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- FINEST QUALITY ONLY
MANUFACTURED IN

 Wellingtonr
PLATES

'XTRA SPEEDY : 350 H. & D. The fastest and cleanest work-
ing photographic plate in the world.

SPEEDY : 250 H. & D. For general instantaneous photography.

ISO SPEEDY: 225 H. & D. For the better rendering of tone
and color values.

LANTERN : 5 H. & D. For Lantern slides of the finest quality.

PAPERS

BROMIDES :

In various surfaces for contact printing and
enlarging,
S.C.P. : The “Queen” of Gaslight Papers for printing and develop-
' ing in gaslight.
P.O.P.: For printing out in daylight or arc-light.
SELF-TONING : Vields rich tones by fixing in Hypo only.

ANTI-CURLlNG CELLULOID-ISOCHROMATIC :
For all Daylight Loading Roll Film Cameras.

Write for free Booklets describing the delight-
ful processes of this fascinating hobby to

(Wellington & Ward) Ward & Co., 13 St. John St., Montreal, P.(.

Garson Quarries
Limited

Cut Sawn

STONE

Lime in Bulk. Lime in Barrels

Dimension Stone

Rubble and Footings

Plans, figures and estimates furnished for

all classes of Cut Stone Work-

Offices :—292 Princess Street. Phone 3281.

Yard :—Cor. Gladstone and Higgins Ave., Winnipeg
Phone 4222,
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The Major and L.

The major and I had always been
good friends. For one thing, we
both liked the same kind of a cigar.
_ “A cigar,” said the major, “should
be neither too good nor too bad. If
a man gets into the habit of smok-
ing bad cigars, not only is he a con-
tinued source of regret to his
friends, but, graver still, he experi-
ences a moral deterioration that no
amount of pious influence can offset.
If his cigars are too good; on the
other hand, he is obliged to live up
to them. I began once to smoke a
fifty-cent cigar a day—only one. At
first it was a difficult financial ad-
justment. Then my mind got used
to it—so used to it that I began to
smoke two—then three. For some
time afterward I was puzzled to
know why I never seemed to have
any cash in hand, until it dawned
upon me that I was making a steady
glow of my bank account.”

At the time I met the major we
were both on the same twenty-cent
brand, and this being enough to in-
sure our confidence in each other,
we became friends, and it was not
long after this when by mutual con-
sent we arranged to have our apart-
ments next to each other.

This arrangement was a great suc-
cess. Each one of us rubbéd away
the loneliness of the other, and we
did it without any irritating conse-
quences. There were moments of
reminiscences, of reverie, when I
saw that the major must not be dis-
turbed. He divined the same of me.
During these intervals we protected
each other from the outside world.
And - during those other intervals,
when we x?el‘c the need of compan-
ionship, it seemed as if I had just
what the major needed and the ma-
jor had just what I needed.

I was older than the major., He
was fifty and I was thirty, but age
is never fully expressed in years. It
is in feeling. I have mever been
able to be sure about the exact time
when I caught up with the major,
but I think it must have been when
I was twenty and he was forty. I
feel sure that, if we had met then,
we should not have agreed. We
should have been too much alike.

At present, however, there was
enough difference between us to in-
sure a fortunate combination. ‘The
major was a perfect child about busi-
ness matters, while T had a keen
sense of those important details. He
never thought of doing anything
without cosulting me. On the other
hand, his sense of true human rela-
tionship was very much finer than
mine. He taught me the art of deal-
ing with my fellow-men. He taught
me, or at least made me a student
of, that rare art of gentle courtesy
which in these days we seem to Iack;
and I learned from him that amid
the wear and tear of modern life it
is still possible to retain one’s sim-
plicity of character.

One day the major said to me:

“My friend, we must go to the
seashore. We need the change. It
will do us both good.”

rangements, and togther we went.
We selected a qu'et spot on the
Maine coast. Alas! since then I
have learned this axiom: that there
is no -quiet spot anywhere upon the
face of the earth that does not con-
tain at least one widow.,

I well remember the day she burst
upon us in all the subdued splendor
of her pony-cart.  The ponies were
black, the harness was black, the
widow’s clothes were black. But in
strong contrast to her surroundings
was the shining face of the widow.

I looked into the major’s eves and
he looked into mine. I must con-
fess that I saw something that start-
led me. I know now that if there is
such a thing as love at first sight for
rne, it holds equally good for two.
n an instant I realized that the ma-
or and T were in love—and with the

| ame woman.

| The next day we met her. Some
{ «hange in-the outgoing and incoming
' cuestsput us at a new table. There

So I made all the mnecessary ar—

she was, radiant, demure, smiling. In
the afternoon we had a three-
cornered conversation at the shady
end of the piazza.

Did the widow object to cigars?
Never! She doted upon them. So
between us the major and I con-
sumed eighty cents’ worth of them.

As we made our toilet before din-
ner, the major was more silent than
usual. So indeed was I. It seemed
to me that I was being drawn into a
vortex from which there was no es-
cape. The widow’s eyes haunted me,
An atmosphere of gentle, pathetic
experience surrounded her, and
through it she seemed transfigured
into an angel. I was fearful lest she
might prefer the major to me, and
fearful lest she shouldn’t. Indeed,
so much I admired and esteemed my
friend that I knew she would be
lowered in my opinion should she
prefer me. On the other hand, how
could I now live without her? It
was indeed a problem.

Finally the major spoke, laying
his hands upon my shoulders in the
old familiar manner when he was )
much moved. There were tears in
his eyes. For this kindly old soul,
who had fought undaunted through
a score of battles, was as senti-
mental as a child.

“My boy,” he said, “that widow
has captured me. The momert I saw
her T realized that all was lost. And
yet as I look into your face I per-
ceive that all is not right with you.
Let us be men. Let us meet this
issue together. Speak, my boy!”

I also was much moved. “Major,”
I said, “you have read my secret
aright. I, too, am heels over head in
love with the widow. Do you blame
me?”’

It was a trying moment. Both of
us realized instinctively what it
meant. We had both in a very large
sense become necessary to each
other. I could not conceive of life
without the major—and the widow.
And I saw too plainly that he was
thinking of the same thing—he could
not conceive of life without me—and
the widow. '

“My boy,” said the major at last,
“I have a plan. Of course, T don’t
blame you. You could not have been
the friend to me that you are if you
had not done the same thing. The
mere fact that we have fallen in love
with the same woman only proves
that we have not been mistaken in
each other.”

“What is your plan?” T asked, with
breathless anxiety.

“It is this. We must divide the
widow up.  You have her one day,
and I the next. Between friends
such as we are, it is the only way.
We'll draw lots for the first choice,
and after that may the best man
win!,,

“It was just what I knew you
would do!” T exclaimed, embracing
him. Our glasses touched.

“Major,” T said solemnly, “I drink
to _your success!” And the major’s
voice quivered as he replied:

“And I, my boy—to yours!”

The major won the toss and the
next morning I bade farewell for
the day and evening. . _

Never have I passed a more mis- -
erable time. Faithful to my promise
I kept in the background, but in the
distance I caught glimpses of the
widow and the major, and it was
auite evident to me that he was los-
ing no time. But all things have an
end, and the hour came for us to
meet again,

There was a new light in the ma-
jor’'s eyes. “My boy,” he said sol-
cmnly, “T will keep my promise. To-
morrow is yours.”

The next day T arose bright and
early, while the major kept to his
room,

I realized that T must do my best
or the major never would foreoive
me. Besides, ance within the widow's
spell T could not help myself. With
yvears and cndurance on my side,
why should T not win? I consoled

Continved on Page 56.




