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==no seed wasted — no
crops lost — if you sow
Ewing's Seeds.

If soil, weather and
étilllng are right

8 (!

Seeds

will do their part and you'll
- be rewarded with splendid
" Crops.
" Even under unfavorable
%-conditions Ewing's Reli-
" able Seeds give far better

returns than most seeds,
. ‘because of their freshness,

:vigor and vitality.

- Why not make a bid for

the best crops grown in
“~1911 by insisting, when you

“buy your seeds, on getting
.. EWING'S? °

c,:Writo fo:n:nl;' illuo:ln:.tled

talogu if your er

/Basa't Ewing's Beeds buy

from us direct.

WM. EWING & CO.,

i Seedamen 9
. . McGILL ST., MONTREAL.

Start a mail course with us in Book-
Keeping, Commercial Law, Pen-
manship, Arithmetic, Business Cor-
respondence, Higher Accounting,
Chartered Accountancy, English or
Shorthand.
Write for
particulars,

little  booklet

giving

Winnipeg

COWS GIVE MORE MILK
---cattle make better beef---Bulls are
no longer dangerous when dehorned

with the

KEYSTONE DEHORNER.
Cuts 4 sides atonce---No crush-
ing or vruising. Little pain. T1e
only humane method. Write for
free booklet. R, H. MCKENNA
219 Robert 8t. Toronto, Out.  Laté of Picton, Qnt.
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very capable. Her own nurse. Yes,
Eustace was growing, and growing day
by day more like his father.
it had been otherwise. The resemblance
reproached her—no, no, she did not mean
that! It irritated her. At times it was
too insistent ; and on these oceasions
the mother avoided Mer little son. But
he had everything the heart of child
oould desire. ’

The mother moved uneasily at the
remembrance of two wistful eycs.
Neglected? No one could accuse her of
that—no one. During his recent illness
—well, it was hardly illness. FEustace
had been a little run down—she had
given up several important engagements
to -be with him. It was good to know
he was better. She had been rather
anxious. That feverish cough, and the
boy had grown thinner. Yesterday,
however, he had been quite himself
again, bright and merry.

She had not seen him today. The

Folliots had been so anxious for her to
join their skating party at Prince’s—and
1t_had been delightful, too. Afterwards
she had had to rest, and dress for the
Cordingley affair. Yes, it had been a
most enjoyable day. Now she would
just have a peep at Fustace, and then—
to bed.
Putting on her bedroom slippers she
silently traversed the few yards separat-
ing the two bedrooms. The landing was
in semi-darkness, but a shaft of light at
the end of it indicated that the door of
Eustace’s room was ajar.

A few paces from the door Mrs.
Quesnay halted  abruptly—startled.
First the unexpected light, now the
sound of a voice. What was the matter?
Vallor—no, then was certainly not nurse’s

voice. Dr. Redwold! There was no
mistaking his Lancashire burr. Some-
thing must be wrong with Eustace.

She-—

“Yes, 1 soon saw that, nurse. The
little fellow has been sadly neglected.”
Negleeted ' Mrs. Quesnayv remained
motionless—seething with indignation.
Neglected!

The doctor’s voice rumbled on.
he missed his father?”

“He did at first, and fretted for him.
But not lately ”

“Ah, children soon forget. I thought

“Has

the mother scemed very fond of him
though.” .
“Oh, wyes, doctor, she is—she is,
indeed. But-—--"
“Humph. Well, she will have to be

told the news tomorrow."”

“It is dreadful. And is there no |
hope?” |
“Unfortunately none.””  Both lungs

are affected.  Galloping consumption.”

She wished:

not require the same attention—it would ’ towards Eustace’s father in this quarter,
spoil him ; and Nurse Vallor was so |

she paid no heed to it.

—how.long?”’ ;
“I can’t say exactly, nurse, but he
cannot live long under the most favor-
able conditions. We must—why, dear
me, it is nearly twelve! I must go at
once. There 18 a case at Kensington
which—"
But Olive Quesnay stayed to hear no
more. She returned swiftly to her room,
closed the door, and locked it. For a
moment she swayed unsteadily, then
sank into a chair. .
Her hands were very cold. The light

was too brilliant, it hurt her eyves. She
rose and depressed the switch. That
was better. She—who was that? Dr.

Redwold. She could hear his retreating
footsteps. © She would hurry after him
and ask him to explain, to tell her—
but, no, she couldn’t. She felt it was
physically impossible. And it would be
no use. He could only repeat—ah, how
her heart was throbbing! It hurt, how
it hurt. She could hardly breathe. The
room—there ‘was no air. .
With hands pressed to her heaving
bosom she stepped out on to the veranda.
The air was soft and moist. Overhead
a flying host of ragged clouds swept
across the heavens, often obscuring the
pale moon, which illumined their wild
progress. Leaves rustled uncasily beneath
the expiring breath of the gale, looking
grey and ghostly as the wan light glinted
on their rain-washed surface. Whenever
the sighing breeze lulled, the faint drip,

Yower Dam, West of Brandon.

