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'Darest," said the nlote, "wmhen yo
read these lines I shallfnot be of this
world. Tryv and believe that wliat I
have done îý best-best for both of ils.
Try also te forgive and, if possible,
forget.-Your wretched Clarence."

The young man addressed an envelope,
inserted the note and laid the missive on
the desk top beside a photo ini an oval,
silver frame. But as lie did, the eyes of
thie girl in the photo caught and held
him. Up tili now lie had studiously
avoided looking at the picture. Perhaps
he liad been afraid of the reproach that
he f elt might creep into those eyes.

But now, it was too late even for such
reproach. Rie took the photo up and
looked long and tenderly on it, and then
pressed hislips to the cold glass. Sigh-
ing, he replaced the pictured likeness of
the girl whose heart he Ivas going to
crush. Then he glanced at the elock on
the desk. It 'vas just 2.07. In less than
three minutes, therefore, al vould be
over!

He sat down again and took ulp the
revolver. Leaning back he closed his
eyes, and bis lips began to move slowly
as he counted: "One-two-three-")

The door burst open! A niessenger
boy stood there saying something.

The young man opened his eyes and
sat up straight, staring perplexedly and
in an aggrieved vray at this intruder.
After ah bhis careful preparations, it 'vas
most strange that lie had neglected to
fasten the door.

'K. a hlas jumped two points!"
This wa.s--Ihat the boy said, or

sliouted.
"We've been callin' an' callin' yuli on

the 'Phone," lie ient on, "An' yuh neyer
answered-"

The young man dropped the revolver,
which clattered to the floor, and sprang
f orward. Joy had spread over bis face
as the morning sun spreads over the
t'vilight-d"vn. andi for a mioment lie
stood gripping the edge of the desk and
panting, and gazing at the niessenger.
"Yçp-sbe's shootin' way up! 'Change
lias 'vent clean çrazy!" continued the
boy excitedly. "The boss says to bang
op~ close an' not sel! out for your life.
The Pritchard syndicate is in nowv,
buyin' riglit an' lef t "

The young man shot for'vard and
clutched tbe lad's shoulders. Ris lips
moved but no sound came forth. Wliat
he 'vas reiterating was: "Is it true-is it
truec?" He drew bis tongue acrosbis
dry lips, and tried again to speak.

"True? You betcher life it's true!"
returned the boy. "Gee! Yuh needn't
turn tlie waterworks on, thoughi!"

For tears wvere raining down the
young man's cbeeks.

The sound from tlie back of the room
ceased abruptly. A voice took its place:

"Jumping Jeremiali, but my arm's
sure done up %vith ahl this cranking."

A man in shirtsleeves came forwvard
and joined the other two.

"How did 1 do it 1" asked the young
man, as he iviped the tears from bis face
'vith a mercerized silk handkerchief, and
turned to the man in shirtsleeves.

"Oh, so-so," 'vas the reply, "But say,
Bill, can't you get a littie more pep into
that last part ? It don't seem to have
the punch that the first part lias. And
I'd make that writing sliaky, because
I've got to take a close-up of the letter,
and it's got to look true, y' understand.
1 sure miust compliment you on that
pump work thougli. You can 'veep as
'vell. as little Mary P. and then some!
Xow, let's go over that laqt part again."

A Strange Giftc
By Charlotte Brexvster Jordan

Little Karina Suzanne Hjorth %%-as>
colled Zanna for short. She lived inN
Norway, aivay up on a rnontaintop.
Aithougli she had been born in Norway.,1
she had flot always livcd there. For tene
happy years she' bad- lived ini Canada. M
and then (wvbcn Zannoe 'as thirteenf
years old) tbev had returned to t1w l
house on the rocks which MNr. Iljorthi had
built for them ail, clos(, hv bis great l

At first Zanna thought it 'vas heFuti- P
fi to hive on a mountain so bigbh that, l
iii order to reach ber bomne, she' bcad to
c-lirnb up two bundred and thirteen steps.p
Zanna counted them al bersolf. and
vonde-red how lier stîîrdY Nor'r-, rand-
ifithers i-vr!ad t1e patien eu<lt tli,î1-
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rouh sopsoutofthe moUd rock hua.
drediof yearis ugo There were just two
hundred stepe too many for Mirs. Hjorth,
ivho, aîter two or tbree attempis, alway.
bast ler breath at the unlucky thirteenth
step. So after that lier Iîusband always
drove lier round by the Nvinding road-
%vay, 'vhich 'as very nmuch longer. But
little Zanna alwvays liked to climb the
steps.

Back of their home %vas a noisy, rush-
ing 'vaterfail which splashed and foamed
'iight and day, and turned the miii-
'vheels, and then tumbled noisily do'vn
and dowvn the rocks tili it became a
commonplace, demure canal.

