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WATCH
is the world's

timekeeper

Rvery Elgin watch is fully guaran-
teed. Alljewelers have Elgin Watches.
An interesting, illustrated booklet
about watches, sent free on request to

ELCGIN NATIONAL WATCH CO.,
Eigin, lil.

N

You Can Cure
Lameness, Curb, Splint,
Spavin, Founder, Dis-

Growths,Sprains, Swell-
ings, Shoe Bolls.

Are you content to be always at the
mercy of the veterinary?
Why not be prepared to handle all the
= T TEEE common ailments of your horses yourself?
A reward of $100 is offered for a failure to cure any of the
above, where cure is possible, by

e’s Elixir

It Never Fails to Locate Lameness

Fully described on circular around bottle.
Remedy for all blemishes. An unexcelled Leg Wash for
race and work horses. Used by Veterinarians.
Beware of all blisters; they offer only temporary relicf, if any.

Tuttle’s High-Class Specitics

. Tuttle’s Family Elixir, for ailments of the human family.

Tuttle’s White Star, matchless liniment for healing and drying.
Tuttle’s American Condition Powders, for purifying blood.

Tuttle’s American Worm Powders, a positive worm expeller. :

Tuttle’s Hoof and Healing Ointment, for hard and cracked hoofs and
hoof diseases. : -

PRICES

Family and Horse Elixir, each $4
per dozen bottles.

Condition Powders, $2 per doz.

Worm Powders, $2 per doz.

Hoof Ointment, $4 per doz.

White Star Liniment, $4 per doz.
Bottle by mail, $0.50.

Free Veterinary Book

100 pages, fully illustrated, by our
Dr. S. A. Tuttle, a veterinarian
for many years. Gives symptoms
and specific treatment for all ordi-
nary diseases. Title of book,
‘‘Veterinary Experience.” Write
_for copy. Postage 2c.

TUTTLE’S ELIXIR CO.,
127 Beverly St., Boston, Mass.

Mon H. A. Tuttle, Mgr., $2 St. Gabriel St.
Se. F: on, N. S., C. H. R. Crocker, Mgr.
Chicago, C. F. Tuttle, Mgr., 311 East 63rd St.
Los Angeles, W. A, Shaw, « 1921 New England Ave,
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$12 Woman's Fall Suits $6.50

‘ailored to order. Also Suits up to $18. Send
today for cloth samplesand new styles. KExpress
prepaid to Winnipeg. Southcott Suit Co.,
I,ondon, Canada,

°  Send us youraddress
and wewillshow you
y “r how to make $3 aday

absolutely sure; we
farnish the work and teach you free; you work in
the locality where you live, Send us your address and we will
explain the business fully; remember we guarantee a clear pro-
fit of t‘l for ever‘ day’s work, absolutely sure, write st once, ®
IMPE BILYE ‘V

We mean what 'we say.

engraved on i
your name an< gddress.

BWARE C0n " Box 026, Winpson, oxr. | STAR MFG.CO.,246 St James St., Montreal,Can,

LORD'S PRAYER BANGLE PIN

will send to vou ABSOLUTELY
FREB THIS LOVELY BANGLE PIN
with the entive Lord's Pra
if you will send us

“You like him'dma}g)el?” it's time
liked somebody, Del
yoBel curled the red feather about
her fingers, and F_ut her hat on foy);i
her eyes, th%n };]1 l1fttle cry broke ir
her, half sob, halif anger.

“I mlght perhaps——g don’t know.
He’s good. I think he’d let me hﬁ“’.e
a parlor and a door bell.  But hes
going to marry somebody else, you
see. I shan’t tell you his name, SO
ou needn’t ask.” ;

: Asenath looked out straight upon
the water. A dead leaf that had
been caught in an eddy attracted
her attention; it tossed about for a
minute, then a tiny whirlpool sucked
it down. o

“] wasn’t going to ask; 1t's noth_-
ing to me, of course, He doesnt
care for her, then—this other girl?

“Not so much as he does for me.
He didn’t mean to tell me, but he
said that I—that I looked so—pretty,
it came right out. But there! I
mustn’t tell you any more.”

Del began™ to be frightened; she
looked up sideways at Asenath’s
quiet face. “] won’t say another
word,” and so chattered on, growing
a I'ttle cross; Asenath need not look
so still, and sure of herself—a mere
humpbacked fright!

“He’ll never break his engagement,
not even for me; he’s sorry for her
and all that. I think it’s too bad.
He’s handsome. He makes me feel
like saying my prayers, too, he’s so
good! Besides, I want to be mar-
ried. I hate the mill. I hate to
work. I’d rather be taken care of—
a sight rather. I feel bad enough
about it to cry.”

Two tears rolled over her cheeks
‘and fell on the soft plaid shaw.
Del wiped them away carefully with
her rounded fingers.

Asenath turned and looked at this
Del Ivory long and steadily through
the dusk. The pretty, shallow thing!
The worthless, bewildering thing!

A fierce contempt for her pink-
and-white, and tears and eyelashes
and attitudes, came upon her; then a
sudden sickening jealousy that turn-
ed her faint where she sat.

