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coming up the street toward her one of *my'a Eleanor sped up the street to her next pupil,

girl friends. She paused and waited. She had «ways Mrs. Dale turned to enter the florist s shop and buy
been very friendly-with the girls, and now sl$ felt the white roses.
even a greater Interest In them. She had especially " Eleanor Is a dear, good child,’* she thought. •• so
liked Eleanor Greer. brave and unselfish 1 It Is a pity she can’t go to

The girl was coming so rapidly up the street that those concerts. They would give her such help, and
she would have passed the florist’s shop without seeing such happiness, too ! I wish I could give her a
Mrs. Dale If that lady had not spoken to her. ticket to them. Amy would be so pleased ; she loved

•’ My dear Eleanor, you certainly are In a hurry,” Eleanor. If to-morrow were not Amy s birthday, and 
she said 1 were not g°lnK to get the flowers for her grave, I

Eleanor came to a sudden stop. " O Mrs. Dale. should be able to do that for Eleanor. She would 
dear Mrs. Dale. I am so glad to see you !” Sh* took let me, because I am Amy’s mothes. I wonder—”
Mrs. Dale’s *»■"** and held It for a moment. Eleanor She stood quite still. A pleasant new possibility
had loved Amy, and she, too, had been lonely without came Into her mind. She turned away from the 
her. She, too, remembered that the next day would florist’s shop. In less than an hour she was going
have been Amy's birthday. She said not a word, but home, past the yellowing fields and sunset-lighted trees,
she held Mrs. Dale’s hand very closely, and looked Into She had no flowers with her, but the look in her eyes

and Amy's mother understood the un- was less sad and less lonely for Amy.
In the last few moments of daylight she wrote a 

little note to Eleanor. The girl wept tears, half- 
happy, half-sad, as she read :

My Dear Child,—To-morrow, as you know. Is Amy's 
birthday. . If Amy were here I should give her some­
thing to celebrate It. Amy Is not here, but you are, 

and you are a girl like Amy, and her friend.

andAmj’r Birthday Flower*.
BY ELIZABETH M'CRACKEN.

saw

Mrs. Dale’s fingers trembled, and her lips trembled 
too, as she stood before her mirror, tying her bonnet 
strings and pinning her veil. Amy had "usually tied 
her bonnet and pinned her veil.

It was almost a year since She had one day folded 
Amy’s KawHa and slipped into them the last flowers 
that the ever would hold In. the world, but she had 
not yet grown accustomed to doing for herself all the 
little things those once busy hands had done for her.

During the time that was almost a year she had 
Amy with that loneliness with which a mother 

doss miss" the daughter who goes away into the great, 
strange silence Just when she is old enough to be her 
mother’s friend as well as her child. Mrs. Dale missed 
all those things that had made up Amy’s life, and, 
perhaps roost, she missed the little things that Amy 
had done for her, and that now she did for herself.

Then, too, Amy had been h*r only daughter. Mrs. 
Dale’s two eons were in college, and her husband was 
■way from home all day. She had many Interests, 
and many duties, too, yet she was very lonely. She 
was much more lonely without Amy than even her 
husband or her sons could know.

As she stood before the mirror, tying her bonnet 
strings and pinning her veil, her heart was even 
heavier than It usually was. The next day would be 
Amy’s birthday, and Instead of preparing gifts and sur­
prises. Mrs. Dale was about to go into the city to buy 
the most beautiful flowers she could find to lay on the 
girl's grave. Amy had loved flowers, and the next 
day would be her first birthday In that; other world, 
that world to which mothers are never left lonely.

Mrs. Dale was thinking all this to herself as she 
went Into the city 
September, and it was afternoon, 
fields beginning to turn brown, and between lines of 
trees beginning to show among their green sometimes 
a red leaf or a leaf of bright gold. The sun made 
the leaves all the brighter, and It gilded the brown 
fields, too. and made the trees Mist long shadows. 
Amy had always been so glad that her birthday had 
fallen on one of the mystic days that come Just before 
September slips into October.

Her mother thought of that, too. 
of so many things about which Amy had been glad 
She was a little less sad and lonely as she remembered 
some of them, 
time that she was in the trolley-car, and even after 
she was to the city, and walking along the crowded 
street to a florist’s shop on one of Its corners.

When She reached the florist’s shop she stopped, and 
stood looking at the flowers to the shop windows.

