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if lier lauga ever got back the oid 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 carda, and a
tie that she had. promised to work me.
It'a with the hairpin.

1 wrote to her, then. 1 think I enabied
ber to infer that I was not free, with-
out saying anything that implied that
this mattere4 to hier, or f hat I suspected
that it did. Anyhow, I wrote and re-
wrote the letter sixteen timea.

Seven years afterwards I was free. 1
spent a smail fortune tracing her. She
bad been married a year, I found. That
ends it ail, except-I'd like lier to know
the facta--that I didn't mean to hurt
ber.

I've thouglit over that a good deai. I
couldn't wrïte and tel lier. It wouid be
an insuit to suggest that she cared. By
now shte probably doesn't. I hope flot.
Stili, I'd like lier to know that I wasn't
juat a biackguard who deliberately flirt-
ed with a young girl.

If I were a story-writer like you, 1
should just put it in a story and hope
that she miglit read it. She read a lot.
Wiii you, oid man? Thanks-many
thanka. I expect I'd have t0]4 you
somes day, anyhow; but that was in my
mind wlien I started to tell you to-niglit.
Yes, we understand eacli other. Our
friendship-cunts.

The editor of the Fiction Weekiy was
worrying me for a domeatic story. "The
Thinga that Count" appeared within two
months. I gave Forrington'as tory word
for word, altering the names.

A few, days afterwards the editor per-
suaded me to go to one. of has wife's
At Homes.

"A friend of my wife," lie said, "at
least, alie's the friend of a friend of a
friend-iin*itai è 'baowing you. -I ho-
liave that she made ontui qugin#uce
soieily for that purposo. She -is a singu-
iariy cliarming young lady of about
eight-and-twonty, and-"

"My dean man!" I intennuptod, "I arn
lady-proof!I

"O0h!" He Iaughed. "I dou't suppose
e.he wants you to mary her; only to

"Hang ber!" I growled.
1 repented of this rude observation

When I met the lady. Sho was adoliglit-
fui young woman, pretty. and. smiiing
Ind bright.

I'Now, Mr. Frankiyn," ali, aaid, *when
4ve had taW-,4fèr.sorne.timo, ,.I want
Io ask 'yqi.mtàboîut",o», of, your toies-
'The' Thinga that'Count.' 18 it fiction
or reaiity ?"

I looked liard at lier and alie iooked
hard at me.

"Doos that-count ?" 1 askod.
"'Yes," she said quietiy."'Reaity," 1 owned, "except-I unden-

atood that the Little Girl got married;
but perliapa ahe didn't, Misa Vane 7"

"Possibiy," alie suggested, "lie miglithave heard of the marniage of a younger
sister-the youngest.

"It would make a great diffenence to
him," I toid lier. "That you-I mean
that 'alie' is free."

"Then lie really does-care about lier
atili 1 Reaily 1"

"He neally does-you meanuSir Jlohn
- ?" I paused.

"Fonrington," she supplied, andi 1
nodded.

She smiied, and I undenstood why lie
liad descibed the Little Gir's expression
as "amused."

"Then wifi you tell him that, if lie
atili uses them to cleauî bis pipe"ý-sbo
drew a hairpin from bier hain-"he may
have this one."

"Hadn't 1 better tell hum to cal! for
it-say, thi s day wveek ?" 1 asked with

"'You provoking mai! I arn goingback to the hotel no-w." She gave me
the address.

"'Some people are very lucky,," I said.
"Yes. He wili corne. Cood-bye."

"Good-bve. Perhaps you, too-if the
nest of the story were true.. I won't
ask, but good iuck, Mr. Frankiyni."

"'Good luck to you; and him," I said.
"MNY iuckla isout."

"You neyer know," she protested.
-I know," I said sadiy.
1 motored to Forington's office. Hc

borrowed m motor tri go to lier, and
left me to find a cab, or -aik. 1 xvalked
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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 flot waik with me, I must
journey singly to the end of my days.

e e e *

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

"The years have treated you lightly,"
I aaid, when my ister went out-she
said' to feteli the baby for ua to see.
"'Now -

1 touched my head where the liair waa
growing thIn.

"It's production lias been internai,"ahe auggested. "I read a great deai of
your work. I aiways thouglit that
authors put themselves in their tories,
but you have diaiilusioned me. 'The
Thinga that Count,' you know."

