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OCTOBER 29, 1914

«But she will. ask me, and 1 have got
o 88y gsomething. Come,—out with it.”
;’“ eyes were still on his face ; not a
peat of his wings or a squirm of his
pody had she missed. .
“Well just say how glad I am she is
at home again and that her father is

ting on 80O well, and tell her that I
ill be up and around in a day or two,
and that I am not a bit worse off for
going to the statiop yesterday.’’

«Anything else 7'’

«“No,—unless you can think of some-
thing.”’ o

“Agnd it T do shall T add it?®

“Yes."

«“Qh,—then I know exactly what to do,
_it will be something likle this: ‘Please,
Quth, take care of your precious self,
end don’t be worried about me or any-
thing else, and remember that every
minute I am away from you is misery,
tor I love you to distraction—""'

“Oh, Miss Felicia

“No—none of your protests, sir!”’ she
“That is just what 1 am
going to tell her. And now don't you
dare to move till Peter comes back,"'’
end with a toss of her aristocratic head
the dear lady left the room, closing the
door behind her.

And so our poor butterfly was left
dat against the wall—all his flights
ended. No more roaming over honey-
suckles, drinking in the honey of Ruth’s
talk; %0 more soaring up into the blue,
the sunshine of hope dazzling his wings.
{t made no difference what Miss Felicia
wight say to Ruth. It was what she
said to him which made him realize the
absurdity of all his hopes. Everything
that he had longed for, worked for,
dreamed about, was over now—the long
walks in the garden, her dear hand in
tis, even the song_of the choir boys, and
the burst of joyous music as they passed
out of the church door only to enter
their own for life. All this was gone—
asever to return—never had existed, in
tact, except in his own wild imaginatiom.
And once more the disheartened boy
turned his tired, pain-racked face to-
ward the bare wall.

Miss Felicia tripped downstairs with
an untroubled air, extended two fingers
to Mrs. Hicks, and without more ado
passed out into the morning air. No
thought. of the torment she had inflicted
affected the dear woman, What < were
pins made for except to curb the ambi-
tious wings of flighty young men who
were soaring higher than was good for
them. She would let him know that
Ruth was a prize not to be too easily
won, especially by penniless young
gentlemen, however, and herois
they might be.

Hardly had she crossed the dreary vil-
tage streect encumbered with piles of
talf-melted snow and mud, than she
spied Peter picking his way toward her,
his gilk hat brushed to a turn, his gray
surtout buttoned close, showing but the
edge of his white silk muffler, his care-
tully rolled umbrella serving as a divin-
ing rod the better to detect the water
holes. No one who met him and looked
tnto his fresh. rosy face, or caught the
merry twinkle of fiis eyes, would ever
bave supposed he had been pouring lini-
ment over broken arms and bandaged
fingers until two o’clock in the morning
of the night before. It had omly been
when Bolton's sister had discovered an
empty ‘‘cell,”” as Jack called the bed-
room next to his, that he had aban-
doned his intention of camping out on
Jack’s disheartened lounge, and heéd re-
tired like a gentleman carrying with him
all his toilet articles, ready to be set
out in the morning.

Long before that time he had captured
everybody in the place: from Mrs. Hicks,
who never dreamed that such a well of
tenderness over suflering could exist in
an old fellow’s heart, down to the
treckled-faced boy who ocame for his
nuddy shoes and who, after a moment’s
talk with Peter as to how they should
b.e polished, retired later in the firm be-
lief that they belonged to ‘‘a gent way
4P in G,” as he expressed it, he mnever
having wuited on ‘‘the likes of him be-
fore.””  As to Bolton, he thought he
W%as the “hest ever,”” and as to his
Prim, patient gister who had closed her

taughed.

brave

thool to he near her brother—she de-
clared to Mrs. Hicks five minutes after
she  laid  jor eves on him, that Mr
Breen's unclo was ‘‘just too dear for
anything,” to which the lady with the
movable hair and mob-cap not only
agreed, hut added the remark of her

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE

own, ‘“‘that folks like him was a sight
better than the kind she wasg a—gett'u:g' &

All these happenings of the night al'ld
early' hours of this bright, beautiful
morning—and it was bright and sunm
overhead despite the old -

fellow’
cautionary W'a pre-

out the spic::m:r:;“&_ah&d h!;lped buim
was now makin h'Sp e who
the unpaved f 1§ way carefully over

. ) oad which stood for
Corklesville’s principal street.

Miss Felicia saw him first.

- (c)gl’“dthf::;eyz\; arte!" sh:a cried beforo
A e ; e}de'\‘k Did you ever
crossing—not a ; ngracfful T
Plank—nothing. No—get
out of my way, Peter; you will upset
me, and I would rather help myself.’’

In reply Péter, pPromptly ignoring her
e LR B L
; ulent. solidities cover-
ing unfathomable depths, found one hard
e«\no(ugh' to .bear the weight of Miss
ey et

; bahy and—amd holding out
his own said, in his most courtly man~
ner:

“Be very careful now, my dear: put
your foot on mine; so! now give me
your hand and jump. There—that’s it.””
To see Peter help a lady across a muddy
street, Holker Morris always said, was
a lesson in all the finer virtues. Sir
Walter was a bungler beside him. But
then Miss Felicia could also have passed
muster as the gay gallant’s companion.

