if she
> would
do this,
1t Effie
lf—not
a week
. Smith
1 hang
nted to
for her.
ell her
Smith,
ion de-
it u
11 rig‘hg
enough.
e that.
for her,
to live

teps  to
are for
t until
. Smith
selfish
dreary

ught it
seasick.
- father
> didn’t
peaked
oked as
on his

reckon
kon he

serably

quer, a
t Man-
5.

n time
ice the
risk of
ol and

r again
in the
1tiil her
caught
1088,

tossing
utes he
the bed
nes he
ving on
In the
but his
or Effie
a cook
re one;
girl of
ven if
al com-
tle and
ts and
ared to

Potter

was no--

Ly vour
and so
bem ; it
's tem-
r heat,
steadily
er, who
scatter-
> furni-
- steam
safety

i —

. valve, and then went quietly off down to

Miller & Richards’ and hbrought Mr.
Smith up to see about the linoleum for
the front room.

The two men entered ‘the house at a
critical moment. Effie in curl papers
and a dirty kimono was standing in the
hall giving a piece of her mind to the
hired girl somewhere in the regions
above. It was a large piece—and took
some time to deliver, so that when Effie
turned and saw the intruders she couldn’t
do a thing but fly upstairs to her own
room and have a cry on the bed. The
bed was getting fairly moist by this
time, and inning to mildew,

Mr. Smith liked a woman to have a
mind of her own, but giving pieces of it
away like that was a different matter;
still it showed that there was nothing
stingy about Effie. Mr. Smith hated
stingy people. Come to think it over, he
was rather glad than otherwise that she
had a temper worth while. He would
have to be firm with her of course—gen-
tle but firm, was the way he put it—but
once she saw that he was really the
stronger chanacter, and that he never lost
his temper, he believed that she would be
even more tractable than if she had given
in to him from the first. Yes, if any-
thing, he liked Effic the better for it; so
he told himself. He was confirmed in
this superstition the mext time they met,
for Effie was so ashamed of herself—or
pretended to be—that Mr. Smith had to

ile his kissing average away up out of

-gight before she could consider herself

forgiven, and even then she said she

tried to be as much impressed with his
clever sayings the third time she heard
them as the first. She encouraged the
young man in these things at first be-
cause she loved him.. Later on she suffer-
ed in.silence from & sense of duty; but
the strain was bsgiﬂxming to tell on her
nerves. She got sd she wanted to scream
every time Mr. Smith opened his mouth,
whetlher to sing or recite. She discover-
ed that he had little mannerisms which
irritated her. He had a habit of trying
to boss her around, too, that she didn’t
like. She had counted on doing most of
the bossing herself.

For his part, Mr. Smith was beginning
to lose interest in blue eyes that “didn’t
have anything behind them,” in a dainti-
ly poised head that always had a cold in
it, in lily-white hands that could plunk
the piano to perfection, but couldn’t cook
for sour apples. .He could remember the
time when he was glad to write poetry
about these different charms, but the
memory gave him mo pleasure.

There was no grand climax at the end.
This part of it wasn’t like a novel. They
just drifted dpart, and were content to

have it happen-so. They didn’t quarrel;--

that would have precipitated another
reconciliation; that would have been
romantic; that would have checred and
refreshed them and set them on lleir feet
again; but they didn’t care enough to
quarrel. It was the uneventful, hum-
drum nature of the affair that killed it.

When Mrs. Potter came home and
found how things were she said, she
thought she had it pretty well discourag-

This is the most remarkable photograph of this kind received from France ‘since the

war began. . . .
The men are either fightiu, or in captivity. , The horses and oxen have been taken

away by the rétreating enemy. The brave women have to take the place of the horss.
Their courage and engrair. arc vsonderful.

would never, mever he abl- {c forgive her-
self. ‘Thiz was like cnsther chapter out
of the sarze movel, the one we mentioned
a while ago.

‘vhis reconciliation set Mr. Potter back
2 good deal.

“l got one more trick,” he told the
black team, ashe bedded them down M
night. <7 that don’l loosen their holt on
each other, nothing will.” )

His plan of procedure was simple. He
gave Mr. Smith a standing invitation-to
come up to the house whenever he f}*lt
like it, and backed it wp with special in-
vitations at the rate of one or more a
day. He kept that young man hanging
around the place until all the neighbors
were talking about it. They said, “Why
in the world don’t that young Smith
move his trunk up to Potter’s and be
done with it?” ‘ s

The young couple enjoyed this kind of
a program. It was true, there was no
precedent for it in any of the novels that
Iffie had read, but what of that? Heed-
less child!  She ought to have known
that love doesn’t prosper with .smnuth
seas and plain sailing, hut requires ob-
stacles and opposition to brace it up and
strengthen it, and give it some savor; she
ought to have known that dulness in l‘(':dl
life is no more tolerable than dulness in
a novel. She ought to have known these
things, but she didn’t; and so she went
on listening to Mr. Smith tell his funny
stories over and over again, and endured
the agony of hearing him sing “Darling 1
am Growing Old,” nicht after night. and

ed before she went away. Mr. Potter

didn’t talk about it. B
Effie is beginning to like Dr. Robinson.

She buys her rubbers now at the other

store.

A Tip for Young Husbands *

The younger man had been complain-
ing that he could not get his wife to
mend his clothes.
~ <] asked her to sew a button on this
vest last night and she hasn’t touched
it,” he said. At ithis the older man as-
sumed the air of a patriarch.

“Never ask a woman to mend any-
thing,” he said., “You haven’t been mar-
ried very long, and I think I can give you
some  serviceable suggestions. "When |
want a shirt mended 1 take it to my
wife and flourish it around a little and
sary: ‘Where’s that rag-bag?’

““What do you want
bag? asks the wife.

of the rag-

_are aroused at once.

«:T want to throw this shirt away.
It’s worn out, I say, with a few more
flourjshes.

“ et me see “that shirt] my wife
cavs: then, ‘Now, John, hand it to me
at once.

“Of course I pass it over and she ex-
amines it.

‘Why, it only needs s and then
she mends it.’—Pittsburgh Chronicle-
Tolegraph.

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

MONEY TO LOAN

PROMPT ATTENTION

in moderate amounts on improved farm property occupied by the owner.
CURRENT RATES

FULL PARTICULARS FROM OUR AGENT IN YOUR DISTRICT, OR

ComMPANY LIMITED
REGINA, SASK. 5,
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WINNIPEG, MAN.

WESTERN OFFICES

CONSIGN YOUR GRAIN—

FOR EXPERT PERSONAL ATTENTION

Jas.Ri‘chard;;:!& Sons, Ltd.

The Old Reliable Commission Merchants

: : Track Buyers and Exporters :

Established 1857

adjustments. We are big buyers of

Phone or wire our nearest office for prices
any time after your grain is shipped.

‘Top prices, careful checking of grades, liberal advances and promp#

OATS, BARLEY, FLAX AND RYE

LONG DISTANCE PHONES

QGrain Exchango, Winnipeg Main 8532
Grain Exchangc, Calgary......... ....Main 2268
Canada Building, Saskatoon . 3341
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HETHER you want
durable LONGCLOTHS,,

sheer NAINSOOKS,

ask for and get

is a protection for you.
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fine.

MADAPOLAMS, the - very *best’
FLANNELETTES, SHEETINGS,
made-up PILLOW CASES
and SHEETS

“HORROCKSES

r "HORROCKSES' name on the selvedge

For information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to
agent John E. Ritchie, sor St. Catherine Street West, Monureal.
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