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Use the left over meat.
Even the' smallest 'portions,
can be made into appetizing
dishes when-combined with
a small quantity of

BOVR IL

MagWficent Mesh Bag
and Lovely Wrist Watch

GIVE14 TO YOU
flere 18 the great6t Prime cIer ever made by any

<alan Srm.Wlail. they last we will gîTe away absoloutelY free
,tcen 7oi 50 of ibese magnllicetit Nickel Silver Nlesli
Baga and an equal number of beauiful gold fiiedBtracelet Watches ln tie very flewes design. Eaclîbas in 4hIf wide by 5", deep wtlî a magni5icenily
etigraved trame and 1350 cliain. Il la Iiiied ilîrougli-
ou wlîh white kid and lî,îlslîed ait te bottom wîvth
fine alUer beade. Tite Mateh we gve Is A perfect
beauty. Il la (lie newest 1French ctagoit shape. amali
and dalîîiy as cari be. Set a reilabie tilîie kcepcr.
Tou'd Pay $8.00 te $1000 for sucli a îvatelà ai your
local Jeweller's.

Thîis greal offer Io made ta qulekly advertise and
Introduce "Dainteeo.' (tie Ncwiiclllgliful tnndy,-
Coated Brealli ierfume thai la alling lîke ildlre
wherever it la slîowvn. Send Sour usane andi address
to-day and gel a free package to try yourself andi
just 32 big lîanîlsîîme toc. packages to Inroiluce
amona your frîcuils. Open Your free Package and ssk
your f,-lends to tcy a 'I)alntee' Tleyl l Ike the J'
no much tilat evecyone wlli wani apacageor t
ai mlire. Just twqo or Ilîre 11111e '«P ali ces''wlll
Vîrlf. hie moulu. swetce,,ali perfuinýIetic breaih
and Ilit-r are lrresistlîy îlcl-ous. Everyboîly lovesi
tiî.,î YoutI oeil Iliens Il iaitbour or two.

Then return our money. only $320. and ove ol ai
once senltyoi hi c be-a t fiil cI l. and lthe lut ciy
%Vrist Watt-hi you ctahi ais,, ,v-re %iiliit sciiing
aiuS more goods by just siiowlîig 3 ic egranid gifI iii
your fricnds anit gctinîg offly six of tht-ni 10 stil oui
goodsanad cari, oui fine prenilunis as yoli dliiý

Renionier you take no rik. 'Ne par ail decilry
charges on siiur prenflhnis rîglit tlu oui uoor. If
Sîlu are unahiele st-l ailtlthe gotýýs li-v rail tirre-
li îîed anit oe otil Psy oui a îcash -ommîiisionor
gice you fi ne elirîînîs for tihe- llIlll t Y,11do10sll.

'Ne guaranie satlsfarilil. rilte Lidv hi

THE GOLO DOLLAR MANUFACTURING CO..
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like your school?" he enqulred alter some
time.

"Iqt is too soon to say yet, but I can
see there is much that 1I-can do, and I
came out here to do something. 1 think
I have as fine and as intelligent~ pupils as
are to be found anywhere. Already they
have deluged me with questions. 1 must
write clown to the Department for some
further help. The boys are asking me
bothersome questions on agriculture. I
did not know I had to be a farmer to
teacb," site added, laugbingly.,

"I bave some very good authorities on
agriculture I should be pleased to lend
you," vouchsafed bier friend.

"Thank you, I sbould be glad to get
them. By the way, couldn't you corne
and giveu a talk some Friday afternoon?"
she aske, lber eyes igbting up with the
idea. "IE am sure the boys would be
delighted; I bear them mention your place
so often; in fact, im sure that la wbere
the inspiration for the bothersome ques-
tions comes from."

"I bad neyer tbought of giving taiks,
but perbaps I could. I sbould be only
too glad to do anytbing I can to help

O h, that will be fine, " said Helen,
deligbtedlv. "l'lbhave good news for
my boys tomorrow."

The conversation drifted on te the
parents, and froin the parents te t'le
surrounding district. "I would like to
show you the settlement," at lest ventured
Mr. Bulwer. "Would you care te go for
a drive?"

"I should like that very mucb."
49'% go out and book up wbile you puton your tbings."
Helen hurried upstairs for her coat and-

bat, but wben sbe came down BiR and
Bob were at tbe door, and, knowing tbeir
impatience, sbe did not keep tbem wait-
ing. s tbey wbeeled and drove out of
the yard, tbey could sec Mr. and Mrs.
Jobnston, wbo apparently bad tbe pigs
a gain mte their proper place, in the
garden appraising the damages.

When Mr. Bulwer brougbt Helen back
from a long drive, lie was deligbted to
note the happy sparkle in the big brown
eyes, and the animation of bier wbole
figure. S'le had forgotten the loneliness
of the morning and had grasped the life
of Lone Lake as hems.

"You have given me such a pleasant
afternoon, Mr. Bulwer, and I was drend-
ing the first Sunday so," sbe said, extend-
ing bier band frankly. "I don't know
how to tbank you."

C"By lettin,ý me be your îriend: mayI
more aam?'
"I wiilbe glad to bave you corne," and

then lightly, "Bill and Bob are so attrac-
tive." So saying she stepped up to pat
their faces; but tbey threw up their
hends and shrank back into tbe barness,
glaring wlNth frightened eyes past the
blinkers. They were not yet ready for
female blandisbments.

After this Bill nnd Bob came often to
the home of the school secretary; tbey
even learned to appreciate patting.

