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A Complete Story by Annie M. Stewart
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It was a tiny room and very sparsely
furnished. The floor, save ‘for the
hearthrug,. was . carpetless, and the
boards, -once stained brown, showed
white and rough in places. At one cor-
ner of the fireplace stood an old desk,
in the other a.capacious and shabby arm-
chair. . :

There were books everywhere, books
of all kinds, sizes, and conditions. A
gmall bookcase was crammed full of
them; they littered the floor, the top of
the desk, the table by the window.

The mantelpiece bore an uatidy array
of miscellaneous articles, from alman-
acks, torn _envelopes, empty match
boxes, and old pipes, to a child’s broken
toy and a dog’s collar.

The whole room wore & desolate,
lifeless look; the bare boards,

seemed” to-be waiting — waiting hope-
lessly—for the touch of some quickening
resence, some gracious personality that
should make of the dreary whole a fit-
ting for its tenant.

Over the mantelpiece hung three pic-
fures; the only beautiful things in the
room—one, a copy of Watts’s “Love and
Death,” the second a print of Reynolds’s
“Age of Innocence,” and between these
an enlarged photograph of @ woman,
little more ‘than a girl, not exactly
beautiful perhaps, but sweeter in her

race and youth than the cluster of

owers in her hand, she stood beside a
tall rose-bush bending a little—with half-

parted lips—as if to kiss her sister roses. |-

Behind, through the leafy foliage of
June, against which her fair head and
white dress shone with an almost radiant
clearness, came a glimpse of a stately,
ivy-covered, turreted house —her home,
the home she had never re-entered after
her wedding-day.

She had been Gilbert Evans’s wife,
and she had been dead mnearly one year.

‘At his desk, beneath a glaring un-
shaded gas-jet, sat Gilbert writing, or,
rather, alternately writing and tearing
up what he had written. One or two
books, which he had pushed roughly
aside with his elbow from the top of the
desk, lay upon the floor, their pages
widespread, as if mutely appealing
against such ignominy. One, a cheap
edition of “David Copperfield” had
opened at a picture of Dora, the “child-
wife.” It caught Gilbert’s eye at length,
and he picked it up and thrust it hur-
riedly into a drawer of the desk, while
the memory of another girl, another al-
most child-wife, came vividly back to
him. Involuntarily, he glanced at the
picture above the mantelpiece, and as
quickly turned his eyes away. For her
name, also, had been Dora, and she, like
her namesake, had faded early in the
blossom-time of life.

A clock somewhere in the house struck
the hour, and he looked up with a start.

He seemed nervous, irritable. Pre-
sently he arose, and, with a gesture of
disgust, threw down the pen and, push-
ing the desk aside, flung himself wearily
into the armchair. He sat still, very
still, his elbows on his knees, hig head
buried in his hands, gazing moodily into
the heart of the dying fire. So silent
was he, that the hurried, thin ticking of
a small clock on the mantelpiece seemed
to fill the air with its insistency.

Yet, in the silence, in that dreary,
commonplace, unlovely room, a duel waz
being fought, a duel which is eternal, th
duellists the powers of Right and Wrong,
the meeting-place the heart of man, and
the prize—a human Soul.

And the strife was keen and bitter, as

it ever is where the prize is worth the |,

winning.

_ For Gilbert Evans had come to a part-
ing of the ways, and as he decided now,
as he chose the higher or the lower path,
so would his future be. On the one hand,
his old life, commonplace enough, per-
haps, with its monotonous daily round
of work and sleep; on the other, a new
career, an improved position, where his
talents, cramped so long, might find
fuller scope, where life would mean
something more than a constant strug:
gle to make ends meet.

But gaining so much, what was there
to forfeit? Only his self-respect, only
honor!  And, to a man of his stamp,
these were no empty words. Gilbert
Evans had been, from boyhod, employed
by a certain firm of manufacturers, the
head of which had shown him innumer-
able kindnesses, and had indeed, treated
him more as a son than an employee. But

ing one. - Gilbert, however, had, almost
by accident, stumbled across a new idea,

would, he felt sure, revolutionize their
‘mode of manufacturing, and bring back
the prosperity so fast leaving them.
But, in some mysterious way, a rival
and powerful firm had caught an inkling
of the secret, and had begun experiment-
ing on theit own account. It seemed
only a question of time before the efforts
of the larger firm, with their greater
facilities and more lavish outlay, would
be successful. But one thing, the turn-
ing-point of the whole idea, was lacking;
the shell the rival firm had managed to

only, the man in whose brain the idea

had first taken birth—Gilbert Evans.
The rival firm stooped to bribery.
Gilbert - had heard several hints of

came—an offer including a large salary
and a responsible position, as the price
of coming over to thé enemy — he was
scarcely surprised. He despatched his re-

episode -closed. .

~ Then his wife died, and, in the anxiety
of her illness and the awful anguish of
her death, all worldly concerns were, for
a time, as dust and ashes to him.

