, May, 1510,
e ——

3 followed b
he fr:‘tgrancg
heered.

ed and flugh.

T seat. Hep
She a (’cepted
féd him in

cried in her
5 she did not
by pushed g
elling bread
Id npt take

er little sit-
ontent. If
yone without
. that Mrs,
one without,
anything to
he could'not
hought.  She
ter, and was
ad had an
lady in the
't want any-
by, however,
and for the
nough not to
came Dback

t a chill had
eath showed
s little cold

1zanne!” ghe
hy the heat
nd pounding
s. Still the
nose looked

her into the
ered.  Then
and waited
s of wind
~in to her
ds began to
\b. A train-
h, counselled
‘d car. But
' a starving

cold,”
r teeth.
ne along the
ace with her
and stood

she

~in joyous

otta raptur-

sekeeping in

nne dropped

's.  Franklin

vy lids, but

ryone in the
terrible cold

rear car;
ically with
ders. Mrs.

1, but could

siness. How

here!

s smiling at

izanne. The ™

- each other

klin patted

lanced side-
lashes, then
the window.

. and rolled
legs, and
to do the

by Suzanne,

ideas, and
out, thrust-
Franklin

. arms and

ile Carlotta

uge out the

, and there

estic peace

which Mrs.

»d  Suzanne

tful cold in

ras mad to
evitably be
wrvis closed
slightly. If
1f to death,
’s business.
80 serious.

er back to
ed his ele-
taken the
g it. Carl-
k, and the
in took her
len he was

27

S

f'y—_’_f—_——q-—/

May, 1910.

The Western Home Monthly.

W/IBDIp<E:

in a state to listen gave him grave

‘wisdom. ;

'lsz(:ld it was so “foolish to quarrel,

; ; you were having a nice time
and now you have to stay

dar
her.
rﬁgﬁone’, and—" She broke off sudden-

ly, the color rising slowly to her fore-
ead. Her words hit home startingly;
it was foolish to quarrel! The pas-
gionate sense of justification—that her
husband was_ in the right—rose for a
moment, then for the first time failed
ger. After all, Franklin had felt in the
right when he demanded his elephant!
And Emily was freezing in there, be-
cause——

Franklin, spent with emotion, allowed
himself to be laid down, and drifted off
into sleep. His mother stood hesitating
for a moment, then she walked swiftly
toward the rear car.

Mrs. Colter Jarvis, ‘muffled in furs,
was standinfg in her tiny - kitchen
guperintending  a tray on which her
chef was arranging various tempting
dishes. She looked up at the sound of
steps, and found herself face to face
with Mrs. Franklin. Mrs Colter flushed
with a guilty glance at the tray.

couldn’t stand the thought of your be-
ing hungry another minute,” she falt-
‘ered. “I was going to beg you to—

this cold by main force,” she said,

«T—I couldn’t help it, Ruth; I

)

Mrs. Franklin interrupted with a
little shaken laugh.’
“And I was going to drag you out of

“Oh, Emily!”

The next east-bound train, which
they passed a few hours later in the
wake of a snow-plough, carried letters
from both Mrs. Jarvises to their
husbands. “After all, he is your
brother,” was the keynote of each.

Mr. Franklin Jarvis read his gravely, |
his thoughts flying to an office not two
blocks away that he had not entered
for more than a year. Finally he
went down to the street and turned
slowly in that direction. At the end
of the first block he encountered Mr.
Colter Jarvis, also walking thoughtfully,
a letter in his hand. The two hesitated
then smiled shamefully.

“Hello, Frank!”

“Hello, Colt!”

They shook hands and spoke of the
weather,

Lucy Alden’s Capture.

By Rhoda S. Regent

NE calm autumn even-
ing, while the sun was
burning red inh the
) cloudless Western sky,
g Lucy Alden sat on
the threshold of her
ranch home in deep
thought. s

To find this simple
homestead one must travel far beyond
tie end of the railroad, across the flat
stretching to the south, ford the clear
creek where the pecans hang over and
the air is musical with call of mocking
bird and canary, up and down arroyos,
dry -from the drought of the long, hot
summer, till on the smooth prairie, just
beyond the patch of mesquite, we can
-gee the little dwelling of two rooms, the
rough boards beginning to gray with the
sun_and wind of six months.

And it was this that Lucy Alden was
thinking. Not of the rough shanty, ’tis
true, but of the great stretch of nothing,
as it seemed, to the front and far behind
—to this side and to that. And of the
mother whose frail health, after the re-
moval to this Western life, had suec-
cumbed in a few months. Remembrance
brought tears with the picture of the
silent little band earrying this loved one
to the undulation beyond the corral,
where in its warm bosom was laid earth
to earth.

Since then Lucy had given way to des-
pondency. She took ittle interest in the
house, passing much of her time on the
bed moping or crying, or at the doorstep
desolate and melancholy, though the wind
petted her with its freshness, the air was
so filled with joyous life, and, the ever-
moving flocks of sheep suggested peace.
The men coming to meals unexpectedly
worried and fretted her, a fact she always
let her father see; though the path to the
spring was shady and no water so cool,
she saw only the stones, and while she
hated the house because it was rough,
bare and hot, she persisted in - hanging
about it and living over and over again
the sad last days of her mother’s life.
Her father and hittle brother Robert did
in their masculine way all in their power
to brighten her, but despondency brings
selfishness, and as she saw no happiness
in living she made life unhappy also for
others,.

