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aire, found them. The. doge had glve l
the aiarm, and the men were not slow
ini eoming to the. rescue.

A week later Ginger Bill entered the.
iowly wooden but where Macdollan was
beiug nursd back to health. He re-
nioved bis hat shyiy as h. entered the.
room, for there at the. foot of the. bed
stood a youug woman-the millionaire's

&'You ku<w new who I amn?" asked
Macdoliau, and lu his face was humilia-
tion and regret, as he looked Up at the
red-bearded littie woodsman.

Ginger Bill strode siiently forward
aud grasped the sick man's baud. ««I

ýWiuipeg, June, 1913.

kuow,"' he said, ««and linm giad.-
pgrtner!" .

àt the edge of the veèralndàh. SouiéWIere
ini the, dstance a grouse b1i . Was
singing, and aweet joyous thé .nôtes.
oded, like au heur from a, an's lbt

«I iidg% Inov hlm, that'os hi.,"0he

littie .goId'4 Mgny notb rl" ehima
so011 gal eOseped oyez di To -tbiiik
he'a worn it ail these ydorsI »ý.

Then, tbrouh tii. ciôIe. 4o behind
$ ilm Ginger Bil hourd' tRe-sound of a.
IUiian'a uebbinig. ",i 9 sa* 'ero I A
Ilittle 'ero t" said.thé. voiee th4t aobbed.

Ideals Lost and Found..
Written For The W.H.M, by Cassandra.

I T laways a sad moment-thatmoment-wheu for the firat timeg
we must face-and admit te our-a
selves-the fact, that the. idealsm

ef our youth have faiied te stand the t
test of time and experience. t ila
nevertiielesa, a moment that meet ef us
experience iseener or later, so there was6
reaiiy ne reasov why Mrg. Thoristonh
should have looked se particularly mouru-
fui, that afternoon ' as she turned overb
the pages ef an .old, hait fiuisbed manu-"
script. With a queer littie smiie, sheg
turned te the front page. Although itu
.was nearly twenty years age, - she re-1
membered as well as if it were yester-
day, the day ah. had writteu thosef
liues:a

"To these et my couutry-wemeu whoM
have passed through the ninteenthq
century desire for power, and notoriety,t
and still remain what their Creatorà
designed them, this book la affectionate-,
iy inscribed." 

I
Altheugh abe was then ouiy eigbteen,t

she had written a book, wbiciî bad been
publishied, and bad met with seme suc-1
eass in a smgll way, and so when one
ef the periodical attacks of the wemau
suffrage microbe, had swept over the
ceuutry, the ides. had eccurred te bier,
et making ths-her second book-an
example ef where weman's influence
reaihy ay-ac«cording te ber yeutbf ni,
enthusiastie ideais, and lu fact, accord-
ing teotthe ideals of anme,,ef us, who
have outgrowu our yeuthfuni.eutbusiasm.
That la the influence of a pure, sweet,
womaniy weman fulfilliug ber appeint-
cd place, lu ber Lome, and lu the hearta
et ber husband and childreu. This, as
betore remarkcd, bad been bier idea lu
starting the story, but betore the book
was baîf flnisbed, it had been inter-
rupted by ber marriage, and instead of
baving the pleasure of proving theories
on paper, ah. had speediiy been given
the uopportunity te prove them practi-
cally.

And now George Thoriston had gone
eut et lier iife-bad been dead these
five years, and-she stili had a chance
of preving what a woman's influence
couid do fer her son. Her son, who at
eighteen, certaiuhy ueeded some good
influence.

Her reverie was abruptly broken by
the jangiig of the. electrie door bell,
and the one girl, ber modest household
couhd afford, announced a visiter. She
rose from the little desk, which occu-
pied a corner of hier sitting room, theu
as she turued quietly to greet whoever
bier calier might be, she gave a littie
cry ef surprise and pleasure, at sigbit
et the taîl, kindly, middle-aged man,
advancing te meet lier. "Why Dick!
Dick Latimer!" she exclaimed, holding
eut beth lier banda impulsively,
"Wherever did von couic frem? Why
it's ages silice V've seen you, but 1
wvould have knowu yeu anyîvhere."