After, when life began slowly to as-
sume normal proportions once more,
when he found himself weighted with the
heavy expenses which illness always
brings, and with the care of a little son
of seven years, to whom he was to be,
henceforth father and mother both, some
sane, sweet influence seemed to haye gone
from him, and in a desperate“effort to
make money more speedily he began to
speculate, with what, so far, had proved
disastrous results,

It was then, when things at the fac-
tory were not going on so well, when his
employer; to whose aid, financial and
otherwise, he owed so much, was losing
hope, and his experiments were eating up
more money than they seemed likely to
produce in the immediate future that a
second offer came to him, baited with
more glittering lures, a larger salary,
easy hours, a splendid laboratory at his
disposal wherein to bring his ideas to full
fruition! So much for his work!

And for himself relief from the daily
drudgery of work-a-day life, from the
deadly, dreary round of labor and sleep
which was slowly but surely dulling all
his finer faculties, his nobler aspirations;
leisure to find himself, to feel himself
once more a man, and mnot merely a
machine, to live his life as he had meant
to live it by the light of his lost ideals,
to rescue his talents from disuse, to .d°
something with his self. .

And for his little son, what of his pros-
pects? If he chose expediency instead of
honor, ingratitude instead of gratitude,
how would it be with the child? He was
a delicate, sensitive little mortal, and
Gilbert often feared that the life of the
Council school, the only school he could
atford, was becoming too hard and rough
for him. From his mother, who had had
gentle blood in her veins, he had in-
herited many - dainty little ways of
speech and manner, and these Gilbert
dreaded he must inevitably lose beneath
the ridicule of his playmates, to many of
whom anything that savored of gentle
blood was dubbed affectation, and to be
well-mannered was to be considered be-
neath contempt. A better school, less sor-
did surroundings, and more care and at-
tention than he was likely to receive
from the rough-handed, if kind-hearted
“general,” of which the Evans household
consisted, -for the child,
worth seeking.

Or if—Gilbert had of late often con-
' sidered this last possibility, probably

becaues in the vehemence of his grief
0 life had lost what it had for him—

it was a small business, lately a decay- |.

which, if capable of practical fulfilment,:

produce, but the kernel, the very heart |
of the invention, was known to one man |-

what was impending; and when-the offer |-

fusal promptly and considered - the |,
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Steele, Briggs Seeds
‘ known all over Canada

Steele, Briggs Seeds

as' the “best that grow.”

40 years.
‘Steele, Briggs Seeds

‘—the success
for the next.

Steele, Briggs Seeds

tegrity and fairness.

'BOOKLETS ON CULTURE ~
Elevén booklets (copyri

The first of the kind published in Canada.
. CUSTOMERS.

$3$$ IN PRIZES FOR COMPETITION

Our beautiful and carefully-compiled 136-page Catalo;

00 for the set, but

request.

' FIELD and GARDEN

SELECTED for the-WEST

 “FACTS WORTH REMEMBERING”

Have an established reputation for reliability and are

have enjoyed an unbroken succession of patronage with
customers doing business continually with us for over

Are constantly being improved in quality and selection
one season never be‘mx high enough °

Have a continuous record of progressiveness, of dealings
transacted in the spirit of old-fashioned business in-

ted, all but one), 152 pages, all leading varieties. '
4 ;l. i i‘REE TO

- C ue describés the Seeds,
‘the Booklets and the Prizes. Write to-day for a copy, which is FREE to all on ;

STEELE, BRIGGS SEED CO., Limited

WINNIPEG Canada’s Greatest Seed House. cANADA :

every washday if you do your washing with an

The clothes are washed in the new way by com
air luction.bab?d therefore wear longer as there ‘is
rubbing.

Note:
-~ Agents
Waanted

yet a tub of clothes can be washed in
minutes. No severe exertion req

_ blankets to the finest laces in the same
without injury. Also rinses and blues.

ORDER, NO POWER REQUIRED
SPECIAL OFFER
Send this coupon and

482Y; ' Main St.,, Winnipeg, Man., and

will receive a sample vacuum washer,
charges prepaid . .

MONEY CAN BE MADE
1.X.L. VACUUM WASHER

No need to put your hands in the water
three

Saves
time, labor and maney. Washes anything fm

NO MOVING PARTS TO GET OUT OF

W.H.M. Coupon

1.50 to the DO-
MINION UTILITIES FG. CO., LTD
you -
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FONTANA, CALIFORNIA

is- the largest body of high-grade l"
citrus land under one manage- }
ment in the world. 50 miles from
Los Angeles, 10 miles from
Riverside. Two main lines of
Ry., Pacific Electric Ry., and |
State Boulevard cross Fontana.
Fontana is capitalised at one
million dollars, assets, four
million dollars, has spent over
one million dollars in groves,
hedges, boulevards, oiled streets,
homes, irrigation, etc. Price for
a young grove planted to your
order, $350.00 per acre. Six to -
nine ‘years to pay for it. Write
to-day for a folder, illustrated |
cards, facts, etc. -
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Fontana Orange Grove 5

FONTANA CO., 97 LINDSAY BLDG, WINNIPEG, Can.
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