This, then, explained why Nurse
Vallor had been so strange lato]'y, pale
and distrait.  The woman’s evelids had

several times been red and swollen, and
she had avoided her mistress. Why had
she not told?  Beeause —did the woman

her 2 Mrs. Quesnay had been
aware for some time of a vague reproach
in her bl attendant’s  manner, but,

distrnst

knowing there had been real attachment

drip of elusive raindrops was perceptible.

Mrs. Quesnay gazed on the mournful
prospect with wide, dark eyes. She
held out her rounded arms. How white
and smooth they looked in the moon-
light! And her soft grey dress—almost
unearthly. Everything was so pure, so
cold-—except  herself. © How her eves
burned and burned—and her head.
If she could—oh, Eustace, Eustace!
God in heaven be merciful! Eustace,
my little son!

In her piteous agony the poor girl
shrank into the ¢ friendly shadow and,
sinking to her knees, stretched her arms
upon the balustrade and hid her face
against {them. For a few moments her
thoughts were a confused whirl until the
nevitable question of those who suffer
was evolved from incoherence. What
had she done to deserve such suffering
--s0 heart-breaking a loss? Why should
fate make cruel sport with her life To
lose her husband--to lose her son.
Was there no pity for ill-starred Oli\'n)

““I'he poor boy, the poor boy! When

Apadiau Pride Homespun

{Registered)

The strongest and best

$3.00

pants made in Canada, heavy
weight, dark grey mixture.
manufactured from pure Nova
Scotia wool, This cloth is
kept up to the higheststandard
of excellence for durability by
the St, Croix Woollen Mill Co.
Limited, Newport, N.S. These
pants are kept by the leading
clothiers of the Dominion. If
you cannot procure them write
to

CLAYTON & SONS
HALIFAX, N.S.

and enclose $3.00 with waist and lez’measure
for sample pair, which will be delivered to you
postage paid.

PARING AND

THE ACME SLICING KNIFE

The greatest kitchen work-saver known. Made
from high grade cutlery steel. 3 cutting blades
rubberoid (waterproof) handle. 3 cutting blades
polished steel finish.

.
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Note v-shaped blade for ‘“‘eeying’’ a potato, or
coring an apple. One person using an *Acme”
can do mole work, and better work, than 3 persons
using an ordinary knife. Send now. Price 25
cents by mail.

) W. F. Canavan,
| St. Nicholas Building, Montreal.

Order This Dress To-day

Comes in soft warm cloth in
plain colors for winter wear, Black,
navy, dark green, dark grey, dark
brown, dark red, also a fine luster
In same colors as above and for
evening wearin cream, pink, and
sky blue. Give bust measure, waist
measure, hip measure and length of
skirtin front. 1hisdress consists
of a waist and skirt :waist has two
tucks on each shoulder and tucked'
cuff ,front o f waist is trimmed with
a tucked front and braid just as
pictured ;Skirtis made in the new
side gore pleated style: 14 large
satin buttoLs trim the dress. $4
isallthat weask for this suit in
either material. Orderthiswonder-
ful bargain today , ask for suit No
5, add 35¢ for Rostuge. Mention
this paper. National Suit Co.,
5 Knox Block, I.ondon, Ont.
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Ready Made
Fruit Ranches

The Choicest Fruit
Lands in the .. ..

KOOTENAYS

Wholly Improved
Partly Improved
" Unimproved

Send card for tull information

The Kootenay - Slocan Fruit
Co.Ltd. - Nelson, B.C.

Receive by
Send us only $1.50 Receive by
this beautiful child's dress, made from
faney dress goods, in black and white
white chieck or blue and dark red
7 plaid tartan, will wear hike iron, and

Derrincourt?-—no, Olive Quesnay.  Ah
if she could only be Olive ])f‘l’;'illﬁolll‘l,
again—a happy, irresponsible girl.  She
awvishe¥d she hag never lad a child—heen
born—that shgmight die now But never
been a wife.  She had nevér, why shoyld |
she grieve? What did it wmif(ey?

Was it so dreadful after
be free now to do ne widhied oy,
enjoy herself  with Lo frion . I
friecnds ' The Cordin. |\,

the Verschovles.  She
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guaranteed to give the best of satis-
faction. The dress is made with a
picated skirt and waist joined with

belt trimiiings consist of fancy strap-
pives designs and brass buttons, Tt
Comes in ages 12, 14 and 15. Give
bost, waist and iength of skirt in
S0 fronte We want you to have this,
it ©bestind lowest prce dress sold

I from the best and lowest
dl order house under the
Order dress 84. Add

“TAWDARD GARMENT CO.
fe Block, LONDON, ON1