Zanna often used to ride on the queer
little canal.boats to see if she could not
find some English-speaking tourists
)ïhom she miglit invite to lier home.
But she neyer found any, and instead,
used to 'vatch the peasant folk conming
front the market. Zanna thouglit she
would neyer tire of looking at the fair-
skinned, flaxenliaired maidenis 'ith their
ample woolen skirts and bright-colored
knit bodices, quaintly eut and fastened
together 'vith curious brgss or silv-er
dlaspa and buckles.

After a vhie, liowever, Zanna became
used to the rosy-cheeked peasants, and
then site began to grow very lonely. 1
think shte'vas really a little liomesick
for the chuldren and flowery valleys of
ber Canadian home.

"0f course I have you and papa and
Baby Joanne," she said to lier mother
one day. "And I don't think I would
get lonesome for any one else if some
green grass and pretty flo'vers grey up
here. But it's just rocks, great, bare
rocks every'vhere. And it aI'vays makes
mie 'onder whether the giants didn't try
to build bouses 'vith these awful rock
bloeks, and got angry because they
eouln't, and then just thre'v them
round. W7hy, that big fiat rock back of
the kitchen is twice as big as our whole
yard over the ocean!"

I think Zanna grieved more than most
little girls, for she used to have a magie
touch w'ith ahl gro'ving things, and loved
lier "plant children" far more than doils.

"Neyer mmiid," said mother, whlo heard
the sigli and guessed for whlat lier little
daugliter 'vas longing. "It is too bad 've
cannot bave our garden, dear, but things
miiglit be very much w'orse. It is better
for us aIl to live liere 'vith father than
to have all the flower-gardens in
Canada."

So Zanna thought instead of Christ-
iuas, and of 'vhat she wouid like in ber
stocking, and on the beautiful tree
'vbich site and Joanne 'vould have to-
gether. In fact, she thought so liard
about it that before shte kne'v it the next
day 'vas to be Christmas.

You ail kno'v low early she got up to,
peep into lier stocking, for you probably
do the same thing yourselves. Every-
thing 'vas lovely by the nursery chim-
ney-place, and whea she hurrîed to the
breakfast-rooma she 'vas just in time to
meet the postman 'vith bis arns full of
presents fromt ber little schoolmates in
Canada.

"But Zatina hasn't seen the best of aIl
yet," said lier mother.

"M1%ore yet!" exclaimed exci-ted Zanna.
"Why, I can't think of any thing else I
'vant!"

-It is so big," explained ber father,
with a t'vinkle in bis eye, "that old
'Saint Nick couldn't t-hink of getting
down the chimney '%vith it."

"Couldn't get it down the chimney!"
"No. In fact, he couldn't carry it at

alil. Hie lad to get four horses, instead
of reindeer, to cart it here in wagon-
loads-four liundred, I think. They ieft
it out by the kitchien with Miss Karina
.uzanne 11jorth's nanie on it. Get on
your wraps and wveIi sec."

Sure enougb! It 'vas just as Mr.
[Ijorth sabi LTbe big, fiat rock 'vas
eovered deep with-what 3-ou'!! neyer
111iesS. 50 Iii tell von riglit now'-with

uiar butndred cart-ioads oif soi!! Rich.
>Iaek, woody eartb several feet des-p!
Anîd Zanna was 50 happy she could
hardl v keep theî tears back, for sue
uî'j-w% that thi., strange Christmas
present 'vould bp a joy to her al]lier
if e long.

And 'vben lier mother gave ber ber
present, a package of seeds of each kind
-migiîonette, phîlox, pansies and asters
-Zanna thouiglît shi, was the %ver.v bnp.-
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IN THE FALL T H g
FARMER'S FANCY
LIGHTLY TURNS T9,
THOUGHTS 0F EASE

<"OW that the Farîtrtibig rush in over, or
about over, and the fruits of a yéar's labor
begins r':ding -in, lie is no doubt iooking

*ahead 'vith no littie pleasant anticipation
to a wefl-earned rest. The Farmer's vacation timfe
is approaching-all farmer8 take a vacation -if any
do flot, they certainly should. Vacation time, of
course, means a holiday and a change; a change of
clirnate if poàsiblé; a change of sut'roundings any-
way. A change from the generai routine, which
must at intervals become monotonous. Even a change
of faces is sometimes anything but unwelcomc

TIak<e a triv-s omwhere--any-m.,4-re- -and jumt izut--
tion your'intention to the nearcst Caiiadian Northcrn
Agent; we'I do the- rcst, and Io<)it iglit. Vc
have tlieii ail - tlie Servive -- E<uiprnent - Dining
Car Service - $tai(ai-(lSle,.înnzr <Cars - Newest and
liest of 'Iourist C ar-s and DaI ) Coaches, electrir
ighted, with everY l:tt ist imîprî>venent, all of which,

with the e!ourteousiiu-i îof die attendants, mak e up a
service that Canadians are likely io mention when

talking to outsiders in a lîoastful mood.
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