And just here the Scribe remarks,
parenthetically, that there is nothing
that shows a woman’s refinement more
clearly than the way she crosses a
street.

Miss Felicia, for instance, would no
more have soiled the toes of her shoes
in a puddle than a milk-white pussy
would have dampened its feet in the
splash of an overturned bowl: a calm
survey up and down; a taking in of the
dry and wet spots; a careful gatfering
up of her skirts, and over skimmed the
slender, willowy old lady with a one—
two—and three—followed by a stamp of
frer absurd feet and the shaking out of
ruffle and pleat. When a woman strides
through mud without a shiver because
she has plenty of dry shoes and good
ones at lhome, there are other parts of
her make-up, inside and out, that may
want a looking after.

Miss Felicia safely landed on the dry
and comparatively clean sidewalk, Peter
put the question he had been framing
in his mind since he first caught sight
of that lady picking her way among the
puddles.

““Well, iow is he now ?”’

‘“His head, or his heart ?’° she asked
with a knowing smile, dropping her still
spotless skirts. ‘““Both are broken; the
last into smithereens. It is hiopeless,
He will never be any betler. Oh, Peter,
what a mess you have made of things!”

““What have I done ?”’ he laughed.

““Got these two people dead in love
with each other,—both of them—Ruth is
just as bad—and no more chance of
their ever being married than you or I.
Perfectly silly, Peter, and 1 have always
told you so—and now you will have to
take the consequences.’’

“Beautiful—beautiful!’’ chuckled Peter ;
“‘everything is coming my way. 1 was
sure of Jack, for he told me so, but
Ruth puzzled me. Did she tell you she
loved him ?”’

“No, stupid, of
But have I not a pair of eyes in my
What do you suppose I got up
for this morning at such an unearthly
hour and went over to— Oh, such an
awful place!—to see that idiot?  Just
to tell him I was so sorry ? Not a bit
of it! I went to find out what was
guing on, and now I know ; and what
is to become of it all nobody can tell.
llere ig her father with every penny he
world in this work—so Holker

course she did not.

head ?

has in the
tells me—and here are a lot of damages

tor dead men and Heaven knows what
there is Jack Breen with not
a penny to his name except his month’s
wages: and here is Ruth who can marTy
um‘hody she chooses, bewitched by that
hu%'——und I grant you she has every rea-
. can be, and

else: and

son for he is a9 brave as he
what is better he is a gvntlf'nm‘n. And
there lies Henry MacFarlane blind as a
bat as to what is going on'! (’h}—.
really, Peter, there cannot be anything
more absurd.”’

During the outbraeak Deter stood lean-

playing
hig eyes

ing on his umbrella, a smile

smooth-shaven face,

over his Pye
some inwardly sup-

snapping as if at
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To Men Earning From
$20 to $30 Per Week

You don’t have much left after paying
expenses, do you? If some misfortune
should deprive you of your income
for a few months you’d probably run
behind temporarily.

D
h

T

T

Now what about your family? How would
they get along if your income should be
permanently cut off by your death? Don’t
you realize that you should have at least
$5,000 of life assurance to provide for them
after you’re gone?

And, of course, you want the kind of
assurance that’s absolutely safe. And you
want the “savings bank’’ kind under which
you don’t have to ‘‘die to win.”’

Write for free information about such an Imperial
Life Policy—one to suit your particular needs. Do
it today—tomorrow you may be uninsurable.

THE IMPERIAL LIFE

Assurance Company of Canada
HEAD OFFICE - TORONTO

Branches and Agents in all important centres
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The Housewife Finds

that PURITY FLOUR does
full justice to her cooking
skill.

Result — finer flavored
bread, etc.

She also discovers that
more bread, pies and cakes
are produced from the same
amount of flour.

Result—money saved.

PURITY FLOUR

More Bread and Better Bread—Better Pastry Too

NEW COAL OIL LIGHT °5"s cescne'

10 Days FREE - Send No Money

We don't ask you to pay us a cent until you have used
this wonderful modern light ‘lf your own home ten days, then you

may return it at our expense if mot
WeWantMen

satisfied. Youcan’t ibly lose a cent. We
ve to you that it makes an ordinary oil lamp With R or Aut
bgllnr
the ALADDIN on our

ike a_candle; beats electrie, ine or
easyplan. Noprevious

ights and is put out like old ofl
Liah upd T o ot T 3 1

ex necessary.
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enjoying this powerful, white home will bu s;:
to sunlight, Guar . "One farmer who

hing

..'..,'] .

$1,000.00 Reward

will be given to the person who shows us an oil
lamp equal to the new Aladdin in every wnyédo- pe out o1 ;
tails of offer givenin our circular). Would we dare sands who

make such a challenge if there were the slightest zzoe';'andorn %
doubt as to the merits of the Aladdin? GET ¥

ONE FREE. We want one user in esch local- Na
Ity to whom we can refer customers. To that per- o
son we have a special introductory offer tomake,

onder which one lamp is given free. Write |plan, and learn
quick for our 10-Day Agoolutely Free Trial Prop- ﬁ. & money in unee~
osition and learn how to get one free.

Alsddin Bidg., Mestresl sad Consds
g:::l;'l_‘LA‘_"F co..-‘423 e et J

THE LIGHT
LF THE OIL

1 Mantle Lampe In the




