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To Messrs. W, BARRATT & Co., LTD,, Northampton, Eng,
Please forward one pair of All-Leather “ Footshape”

Boots. pgn_n Width >

for which l enclose Postal Order VllE...usessessssrerereeen eosis

Name..

Address

‘-bmmnnth Barratt
o Wlﬂiow.

Box Calf, tszs-

‘W. BARRATT & CO,, LTD:

Boot Manufacturers, -
(o-pt. wn ), Footshape Works, NORTHAMPTON, ENGLAND.

LONGCLOTHS,
SHEETINGS and
FLANNELETTES,

are THE VERY BEST the
“Old Country’ produces.

See the Stamp

“Horrockses”
on the Selvedge.

REFUSE

)

11& SUBSTITUTES.
*’; Obtainablé
| from the

Leading Stores
in the Dominion.

anchester and London
Horrockses, Crewdson & Co. Ltd, M "ExariNp’

aire, found them. The dogs had given
the alarm, and the men were not slow
in coming to the rescue.

A week later Ginger Bill entered the
lowly wooden hut where Macdollan was
being nursed back to health. He re-
moved his hat shyly as he entered the
room, for there at the foot of the bed
stood a young woman—the millionaire’s
wife.

“You know now who I am?” asked
Macdollan, and in his face was humilia-
tion and regret, as he looked up at the
red-bearded little woodsman.

Ginger Bill strode sﬂently forward

and grasped the sick man’s hand. “I

know,” he
partner!” . v

Five minutes later Gmger Bill stood:

at the edge of the verandah. Somewhere ~
in the . distance a grouse bird’ was
singing, and sweet joyous the notes
sounded; like an hour from a man’s lost,
bojhood. -
. “I didn’t know him, that’s tme ” he
muttered - smllmg, “but I knew that
little gold ring my mother gave him as
soon as I clapped eyes on it. :To" think
he’s worn it all these years!”

Then, through the closed- door behind
Him Ginger Bill heard' the sound of a
man’s sobbing.  “O, he’s a ’ero! = A
little ’ero!” said the voice that sobbed.

said, “and i’m glad—

Ideals—Lost

moment—when for the first time

we must face—and admit to our-

selves—the fact, that the ideals
of our youth have failed to stand the
test of time and experience, It is
nevertheless, a moment that most of us
experience sooner or later, so there was
really no reason why Mrs. Thoriston
should have looked so particularly mourn-
ful, that afternoon, as she turned over
the pages of an. old half finished manu-
script. With a queer little smile, she
turned to the front page. Although it
was nearly twenty years ago, she re-
‘membered as well as if it were yester-
day, the day she had written those
lines:

“To those of my country-women who
have passed through the ninteenth
century desire for power, and notoriety,
and still remain what their Creator
designed them, this book is affectionate-
ly inscribed.”

Although she was then only eighteen,
she had written a book, which had been
published, and had met with some suc-
cess in a small way, and so when one
of the periodical attacks of the woman
suffrage microbe, had swept over the
country, the idea had occurred to her,
of making this—her second book—an
example of where woman’s influence
really lay—according to her youthful,
enthusiastic ideals, and in - fact, accord-
ing to the ideals of some of us, who
have outgrown our youthful enthusiasm.
That is the influence of a pure, sweet,
womanly woman, fulfilling her appoint-
ed place, in her home, and in the hearts
of her husband and children. This, as
before remarked, had been her idea in
starting the story, but before the book
was half finished, it had been inter-
rupted by her marriage, and instead of
having the pleasure of proving theories
on paper, she had speedily been given
the opportunity to prove them practi-
cally.

And now George Thoriston had gone
out of her life—had been dead these
five years, and—she still had a chance
of proving what a woman’s influence
could do for her son. Her son, who at
eighteen, certainly needed some good
influence.