Hlelen fouiid lher sehool wvork very ln-
tercst ing. Everything that goes to make
intelligent and effective citizensbîp sbe
taught hier pupilg, but agriculture received
most attention. Mr. Bulwer, true to bis
promise, gave a talk on souls and cultiva-
tion that proved so satisfactory hie fol-
lowed with others on various phases of
grain growing and cattle raising.

So tbe summer passed, and the first
frosts gave warning of approaching wmnter.
The thrcshing engine w'histles shrilled out
clearhy in the chill morning air.

Another Sunday came-a glorious aut-
umn Sunday, and, just after the noon-day
meal, Mr. Builwer called for Helen.

"I would like to take you down to the
river," hie said. "I have heen %vaitîng for
just sueh a day as this to show it to you.
There is a beautiful (drive dowvn the valley,
but if. is 'lot so pleasanlt. when the files
are bad; fliat is wbvI , 1waited."

When they reached the bank overlook-
ing the valley, Mr. Bulwer reined in his
team to allow bis cornpailon to admire
the scelle. She sat entranced. The val-'
ley stretched beneath them like some
beautiful garden, with the trail, like a
tinv tbread, winding tbrougbi i to the
woodcd part along the stream. At a
bend ln the river the waters could be seen
gleaming like silver ln the autumal sun-
shine, w-hile the trees along the edge
formed a magnificent panorama of color,-
grading l'rom green to briglit golden, witli
here and there spiashes of scarlet.

"()Il, Nîr. Bulwer, isait that iln3ost

glorious picture? How beautiful our world
la after ail You do give me the -Most
delightful times; whatever should I do
without you?" said Helen disconnectedly,
so carried away with the beauty of the
soene before ber as to be unaware of the
full significance of her words.-.

"You don't knowv how glad I arn to hear
y ou say that. The world looks rnuch
brlghter to me when you are with me.
Can't we go tbrough 111e together," he
said, taking her band in bis.

Helen turned puzzled brown eyes to
bis, then she understood. "Oh, dear,
what have 1 been saying," she stammered,
confusedly, turning away her face, crimson

"In effect; that when we are together
111e is fuller, and I ask if it may not be so
always. Everything le richer and better
to me since I have ben with you. You
are my 111e in a very true sense." Embol-
dened by ber silenoe, be put bis arm around
her and drew ber to hlm; she turned ber
face to bis and their lips met.

Down througb the vailey, along the
winding trailtbey drove, pat beds of
golden-rod and blue asters, on toward
the river and tbe trees of flaming gold,
their bearts in f ull unison witb the beauty
and the benediction of it ail.

Arriving at the shady lane leading
tbrough the higb trees along the river, the
team came to a walk. Mr. Bulwer and
Helen talked of many things. The former
began by telling something about bis
people. «'I be1Veve I have a photo of my
mother with me " he said, and reaching
into bis pocket be drew out a bunch of
papers. Helen looked. On the top was
an envelope addressed to John Bulwer
Thompson, lone Lake, Aberta.. "Tbomp-
son?" she questioned. "Isn't your name
Bulwer?"

'"Well, people here ail cail me Bulwer,
and I just let them, but my real name is
Bulwer Thompson. Bulwer was My
motber's namie, and so I like it best"

"And your home was i Detroit?"

"You surely can't be the Mr. Thompeon
my father wished me to marry."

"I don't know. By theway, Walters
was the name of my fatber's friend, and 1
believe he had a marriageable dauýhter.
But won't you tell me your story?'

"Well, there is not mucb to tell. 1 hsd
heard my father speak several times of a
chum of his cailed Thompson. They had
pledged themselves to stand by each
other should mlsfortune corne to either.
About two years ago my father said
something gbout inviting Mr. Thomp-
son's son to _visit us, but for some reason
he neyer came. My father died just
before I came out bere and m bs=wll e
left everything to me, but only on condi-
tion that I marry this Mr. Thompsoîî
within a year. 1 was s0 shocked hy such
a stipulation I left everything and came
out here to teach."

"And 1" said Mr. Bulwer, "was so

estered by my father to go and court
~istfriend's daughter to save him from
some financial trouble, that I came west
witb money my mother left me, and that
is why I neyer objected to people calling
me by my motber's name."

Helen sat la silence a moment, then
leaned dloser to ber lover as she said:
"Well I'm glad my poor nid fatber's wish
wnill ,be gratified after aIl," and as an
aftertbought, "and l'Il get the money-
but you'll not get it, sir!" she defied;
"'Il buy that haîf section next to yours
and start a purebred stock farm in opposi-
tion to youi," she teased.

"What do 1 care as long as 1 have the
owner of the stock farm," he replied, as
he drew ber to hlm in a warm embrace.

A Mistake Somaewhere
The following appalling incident in the

musical world is taken from Judge:
Trombone of Village Band-"Wbat do

we play next, Si?"
Si-"Sousa's Grand Marcb."
Trombone-"Gos all bemlock! I jest

played tbat!"

No Quarter for Him
Mrs. Jones was stanclini' in the doorway

talking with 01(1 Mr. Ham, a neigbbor.
Thev were speaking in uneomplimentary
terrns about an impostor w-ho bad lately
Passed through the village, swindling right
and left.

lle'd better not come round bere
aigain!" exclaimed Mrs. Joncs imdignantly.

."If he does, l'Il give hlm no quarter."
,"Quiarter!" shouted the enraged old

monii, "quarter! Well I gUess not! 1
woldni't give hlmn ten cents!"
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