“Cheer up, pet,” her father would say,
as he left in the mornings. “ Thank God,
the three of us are yet left together.”

Lucy’s good angel was near her in the
soft air and sweetness of this evening,

and conscience suggested that grieving | hung long ago, if only for the way he’d
and de<pair might be ingratitude to her |cut into the flesh while he was shearing
Gf‘d, her people and herself, and by the | sheep.”

time the <un was sinking like a great “Yes” assented Lucy, in a hushed
ball into the vast prairie ocean, and the voice. “What did they do to him.”
bluejay '~ harsh call had died away, and “Do? They haven’t caught him! It’ll
the tvittor of the red bird and mocker | take a greaser to catch a greaser. Like
subducd. <he had resolved to make those |as not he’s prowling around our place.”
bare il inclose a home, to take a “ Come, come, Robert, you are frighten-

by resolution and self-dependence aid her
father in his hard fight with a new coun-
try. Many recallection of omitted duties
came trooping by in the hush of the short
twilight, bringing the consciousness that,
after all, hers had been the mission to
uplift and to strengthen them.

Far across the prairie came the cheer-
ful song of her Father, Home, home,
sweet, sweet home!” t g chunk-
chunk of the saddles, and afeW minutes
brought him and %bert, a boy of ten,
to the wire inclosing the houseyard.
“Well, daughter, lonely for father?
Come, give me a Kiss, and then get me a
gnack. We've found the sheep to-day in
bad condition from scab, and we must

corral, ready for a drive to the dipping
pen. Don’t feel bad over it, Lucy,” as
the pout came into her face. “Robert
will stay with you, and in two hours I'll
be home again.”
Lucy had run to him bright and eager
with her new resolutions, which were now
put to the test. A lump in the throat
has to be swallowed and the voice stead-
ied before she could bring herself to say,
“ Why, that’s all right, father.” Robert
uncinched his horsg’ and turned him loose
in the inclosure, while Lucy hurried to
place supper. They then sat down to
the table as she put on it the simple meal
of pork and frijoles, of which she had
given them a great sufficiency of late.
True, there was little else to be had, but,
maybe— '
“Mat Barnes was killed to-day by a
Mexicon herder, sis,” reported Robert.
“What? How? What ‘for?” rapidly
eried: Lucy, with terrified face.
Mat Barnes had been overseer at a
ranch close by, and being of a lively na-
ture, had easily gained the affections of
the young folks for miles around. Lucy,
in particular, had been drawn to him,
and he was the only one of the many

forts to entertain.

“ Knifed, of course, and killed instant-
ly.” Robert liked Mat, too, and was not
of a brutal nature, but he enjoyed telling
the news and Lucy’s terror. .
+ “Mat was put out about the way one
of the men was treating the sheep, Lucy,”
explained her father, “and without a
moment’s warning Giacomo turned on
him and stabbed him.”

“That thieving old greaser cried
Robert. . “ You remember old Giacomo,
sis—the same one that escaped from
Sherwood jail? He ought to have been

1 »

finish rounding them up tonight into the |

that came and passed she made any ef- !

An Aftractive Investment

There is now on offer the balance ct an issue of Empire
Loan Stock at $110 per share. A .

PAYS 8 per cent

Price will be advanced at an early date..

9

Apply to :

THE EMPIRE LOAN COMPANY |
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THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO ;

CAPITAL, $10,000,000  REST, $6,000,000

B. E. WALKER, C.V.0,, LL.D,, President ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager
A. H. IRELAND, Superintendent of Branches %

BRANCHES IN EVERY PROVINCE OF CANADA AND IN
THE UNITED STATES AND GREAT BRITAIN

BRANCHES IN ALBERTA

BAWLF INNISFAIL PROVOST
CALGARY INNISFREE RED DEER
CARMANGAY LETHBRIDGE STAVELY
CLARESHOLM MACLEOD STONY PLAIN
CROSSFIELD MEDICINE HAT STRATHCONA
EDMONTON MONARCH STRATHMORE
GLEICHEN NANTON VEGREVILLE
GRANUM OLDS VERMILION
HARDISTY PINCHER CREEK . WARNER
HIGH RIVER PONOKA WETASKIWIN

BANKING BY MAIL

Accounts may be opened at any branch of the Bank and deposits made
or withdrawn by mail. - Every attention paid to olit-of-town accounts.

A SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT WILL BE FOUND AT THE BRANCBE_S
' OF THE BANK IN CANADA

Why Not Appoint a -
Trust Company as
Your Executors d

It is impartial.

It is trustworthy.

It is responsible.

It is perpetual.

It has a trained staff.

It has command of investments.
It renders regular statements.
It retains your own Solicitor.

The Toronto General Trusts Gorporation

Bank of Hamilton Building, Winnipeg,.
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MONEY TO LOAN

On Improved Farm Lands in Manitoba, Saskatchewan
and Alberta. ‘

PR . - Notaries Publi
Sherwin & Vincent, ™o aves
317 Portage Avenue, Winnipeg

mother's place to the growing boy, and

ing sister unnecessarily. Well, daughter,