•• What shall I get ?" she Said to herself. ” Roses,
Or violets— 
Or lilies—I

her eyes ; 
spoken sympathy.

” How are you, my dear child ?” was all th|àt she 
said, for she did not yet speak , very often «if the 
daughter who had died. -1

" I am yerf well,” Eleanor said, " and very busy. 
I read the history of music and teach children .music, 
and I study epustc and practise music—just as usual, 
dear Mrs. Dale/’ She smiled, just a little wtiitfully. 
Mrs. Dale thought.

Promptfdtg the thought, she asked gently, " And 
are you happy, Eleanor, dear ?”

Eleanor hesitated for an instant, and then she smiled 
again and said, " Yes—usually I am. Just at present 
I am sighing for the luxuries of life."

Mrs. Dale was relieved. She knew that Sleanor 
too sensible to sigh very long for anything. 

•* What do you mean by the luxuries of life. ?”
she asked.

•• Now really, Mrs. Dale !” Eleanor protested 
brightly : then, with more color In her face, she
added, ” J<ust now they are the eight concerts that the 
Beethoven Society Is going to give."

Mrs. Dale smiled in sympathy. ’’ They are cer­
tainly the greatest of luxuries to music lovers,"’ she 
agreed.

dear ;
Will you not take the gift for her, and go and listen 
to the glorious music that you so love and can so 
well make helpful to yourself and others? 
see me soon, and believe me.

Come to
Your warm friend,
Amy Spencer Dale.

Slipped into the note, Eleanor found a ticket to
Amy’s mother hadthe Beethoven Society concerts, 

sent it very happily, but after it had gone she sat 
alone in the gathering twilight, wishing that she had 
just one flower to take on the next day to Amy's 

” Amy would have liked me to do that,” she

was

on the trolley-car. It was 
The car went past

grave.
thought, " but still—on her first birthday—”

She did not finish the sentence, for just at that 
moment little Marjorie Williams, who lived next door.
came running in.

" O Mrs. Dale,” she cried, ’* I’ve been to the woods 
with father, and I’ve brought you some flowers !" 
She ran up to Mrs. Dale, and dropped into her arms 
a great mass of glowing goldenrod and blue autumn 
daisies.

” And to music teachers who must spend their
money for—other things,” Eleanor added, with k laugh. 
“ Please don't think I’m really unhappy because I

I'm just
Then she kissed her and danced away home. 

Mrs. Dale gathered the goldenrod and daisies in her 
arms, and pressed her oheek softly againgt them. 
The next morning she took them and laid them on 
Amy’s grave, 
it had felt since Amy died. <s

She did not know why, but when Eleanor came, 
later In the day, and kissed her again and again, and 
thanked her with wet eyes for the gift, she began to 
know. Newer after did she cover Amy’s grave with 
costly, quick-fading wtrers.

Instead, at Christmas and at, Easter and on Amy's 
birthday, she did some lovely kindness for some other 
girl lor Amy's sake, 
times it was large ; but always It was something that 
made the girl happier and better, and consequently 
more valuable to the world.

She thought
can’t afford to go. Mrs. Dale. I'm not : 
croaking a little. It’s such a help to any one to hear 
good mueic—especially to a music teacher—and such a 
joy ! But I'm not unhappy about it : I’m glad I 
can do other things. ' I don’t feel a bit like croaking 
any more since I’ve seen you !”

“ You dear child T” exclaimed Mrs. Dale, warmly. 
She knew that most of the things that Eleanor did 
were done for other persons, and done willingly and 

” You dear child !” she repeated.

She thought and remembered all the Strangely, her heart felt lighter than

bravely.
Eleanor pressed her hand closely, 

my next pupil, Mrs. Dale. May I come to see you 
to-morrow—perhaps late In the afternoon ?” she 
whispered.

The quick tears came Into Amy's mother’s eyes.
Yes, do !” she said. " Good-bye, my dear !”

white roses Amy always loved them.
It to rather early for violets, though, 
might get lilies.” She decided upon the roses.

"(Tlwer are sweeter and simpler for a young girl 
like Amy." she said to herself, gently.