"Se would I have knewn you," lie r.-
turned, smiling down at lier. "You are
the sanie Marlonii- must eau yenu Mrs.
Tlîdriston, I suppose thoughi I ueed
hardly tell venliiew glad I am to sec,
you again." then more gravely, "I heard
of Tlioriston's-or veur loss"-looking
at the black she stili were, "but I did
not know until this xnorning, that you
wcre living in Winnipeg. 3-k.-Mron
told me, and I got yo address from
lier."

"Dear Mrs. Morton; She bas been se
good to me. But ait down, Dick, inm
afraid I must eall you, Dick still-aud.
we will have some tea, and you wihi;'
tell i me ail abQut, yQuràlelf,.as yqu, used
to do, when we were youugsters."

"lAgreedl If you will make it au ex--,
change of confidences, ais we used to do)'~
lie returned, amiliug.

"No*," she said, when the te. bail
been brought. "Wbere shall we beglu?
Are you married? And how have y9u
got along? Do you remember when yotî
used to say that 1' ou wouid be the
Premier seme day?'

"Yes, I remember," smiling. "But ûn-
fortunately, w. don't ail reifrze Our
ambitions. Stili I can't compiain, V'e.
got aloug fairly well, and as te yeur
question, I regret to, say that I have,
the bad taste te be sti Il a bachlor-
and the worst of it' la, it's prohably
too late te remedy this sad state of
afiairs-wheu you come to, consid-
or ail the silver tbreads among the
gold'-among the brown, I mean,"
iaughingiy ruffling the thick, hrown'
liair, whici as lie remarked, had ac-
quired a few silver threads, as indeed,
had Marion's own.

"Well, go on," she said, "'tell me
more."

"But there's notbing interesting te"
tell about me," h. protested. "An oid.
bachelor la the moat commouplace aiid
uniuterestiug being lu existence. Iustead,
tell me somethigeof yourself, wou't
you? I dou't wish. te b. luqulsitive"
hastily, "but-but-I de know a littie
of youir 11fe already Marie i and-if yen.
would care te tell me-you dou't kuQw
how I should 11ke te be of use te yen
-or Cyril" h. biroke off abruptly as at
the mention ef ber son's name, Mrs.
Tboriston's face grew sad., "I see you
kuow,' she said gen4ly. Aud-I arn
going te, tell you aif about lt-about
everything. We werc always chums as
yeu said, Dick, and I'm going-do yeu-
remember how I used te taik-and write
-about the womau's rights advocates,
and lîow a woman's ouly real influence
ivas that which. she exercised ou those
sue loved, or tiiose who loved ber-
and a lot more rubbish? Weii," as ho
uodded comprehension, "I know now
that a woman bas absoiutely ne in-
fluence ou tue lives of ber neareat and
dearest. I don't know if the. suffraglsta
are right-I oniy know I was absolute-
ly wrong. When I married'Qeorge
Thoriston" she weut on, lu a quiet,%'ven,
voice "I loved him, and-I belièved he
loved me. We had about six monthi
of happineas, then-bis weakness began
te assert itself. I did net kuow before
1 married George, that bis Grandfatber
lia(l been addicted te the same weakness
-it would probabiy have made ne
differenee if I had-I was se sure of the
power ef a woman's influence," bitterly.
"Tlien," site continued, quietiy. "The
first time I saw hlm tboroughiy in-
toxieated, I thought tâat there was no
further mrisery or humiliation 1 "eft, but
-1 didn't know. Later ou as Cyril
grew up, I found there were still deeper
depthis. And stili, for years, I neyer
gave up hiope. And henestly, Dick, if
anyone ever tried te put their theories
lu practice, I did. It wasn't always
easy-lt took a lot ,of thought, and

Ipatiene, and," hesitatingy, 11prayer.

u1'iu can say truthfully, I neer lst
patien never reproacbed, neyer let hlm
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