Her reverie was abruptly broken by
the jangling of the electric door bell,
and the one girl, her modest household
could afford, announced a visitor, She
rose from the little desk, which occu-
pied a corner of her sitting room, then
as she turned quietly to greet whoever
her caller might be, she gave a little
cry of surprise and pleasure, at sight
of the tall, kindly, middle-aged man,
advancing to meet her. “Why Dick!
Dick Latimer!” she exclaimed, holding

K T is always a sad moment—that

out both her hands impulsively,
“Wherever did you come from? Why
it’s ages since I've seen you, but I

would have known you anywhere.”

“So would I have known you,” he re-
turned, smiling down at her. “You are
the same Marion—I must call you Mrs,
Thdriston, I suppose though I need
hardly tell you how glad I am to see
you again.” then more gravely, “I heard
of Thoriston’s—or your loss”—looking
at the black she still wore, “but I did
not know until this morning, that you
were living in Winnipeg.
told me, and I got yo

her.”

vrand Fouhc'l;..

Written For The W.H.M, by Cassandra.

“Dear Mrs. Morton; She has been so
good té me. But sit down, Dick, I'm
afraid I must call you, Dick still—and
we will have some tea, and you will
tell me all about yourself, as you used:
to do, when we were youngsters K

“Agreed! If you will make it an ex-.
change of confidences, as we used to do,”
he returned, smiling.

“Now,” she said, when the tea had
been brought “Where shall we begin?
Are you married? And how have you
got along? Do you remember when you
used to say that you would be ‘the
Premier some day?”

“Yes, I remember,” smiling. “But un-
fortunately, we don’t all realize our
ambitions. Still I can’t complain, I've
got along fairly well, and as to your
question, I regret to say that I have
the bad taste to be still a bachelor—
and the worst of it is, it’s probably
too late to remedy this sad state of
affairs—when you come to consid-
er all the silver threads among the
gold’—among the brown, I mean,”
laughingly ruffling the thick, brown
hair, which as he remarked, had ac-
quired a few silver threads, as indeed, .
had Marion’s own.

“Well, go on,”
more.”

“But there’s nothing interesting to
tell about me,” he protested. “An old
bachelor is the most commonplace and
uninteresting being in existence. Instead,
tell me something of yourself, won’t
you? I don’t wish to be inquisitive”
hastlly, “but—but—I do know a little
of your life already Mario1 and—if you
would care to tell me—you don’t know
how I should like to be of use to you
—or Cyril” he broke off abruptly as at
the mention of her son’s mname, Mrs.
Thoriston’s face grew sad “IL see you-
know,” she said gen And—I am
going to tell you al about it—about
everything. We were always chums as
you said, Dick, and I'm going—do you-
remember how I used to talk—and write
—about the woman’s rights advocates,
and how a woman’s only real influence
was that which she exercised on those
she loved, or those who loved her—
and a lot more rubbish? Well,” as he
nodded comprehension, “I know now
that a woman has absolutely no in-
fluence on the lives of her nearest and
dearest, I don’t know if the suffragists
are right—I only know I was absolute-
ly wrong. When I married George
Thoriston” she went on, in a quiet, ‘even,
voice “I loved him, and—I believed he
loved me. We had about six months
of happiness, then—his weakness began
to assert itself. I did not know before
T married George, that his Grandfather
had been addicted to the same weakness
—it would probably have made no
difference if I had—I was so sure of the
power of a woman’s influence,” bltterly.
“Then,” she continued, qmetly “The
first time I saw him thoroughly in-
toxicated, T thought that there was no’
further misery or humiliation left, but
—1I didn’t know. Later on as Cyrll
grew up, I found there were still deeper
depths. And still, for years, I ne\er
gave up hope. And honestly, Dick,
anyone ever tried to put their theones
in practice, T .did. It wasn’t always
easy—it took a lot of thought, and
patlence, and,” hesitatingly, “prayer.
But-J_can say truthfully, I never lost

she said, “tell me:

patlenss never reproached, never let him




