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WHO
TAKES
THE CHANCES ?

Who runs the risk when the bread-
winner n ts to secure the pro-
tection of e Insurance for those
dependent upon him ?

Not himself st but those for

surely,
whom ft is his duty to provide run
the risk of his untimely death.

Whatever ¢hances a man may rightly
lnke*lol.- himself, there ean' be mo
excuse for subjecting others to arisk
against which they jc;ml guard.

The Great-West Life Policies offer all
that can be desired in Life Insurance;
low rates, hig fit returms, and
the saf of careful, conser-
vative management. ;

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY,
Head Office - - WINNIPEG

Ask for a Pocket Map of your Province.
Free on request,

The Woman who does
not want to pay $6

for her shoes—and still has enough pride
to have her feet always stylishly dressed
—turns to “ROYAL
PURPLE.”

They have the trig,
smart appearance—the
easy fit that well dressed
women demand.

Ask your shoeman for “ROyal Purple.”

The Ames, Holden Co. of Montreal, Ltd.
THE LARGEST SHOE MANUFACTURERS IN CANADA.
L MONTREAL, WINNIPEQ, TORONTO, VANCOUVER, 8T. JOHN.

#2 Bed Bug Chaser SOUVENR POST GARDS Yicr. comic

leather, etc.,

also albums at the lowest )ricc;. Our large

Drivethe RascalsOut. catalog (5 000 subjects) and full value in hand-

gﬁﬂ‘kélnﬂli‘li‘zg“t{})‘;%: some samples far ten cents.  NATIONAIL

roachesandallinsects, ST CARD CO. 138 LOGAN BLDG. PHILA-
No matter how many other DELPHIN A

kinds you have tried and
falled. “Try This.’’ We
guarantee it to rid a house
of insects or money refund-
ed. One package will kill
; . 1,000,000 bugs. Leaves
) no stain, dust, dirt or
disagreeable smell. Appreciated b‘y every good hou
keeper. One pkg. in piainwrapper hy mail prepaid 2 the |
Wholmu;&ricu to agentsand dru%tmdeﬂ per dozer
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““Star-Dust.”

By EL1ZzABETH H. BOWLE.

It was for sheer deviltry that An-
drew Ambrose made love to brown
Marty. .

Brown as a nut she was—hair,
eyes, skin—and her life was brown
to match; for the farm, when it paid,
wrung too much sweat out of its
toilers, draining life’s sweetness, es-
pecially when there was little in the
home-life to redeem. The father was
tyrannical of will and surly, the
mother feeble of health and always
timid and subdued, and Marty herself
a scorned girl.

For that mistake the husband, lack-
ing justice and humor, had always
blamed the wife; but the unforgiv-
able sin was that the scorned girl did
not fear him. She worked, worked
like a boy or a man, just for her
mother’s sake, not to leave her, but
she kept her taskmaster at bay If
anything, he feared her, and for this
he hated her. “There is no devil
but fear.”” But Marty would much
rather have had love. For no noble
nature wishes to be feared.

And then into Marty’s brown life
came Andrew Ambrose. And this
is how it came about.

Andrew had returned from one of
his hunting expeditions, to the suc-
cess of w%ich two bear-skins testi-
fied, and was standing outside the

*“ANDREW HAD RETURNED FroM ONE OF II'$ HUNTING EXPEDIITONS ,
L "
MARTY PASSED By WITH I'RED WILLIAMS,

grocery store with three other young
men, when Marty passed by with
Fred Williams, Rose Martin’s “boy,”
and when she was out of hearing one
said, with a laugh:

“It's full time Marty had a beau
of her own.”

Said another: “She's too homely.”
And added, sadly reminiscent of a
certain exacting beauty: " But per-
haps homely girls don't expect so
much. I guess they might cven be
grateful some.”

* Not much, Marty!” said the first
one. " She's blamed proud, and as
shy as a bird. You'd have to stone
or trap her, or shoot her 1n the wing,
to catch her at all.”

Andrew smiled at this, showing his
strong white teeth, and  when he
smiled that way there was a little
devil 1n each dark eye, and the end
of a woman's little ,finger would
have fitted into the cieft in his chin.

Hadn't a woman held Fim by the
chin and tried 1t? The words took
his fancy and the hunter’s blood in
him stirred.

“What do you bet T'll have her in
my hand within  two months, and
that when 1 open it she'll perch on
1?2

And he threw  his hand upward
shightly, a cesture significant of the
throwing off of a bird into the air,
et then be pat it in his pocket.
Presumable the hird was perchless

“Haw Bow "™ That  was  the
<ale rep!y be received, and the lauzh

: Porisien of zuch a win-

ning than scorn of its manner ang
motive. It was exquisitely funny to
think of handsome Andrew, at whom
all the girls made eyes, courting
homely Marty—a Marty, too, whose
gowning was so poor and unbecom-
ing. It was almost Beauty and the
Beast reversed.

But that very evening Andrew rode
out to the farm. Marty was milking
and she talked to him while she
milked. She knew him. He had
shot over their land sometimes and
brought them jack-rabbits, and once
to her regret, a brown quail. Byt
her milking done, she left him tq
her father, never even coming to the
house door to see if he were still
there nor to watch him ride away,
an unconcern or an abstraction that
made Andrew smile again.
went again the next evening, and
the next, and the next, then subtly
missed two, but the poor result of

that subtlety made him laugh at
himself, :
But it was that same evening,

when Marty had gone to bed, but
was sleepless, that her mother crept
softly into her room and sat on the
bedside.

“ Marty, child,” she said,
tremulous whisper,™ “you’ve
beau.”

in a
got a
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Then knowledge seemed to come
to Marty almost like a biow.

* But, I thought he wanted to buy
the farm. What can he want with
me?” she asked.

*“The farm nothing, child! Weren't
his eyes on you all the evening?’'—
Yes, yes, Marty knew that. She
could feel those compelling eyes on
her now.—" Don’t you think I know
when a man's courting? Weren't
there three courted me, and God
only knows why I took your poor
father! But, listen, Marty, you must
put on my new skirt—I daren’t ask
for another for you yet!—and sit in
the parlor evenings.”

For a moment the aspect of that

unspeakable parlor made Marty
laugh softly. If “‘many waters
cannot quench love’ surely,” she

thought, “some parlors can”

“T'll never dress up for a man,”
she said, quietly, then. .

Jut when her mother emitted in-
articulate murmurs, expressive 0
woe and disappointment, she added,
consolingly: “And you know, mother,
I look best in my working dress
when T have on a big apron. My
best dress is cheap and ugly. T}Ut
my aprons are cheap and pretty.

The fact was. she had an eve for
color and for line, and she fashioned
for herself big overall aprons O
bright and soft-hued calicoes Some-
times red. sometimes soft pinks and
grav-blues. and sunbonnets to match.
She, plowing a dun field on a eray
dav in one of these costumes, wou

But he -