What did God mean—Asenath be-
lieved in God, having so little else
to believe in—what did He mean,
when he had blessed the girl all her
happy life with such wealth of
beauty by filling her careless hands
with this one best, last gift? Why,
the child could not hold such golden
love! She would throw it away by-
and-bye. What a waste it was!

Not that she had these words for

her thought, but she had the thought
distinctly through her dizzy pain.
_ “So there’s nothing to do about
it,” said Del, pinning her shawl. “We
can’t have anything to say to each
other—unless somebody should die,
or anything; and, of course, I’'m not
wicked enough to think of that—
Sene! Sene! what are you doing?”

Sene had risen slowly, stood upon
the log, caught at an aspen-top and
swung out with its whole length
above the water. The slight tree
writhed and quivered about the
roots. Sene looked down and moved
her marred lips without a sound.

Del screamed and wrung her
hands. It was an ugly sight.

“Oh, don’t, Sene, don’t! Youll
drown yourself! you will  be
drowned! you will be—Oh, what a
start you gave me! What were you
doing, Senath Martyn?”

Sene swung slowly back and sat
down.

“Amusing myself a little—well
unless somebody died, you said? But
I believe I won’t talk any more to-
Iﬁg]h,f' My head aches. Go home,

el.

Del muttered a weak protest at
lez§v111g her there alone; but with her
bright face: clouded and uncomfort-
able, went.

Asenath turned her head to listen
for the rustle of her dress, then fold-
ed her arms, and with her eyes upon
the sluggish stream. sat still,

An Iz_ yur and a_ half later, an And-
over tfarmer, driving home

the ]H']l|;’(‘, observed
edge—a ~:‘:_:1A'w\\' cut within a shadow
ftl_w outiine of a woman’s figure
sitting perfectly still with fﬁhhni
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across

arms, He reined

y e > X 111
down; but it sat quite still,

on the river's

“Hallo there!” he called; “you’ll
fall in if you don’t look out!” for
the wind was strong, and it blew
against the figure; but it did not
move nor make reply. The Andover
farmer looked over his shoulder with
a sudden recollection of a ghost-
story which he had charged his
grandchildren not to believe last
week, cracked his whip and rumbled
on.

Asenath began to understand by-
and-bye that she was cold, so
climbed the bank, made her way
over the windy flats, the railroad and
the western bridge confusedly with
an idea of going home. She turned
aside by the toll-gate. The keeper
came out to see what she was do-
ing, but she kept out of his sight be-
hind the great willow and his little
blue house—the blue house with the
green blinds and red moulding. The
dam thundered that night, the wind
and water being high. She made her
way up above it and looked in. She
had never seen it so black and
smooth there. As she listened to the
roar she remembered something that
she had read about seven thunders
uttering their voices.

“He’s sorry for her, and all that,”
they said.

A dead bough shot down the cur-
rent while she stood there, throwing
up its little branches like helpless
hands.

It fell in with a thought of Asen-
ath’s, perhaps; at any rate, she did
not like the looks of it, and went
home.

Over the bridge, and the canal, and
the lighted streets, the falls called
after her: “He’s sorry for her, and
all that.” The curtain was drawn
aside when she came home, and she
saw her father through the window,
sitting alone, with his gray head
bent. °

It occurred to her that she had
often left him. alone—poor old
father! It occurred to her, also, that
she understood now what it was to
be alone. Had she forgotten him in
these two comforted, companioned
years?

She came in weakly and looked
about. .

“Dick’s in, and gone to bed,” said
the old man, answering her look.
“You’re tired, Senath.”

“I am tired, father.”

She sank upon the floor—the heat
of the room made her a little faint
—and laid her head upon his knee;
oddly enough, she noticed that the
patch on it had given away—won-

so—whether he had felt ragged and
neglected while she was busy about
that blue neck-tie for Dick. She put
her hand up and smoothed the cor-
ners of the rent.

“You shall be mended up tomor-
row, poor father!”

He smiled, pleased like a child to
be remembered. = She looked up at
him—at his gray hair and shrivelled
face, at his blackened hands and
bent shoulders, and dusty, ill-kept
coat. What would it be like if the
days brought her nothing but him?
~“Something’s the matter- with my
little gal? Tell father, can’t ye?”

Her face flushed hot, as if she had
done him wrong. She crept up into
his arms and put her hands behind
his rough old neck.

“Would you kiss me, father? = You
don’t think I'm too ugly to kiss,
maybe—you?”

She felt better after that. She had
gone to bed now for many a night
unkissed; it had seemed hard at first.

When she had gone half-way up-
stairs, Dick came to the door of his
room on the first floor and called to
her. He held the little kerosense
lamp over his head; his face was
grave and pale,

“I haven’t said good-night, Sene.”

She made no reply.

“Asenath, good-night.”

She stayed her steps upon the
stairs without turnjng her head. Her
father had kissed her good-night.
Was not that enough?

“Why, Sene, what’s the matter
with you?”

Dick mounted the stairs and

o | touched his lips to her forehead with
'p and looked |a gently compassionate smile.

She fled from him with a cry like
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