"Some yeara ago you diaiiiuaioned me,
Phyiiis. I beg your pardon, Mfisa New-
ton."

"I suppose I am growing too oid to be
caiied by my Christian name 1"

"'You look very young," I toid her.
"Do I? You can eall me how yo1ý

please, then. The disiilusion wasn't all
my fauit; but I daresay 1 was as bad
as you wero. That'a a great admission
for me, isnt it?"

She laughed-that oid, deep contralto
laugli, that seemed to corne from the
bottoma of ter heart. If Phyllia could be
put in a word it would ho "genuine."

"It's a pity that we weren't both more
ready to make admission thon," I said.
1-it happons to ho true about the hand-
kerchief, Phyiiis."

She fumbied ini a littie bag and
brought out the programme of the iast
concert that we were to together; and a
crooked sixpence that I gave lier when
she wore lier hair in a pigtail.

"Oh, Tecie!" she cried witli a aob.
"Oh, Teddie! The things that count1'"

A Great Eastern Clothlng House.

One of the greateat entorprisos of the
city of Halifa.x, N.S., lias for years past
beon the factory of Ciayton & Sons, the
well known manufacturera of "Acadian
Pride Homespun Ponts." ln Eastern
Canada this make ia mo wohl known as
to ho weil nigh a housohoid word, and
now the manufacturera are invading.the
West. They will do so with goods that
have certainiy proved their menit. No
one wil ho disappointed with this firm's
garments, and the trade mark, "Â.P.H.,"
is a valuablo guarantee and one that is
weii worth asking for. Shouid anyone
be unabie to get them at thoir local
clothier they are invited to write to
Clayton & Sons, Halifax, N.S, and the
amali consideration of $3.00 wili do the
reat. The finm'a advrtisement wiil bc
found on another page of this issue of
the Western Homo Montlily.

1. H. C. 1911 Calendar.

For 1911 the International Harvestor
Company of Amenica lias gotten out a
set of veny attractive calendars, direct-
ing attention to the weli-known linos of
harvesting machines-Champion, Deer-
ing, McConmick, Milwaukee, Osborne, and
Piano. These calendars are beautifuily
litbograplied in colons, and are 20 by 131/4
i nches in size. The scenes depicted on
these calendans include "The Hunting
Camp," with the successful nificinan who
is bringing in a deen; "The Days of '49,"
wlien the prairie schooner was a familian
siglit wost of the Missouri River; "The
Prospectons," in eearcli of the elusive
gold; "Grandmothen Sewing on a But-
ton," "The Children Playing with Tige
on the Beach," and "The Summer Girl
vith lier Parasol."

Any one of these calendans would be
a decidedly appropriate onnament for the
home, and we suggest that you write
or cali on your local dealer and aak him
for an I.H.C. calendan.

Bard and soft corns both yield to flolloways
Corn Cure. which is entirely safe tc, use. and cer-
tain and satiztactory in ita action.

Fairy Soap Looks
Good Enough to &Lt

1Týhat's because it is white-natd.wh ,

dyes and high perfumcs-«and la de froo-.y
edible products. Wc could charge nqu
times the price you -pay for it t-, iw* q4
add nothira to the quality. In highor-pe
soaps, you arcpaying for egu iee"-*',
fumes and fancy labels, flot boterSGp

LTry Fairy-the hady foahw

cae- and know truc .op luxury.
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; uariaiteed Impemet
Backed by over 35 years' eperi

ence of a practical farmer and manu-
facturer. You run no risk ýwhen you SUt

a Planet Jr, and you will be surprie
at how much more and better work,.

À ou can do with less labor. Planet jPii
are lilht and strong, and luit a hife-tii

Wa imet Jr Couhba M M
3* er Doubl.Wh..l Ho*, cultva4

opent the furrow, sows seed n ril or hâlu
rola, marks out neat row ln one operatia. AbuIa

prect cultivading &aUbhnnta.
Plamet Jr 3 lma »i. s.L..Cuki,.

to. Kepsgroun jn througconditoaua
t eaten. IaS eWl (ramaa

opractiil Indet utible
'~ Wrie y fr igii illustrated

caaogue of ail Planet Jr finpl.-
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