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«al". o er ortodJo, imcrtainty
a"ê unbelief riaging in 1- in voice. He
beant ont and looked back at the bridge.

araof it wero stili fa.xng to pieces.
Thou he elosod the tbrottle and pfld the

raâ,foé, our race with death wes
miarly eadL

4«Are thé trueka stii ont", 1 querieâ,
and ho noddod..I saw that bis face was
ghastly white, and knew then that it
vas only by a -tupreme effort of wiII
that ho b6À faeý-' thome awful risks.

"It was, onI - the s spd that carried us
ovor," ho nid quit.ealmly, but bis voice
seemod veoiy .asraway. 1 think I vas
soqtod among -the coals, iny head between
uiy handin,,and badl someoe come and
stood overx aje with a club, I coudn't
have raisod aà,ýgor in self defence.

There us no n eed bore to endeavor to
dosoibe with what warmth and grati-
tudoeowe ro greeted when the old

engin. drew Up amidet the ruina of
Pibald Gulch. It was a busy evening
for ail of us-rigging up the old freight
trucks as hospitalg, ereting tents for
the fire suffeiers over the ashes of their
old lbmes; and distnibuting, blankets
and provisions, while -the doctor looked
after the sick. 1 did not know tilt
then, that Argos Joe was a -bit of a
doctor too, for what he lacked in skill
and knowledge he gaineà i'n strength and
kindliness.

A f ew daya later 1 awoke io flnd that
the wbole wýorld rang with the story of
Lonely Bridge, and that thousands were
extending - a liberal band towards the
liero who bad brougbt relief to Pibald
Gulch. "Yotu'll be a wealtby man after
this Joe," I told him. "The subscription
on your bebaif ls already running into
thousands.".

Joe was a moment sulent. Then he
said: "What about that prospecting
trip of ours?"

To say 1 was surprised, would be
putting it mildly. "Prospecting trip!"
1 repeated. "But you can't run away, I
*man, in the heiglit of your glory. And
besades, wbhat alout the money that's
çoming to your?'

Argos Joe 'lailgbxed goo natnredly,
and tooýk my arm. "Money!" he said.
"I don't want the money. It's been my
curse ail my, life, and I want to get away
from it.- I have told my solicitor what
to do. The subseription tbey are getting
up for me will go towards re-building
the homes of those wbo have suffered
most keenly ~y this fire. I suppose I
can do what 1 like witb it, 50 flow let's
get away f rom ail this and try the woods
for a change."

And 80 vwe went, thé very nêxt day-
Argos Joe and 1, for I saw thât at last
bis chance had corne, and lie had sbown
hirnseif to bis feiiow-men in bis true
colors.

with Economy
The iflrst impression on entering a

room decorated with ' Alabastine"
e tints is one of Beauty. But-whilo

the .,effects are charming in the high.
~I est degree, yet "Alabastine" is the

most economical wall finish. a

cn make every room in your home glow cheerily
_j~ by using "Alabastine"-

"Alabastine" tints impart that soothing, restful effect
d'i so much desired by people of good taste.
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'~ ia ~>~'Mix wilh cold water and apply with flat bristie brush.

With the numerous tints and'white, any cotor scheme
~ . <~can be easily produced.

"Alabastine is just the famed Alabaster rock ground
"" into a fine cerent-

hence its bewitching and permanent colors.
Itv'on't rub off. You can re-decorate at any time-
one coat makes an excellent foundation for another.
Free Stencils: Our staff of trained decorators will

- - .~~ . ~'draw up any 'color scherne for you free of charge.
~f 2'.We also supply free stencils suitable for your

purpose.'"A1ahastine"' is sold by ail Hardware
~, --.. V~:.and Paint Dealers. Write for fuil parti5gtars

~~:.*.::~and free bookét.

JI.'~. ~ :. The Alabastine Co., Limited 2
iii . '. .C' * W~owSt, Paris, Canada.

Lest Dreame
Written for, T. Western Home Monthly

by Jerrold Quam, St. Thomas, N.D.

As 1 sat there Ly the window, - .zin& at
tbe'Ig * Tmountains,

Dreaming dreams 1 used to <?ream when,
Young,

Then the sout of thought would Butter
Thinking thoughts 1 eould not utter,
Dreaming thougbts beyond expression of

the tongue.
Then 1 éaw my past and present, and

f rom them 1 drew my future,
Planning out events tbat, would bie mine,
Till the yellow sun that setting
Warned me 1 vas forgetting,
That the band of Fate was reekoned

with at times.

So I pondered in the twilight tilt the
night grew dark and dreary,

And tbe stairs withdrew bebind a fitful
Cloud;

Still 1 sat there by the hour, thinking
of some unseen power

With wbicb I could overcome the thing
of Fate.

So I sat and wrestled with it, sometimes
gaining, sometimes tosing,

Till 1 saw rny precious visions float
away

Then 1 saw and it vas seeming, that 1
only bad been dreaming

For the powers that- belonged to one
alone.

Then I 55w 1 vas mistaken, ana that
Fate could not bie shagen,

So 1 cast nîy drearns aside and went to
work,

For the things of dreams, creation
Are but tbings witbout ferndation,
And they crumble when tbey meet the

liand of Fate.

Two Little April Fools
Daffydowndilly looked up at the sun,
And saw witii deligbit that the spring

liad begun;
lier gay yellow bonnet, of satin so

sweet,
And bier downy green jacket so cosy and

neat
She drew on in baste, and glanced out

on the Street.
And found berseif blooring-the very

first one!

jittle Miss flessie Iookced out, and sbe
said:

"Oh, it is lovely and briglit overhead!"
So sbe took lier new parasol, blue as the

sky,
And bier new Sunday bat with its dais-

ies %vrgatbed bigb,
And the pretty broum\ý. alippers she

brought bhome to try,
And out on the street like a fairy she

sped.

Dark grew the sky, and like sleet was
the rain,

Lashing the tree-tops and beating the
parie,

1)affydowndilly tried vainly t o bide,
And littie Ms Bess, in hem beauty and

pride,
With bat, shoes ani parasol soaking

she cricd
"The suni Aprii-fooled us! lie did-it is

Trust
NVritten for The Western Home Monthty

by V. M. T.

Fret not thiyseif for the to-morrowv,
Ile w~ho calied the angry sen,

(an stili sulalue thv î'ave of sorrow;
(>ni v wait and patient lic.

Fr-et not thyscif for the to-morrow,
lie w'io ealed the lamie and blind

Cani still case paiii's d epest f urrow;
[lut believe tiîat He is kind.

Fret not thvself for the to-mnorrow,
I le w-ho hungiiry thousan Is fed

Can 'ii ilpî'ovic ' nd(give His cildren
If theNv trust. thieir daiiv bread.

Fret not thivself for the to-morrow,
lie w lie(:ares for beast and bird

(an stiii. as we are more than sparrows,
i;i us liv lus every word.

Fret net tlbvseii for the to-morrw,
Ile w1hos-e wav is ever best

Can stiil iii His Divine to-morrow
Leaidýi into perfect rest.
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