “Acadian
Pride Homespun Pants.” In Eastern
Canada this make is so well known as
to be well nigh a household word, and
now the manufacturers are invading the
West. They will do so with goods that
have certainly proved their merit. No
one will be disappointed with this firm’s
garments, and the trade mark, “A.P.H.,”
is a valuable  guarantee and one that is
well worth asking for. Should anyone
be unable to get them at their local
clothier they are invited to write to
Clayton & Sons, Halifax, N.S., and the
small consideration of $3.00 will do the
rest. The firm’s advertisement will be
found on another page of this issue of
the Western Home Monthly.

I. H. C. 1911 Calendar.

For 1911 the International Harvester
Company of America has gotten out a
set of very attractive calendars, direct-
ing attention to the well-known lines of
harvesting machines—Champion, Deer-
ing, McCormick, Milwaukee, Osborne, and
Plano. These calendars are beautifully
lithographed in colors, and are 20 by 131/
inches in size. The scenes depicted on
these calendars include “The Hunting
Camp,” with the successful rifleman who
is bringing in a deer; “The Days of ’49,”
when the prairie schooner was a familiar
sight west of the Missouri River; “The

on the Beach,” and “The Summer Girl
with her Parasol.” S
Any one of these calendars would be
a decidedly appropriate ornament for the
home, and we suggest that you write
or call on your local dealer and ask him
for an I.LH.C. calendar.
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Hard and soft corns both yield to Holloway's

left me to find a cab, or walk. [ walked

Corn Cure, which is entirely safe to use, and cer-
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Fairy Soap Looks
Good Enough to Eat
That’s because it is white—untainted with '

dyes and high perfumes—and is made from
edible products. We could charge you five
times the price you -pay for it, and we'could :
add nothing to the quality. Inhigher-priced o
soaps, you are paying for expensive per-

fumes and fancy labels, not better soap,

Try Fairy—the handy, floating, oval

) cake —and know true soap luxury,
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THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY,
MONTREAL AN

aranteed Implements
Backed by over 35 years' experi-
ence of a practical farmer and manu-
facturer. You run no risk when you get
a Planet Jr, and you will be surprised
at how much more and better work
ou can do with less labor. Planet Jrs
are light and strong, and last a life-time
\ Planet Jr Combined Hill and Drill
Cpea the urton sows seed I deily o Blm i

rolls, marks out next row in one operation.  Also bas:
perfect _cultivating attachments, i

[No. 16| Planet Jr Single Wheel-Hoe, Cultiva.
J g%-, Rake and Plow is a most useful adjustable gar-
o en tool. Keeps q_«;und in thorough condition all
il through season. e new pressed steel frame makes
. the tool practically indestructible.

Write y for 1911 illustrated
catalogue of all Planet Jr imple-

ments.  Free and postpaid.
S L Allen & Co ]
Box 11070 «Philadelphis Pa
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Write for the Name of our Nearest Agency.’

tain and satisfactory in its action.

A. E. MCKENZIE CO., LTD., 2iiomRr 253

Western Canada’s Great Seed House are Agents for

PLANET JR. TOOLS
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