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(Continuedfrom page 7)4 scious of any possibility of danger that
they dropped me fromn their anxious minds,
which were seriously concerned with their
problem.

1 walked more slowly than they did,
and they were far ahead of me when,
without w,-rning, the rails of the trestie
seemed to cross, then to rise up toward
me. 1 realized what had happened. I
had grown dizzy. The ravine below was
appalling. It seemed to have no bottom.
The men were too far in advance to give
me immediate help. I could only drop
down on my hands and knees, shut my
ey es and cal out. When the men hurried
back hey found me in this undignified
position. 1 would flot, could flot, rise to
my feet. Stili on hands and knees, 1
crawled hack to the starting point, which
wvas a.high embankment, and from there
ignominiuusly sli(l down to level ground, I
had put on a white linen dress that morn-
ing. It would have been hard to detect
the colour of it when I reached the foot of
that embankment.

O NE night, I remember, one of the
manager of the Silver Bell Mine, in

Arizona, in which my husband was
interested, took me up a towerng moun-
tain in his automobile, which he had put on
car trucks. A great storm was in progress,
and the effect of thunder, lightning and
sheets of ramn in that wild setting was
unique and superb. Later the stormstoppe and a full moon rose, lightîngup t he whole region w ith an effect of
waving flames. At first I could flot
understand this, until I discovered that
the ground ail around was carpeted with
the most brilliant yellow poppies swaying
in the night breeze. Among these, as a
last touch to the pîcture, stood hundreds,
of dark cactus plants with arms upheld to
the moon.

SThere was a large settlement of miners
and their families at the Silvér Bell, most
of them Mexicans and Italians. They al
lîved together in a sort of bowl in the
mountain, and this settlement was a
favorite resort of mine. I had to amuse
myself in some fash ion while my husband
was busy, so I spent hours playing with
the children of these miners and telling
them stories. I discovered that there was
a supply of candy at the company store,
and I gave orders that on each of my
visits a bag of candy should be given to
everychild in the settlement. Then I
had, the excitement of watching the.
distribution and 'seeing the youngsters
"ýrepeat" on us. They ail looked very
much alike. Their simple method was
to join the line, get their candy, slip away
to change the little head shawls they wore,
and blithely present themselves in this
disguise as thougzh for the first time.
My visits were t he great excitement of
the year, and I arn sure it was not the
candy alone which made them love me
and give me the name by which 1 soon
became known throughout that region:
"The Christmas Lady."

WVhen we remained in our own car, we
had every comfort and luxury. But we
often left the car and roughed it with "the
boys," and at such times I ate stranige
things. Once in California, during a
dinner at one of the "tent cihies, " I sat by
chance where I could watch the operations
of the cook, who was a Chinaman. The
result was that I ate nothing. When 1
left, this cook pressed a pie upon me, as a
special offering, and for a day or two I
debated the problem of what to do with
that pie. Should1Iburyit, or drown it ina
mountain stream? Before I had decided
the question the pie disappeared-and
thoughl1 never dared ask its fate, I still
have a sick fear that Mr. Cheney ate it!

.'HE best of the many fine tbings about
TLthose days was the attitude of the Wes-
tern men 1 met. There were somne superb
tepes among themn, men whom it was an
honG>r to know, and they paid me the high
compliment of treating me as though 1
were aman. They were doing big things-
building a railroad-and 1 saw them in
action. I could write volumes about
wreckcs, wash-outs, tunnel blasting, ail-
aight and ail-day work, aIl to bind the
East and West together by that
thin, iron thread. Knowing that I was
deeply interested, they talked to me of
thear work: another of my most de-
lightful memnories is that of trampin.
over muiles of onion and cabbage farms with
B. F. Yoakum, while he talked to me of
irrigation and railroad problemas. The
irrigation problems we have always wth
US. As one dear old lady put it: "'My
dear, we haven't enough water here to
bathe a ýoldfish i"

O)nce, in the Grand Canyon, 1 overheard
Captain Hanse, the famous guide, tell a
party of pathetically trustful travellers
some hair-raising bear stories. 1 listened
without comment and, 1 hoped, without
expression. But alittle later he came to me.

"Them yarns wa'nt fer you," he
exiplained shamefacedly. "'Course you
knew 1 was jest tellin' them folks things
'cause they expect it! "
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for Ail Uses
N the Tea Table, for ail Kitchen uses. Cook-

ing, Preserving and Canning, for Confection-
ery, etc. The very best Sugar is:

The ROYAL ACADIA SUGAR Trade Mark guar-
antees cleanliness, purity and sweetness.

Refined in fine, medium and coarse granulations, also
cut loaf . and the popular "Tea Ûlocks" in conven-
ieigt shape giving more to the pound with less waste.
The ACADIA SUGARS, in the bright ycllow and dark vel-
low grades are the best for cooking.

ROYAL ACADIA SUGAR îs put up in barrots, haif-barrels,
100 pound, 20 pound and 10 pound bags, 5 pound and
2 pound packages.

Sold by aUi te best dealers

TUE ACADIA SUGAR REFINING CO., Limited
Halifax, Canada

(t t a n
Thirty-three years of ex-

perience has produced the
IlWorld Famous," "Ail-
Metal" Cecilian'Player-

~ Piano.' The Highest Grade
Player in the World. The
only Player that isabsolutely
free from, leakage and is
completely under the oper-
ator's control. Corne in and
have the famous "Tempo-

noid Lever" dernonstrated to you. This
lever places the "Cecilian" Player entirely
out of the mechanical class. Yottr old instru-
ment taken in exchange. Write for cafrog.

SEstabli.shed 1883

Canadian Factory, 1189 Bathurst Street

Head Warerooms, 420 Yonge St., Toronto
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