She turned- away Irony the wtodows, and was just 
about to open the door of the florist’s shop when she

” I must fly to

Sometimes it was small, some-
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QLYDB6DALES Jj,j f ASSOClltlOB Of MllltObl
Under the authority of 8eca 18, 19,20,22 and,28 of 

the Veterinary Association Act, 1890 (53 Vic., Chap. 
60), the following persons only are entitled to practice 
as Veterinary Surgeons in the Province of Manitoba, 
or to collect fees for the service rendered as such

Kxanell 
...BraaSoa. 
...Deloralne,
. • .Dauphin.

v.-SSSS.

Patfe Metal Ornamental Fence
Handsome, durable and low-priced. Specially suitable for front 
and division fences in town lots, cemeteries, orchards, etc- Retails
for 20 CENTS PER RUNNING FOOT. Just about 
the cheapest fence you can put up. Write tor full partirai tore. 
Use Page Farm Fence and Poultry Netting.

The Page Wire Fence Co., limited, Walkervllle, Ontario. 
Montreal. P.Q., end St. John. H B.

Two stallions (imp.) 
almost 3 years old, carry­
ing the blood of Damley, 
Lord Krskine and Prince 
oliWalea Al*o 1 (imp.) 
mare,5yrs. old,a Scotch 

"oner of like

!

prisewi 
breeding.
JOHN MORROW, 

DnrUngford.
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7 Clark.J.'s............

Douglas, A. R...........
Dunbar, W. A.,..........
KUIott’h.J
£Uh=r. J r
Frame. R..
oSKmiN.v.v.v::
Hatton, J-.........
Henderson, W. S.. Hilliard, W. A ...
Hilton, Q—..........
H Inman. W. J..
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Buying a Cream Separator Î asst,.
825&U
Portage la Prairto. 
Winnipeg. 
Minnesota.M’S/:,

KR-t.'s ::::::::::
Lawson, R..................
ijg£CM...................
Little! W.......... .......
MeÈiïCn“tiSi

::::
McKay, D. H .............
McLonghry. R.A ..

Monteith, R. A...........
5»rpq::::::::
Retd.D D. ............
Robinson, P K............
Rombouarh, M B.......
Rowcroft, Q. V...........
8curfield, R. D. 
8huulfc«, W. A
Smith. W. H...............
Smith, H. D................
Snider, J H................
Stevenson, G. A.........
Stevenson, J. A...........
t:;m-rw . . .
Thompson, S. J...........
Torrance, F..................
Waldon, T....................
Walker, J. St. 0.........
Welch, J.......................
Westell, E. P... ...
Whaley, H. F.......... .
Whlmeter, M. A.......
Williamson, A. E.......
Young. J M.................
Young, M.....................

rJBISL.

..Brandon.
• jS.YVT?'

• • -wtoripr*-...rmarney.
....Qriawold.
.... Winnipeg.
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O MAKE NO MISTAKE in this is of the utmost importance. You don’t buy one 
very often, and it is not only a question of first cost, but of daily profit or loss, 
daily operation and daily wear and tear.A THE RIGHT CHOICE IS REALLY SIMPLE. In reality the De Laval

machines are in a class by themselves—head and shoulders above all imitating machines.
Protecting patents make and keep them so, together with far greater experience and 

superior facilities in every way for cream separator manufacture.
Every big and experienced user of separators knows this and uses De Laval machines 

exclusively, both in factory and farm sizes.
BUT YOU MAY BE WITHOUT SEPARATOR KNOWLEDGE OR EXPERI­

ENCE. Therefore, take steps to see and try a De Laval machine for yourself. It will 
cost you nothing to do so. That is part of the local agent’s business. If you don’t know 
him, write for his name and address.

Try imitating machines, too, if you will and can get them, hut don’t put your name 
to an order of any kind until you know the facts about De Laval machines and have 
tried one. That means your buying one.

_____Winnipeg.
.......Winnipeg.
.......... Klllarney.
.......... Mto to.
.......... Roland.
.......... Winnipeg.

. ... Glenboro.
..........Hamiota.
.......... Winnipeg.
....... ..Rapid City.
......... Ms niton

The practice of the veterinary profession 
tolia by any other person is in direct contraven ion 
the statute, and renders him liable for prosecution.

The De Laval Separator Co.
248 McDermot Ave., WINNIPEG.

MONTREAL. 
TORON I'O 
NEW YORK 
CHICAGO. 
ROUGHKEEl’SIK 
PHILADELPHIA 
SAN FRANCISCO.

1
in Mini-

Western Can Offices, 
Stores and Shops :

WK F. TORRANCE. REGISTRAR.
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