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ragid"any more after linm

G.lI'l.k it" se announced,
qat4inued from t rag i ca 11Y. "

Payai0 wouldn't play nov,
only Im it.")

lT&e twins stared at ber. "Awv, you
geI Up titis game I" sputtered Billy. "I
^qiîdn'Lt be a Euter when I'd gene
a»d started a ganle."

Sule turned ber back mechanically and
begaa counting mith an aclîing tbroat,
am4m-ffteen--" Unconquerable tears
foreeëd theinselves through lier tîglitly
elomed eyelids. Wlien the gante. vas
"né site refused to give any explanation,
but etalked tiffly into the bouse and
eptiairs te ber bedreem.

Bler fingers were sliaking as she turncd
the key and listened. Ngbody was foi-
lowing ber. Standing, with ber back to
the door site gazed straiglit across the
roola te the dressing-table mirror. With
the blessed unconsciousn~e5s of chldhood
site bad neyer thouglit very mucli about
h« actual appeiýrance. Her birdlike
glanees ut the mirror had bcen to gaze
pfoldly ut the pretty frilis Aunt Rem-
son fashioned, or te scowi at the prim
celars Aunt Vance always bouglit. But
Bow, -for the :ilrst time, she was faciU~
vitl desperate eyes a somebody slse badhe becon.
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"Dear Lord," ahe sobbed, croucbing on
the bedside rug, "'it isn't fair-not a bit
fair! Vou didn't have a riglit to ]et me
grow s80 hornely that he couldn'loive
me.' It isn't fair ab> al!"'

Prescntly site heard the twins pound-
ing on lier door. "We'rc playing millin-
ery store!" sliriekzed Elsa. "Corne on
out and trim hats!1 We, found elegunt
trirnmin's upin the att je!"

She opened the ddor slowly. Tliev
looked sliarply at the traces of ber gref
and demanded its reas«n. "My tootli
.aclied," she lied, bravely, and then
sucked remorsefully at ber molar to
rouse a tiny bole to action so it would
not be a lie.

Elsa promptly put ber grimy ýfingers
to lier clierubie mouth and drew forth an
clastie string of gum whicli she rolled
knowingly in ber srnuZy palm. "Stuif
it in good and liard," she admonisbed,
holding it out to lier cousin. "Don't go
and tell mamma, 'cause the new dentriet
hurts somethin' Ilerce. I'm neyer going
to tell on a tootli again as long as I
lire!"

The twins were fearfully and wonder-
fully arrayed as became real milliners,
in sweeping ekirta and elaborate bodiees.
Elsa was adorned witli a gorgeo.ns neck-
lace which, in its humbler, prehistoric
dàys, had begun existence as a brass
curtain cliaii, Eloise's jewels were more
simple, but quite as effective. From a
Iengthy green riblion about -Ier neck
there dangled a queer-looking Iocket.
"It's, oie black tin, I guess. I play it'i%
a vancrty box, only it won't open," see
scolded, "not even when you bite it."

But when Mrs. Rentson souglit for
thern at supper-time elie caught at the
"4vanerty box" with an exclamation of
surprise.

"It's Fred'a old gutta-percha leeket,"
she explained to ber sister-in-law. "BHe
wore it on bis first watch-fob and we
used te tease him se about iL" She
flicked ber thumb-nail at tlie spring fast-
ening as the children crowded eagerly
about ber. The locket flew open.

"And I found that!" breatlied Eloise
in awe-strickeii delight. "I f oued it
rigbt in that old yellow box! Oh, my
soul!"

"Wýho is the pretty lady ?" asked Rosa
shyly. 1-

Aunt Remson put the locket gently-
into the girl's band. "It's your mother,
sN*etheart '" she said.

Rosa's fingers closed swiftly over it as
shé fied. Upstairs once more, crouehing
on the bedside rug again, sht- gazed rap-
turously &t her treasure. Th. locket
was fat and thick, and under the dusty
glass shone a qucer old tintype. Tho
cheeks were tintedvery pink, the hair
very yellow. It was not stringy-looking
hair; it was wonderful eurly hawr. The
eyes smiled; tlie lips smýiled; Rosa
smiled back at tliem bappily.

,4Oo-ooh, arein't you swe-eet! » sie
murmured, liugging ber banda to her
lieart s0 tiglitly that the locket burt
lier. "Oo-ooi, you are s0 sweet?"

She ]ooked at it again, drawing long,
happy breatlis. This vas a very mucit
nirer motîter than thq faded photograpit
witli tired eyes that bung on Aunt Rem-
sofl's waîl. Ine, the othler aide of the
locket, prcssed, under the glass, was a
curl of vcllow bair tied witit a bit of
blue ribhon. On the little oval paper
was ivritten in very small letters: "To
Frederick, frorn Goldilocks."

Rosa looked at the curl even longer
than she bad stared at the picture. At
supper, as she slid into lier chair, ber
eyes were shining. Aunt Remson smiled
u nderstandingly. She did not mention
the locket. But Aunt Vance, sipping ber
cup of .substitute coffee, remembered.

~Rosa, what did you do witli that pic-
ture?" she asked sternly. "It ouglit
not to get lost again, seeing your
xnotber's dead. Ben, did you know the
chuldren found a picture of Rosalie
to-day? Tintype--vin gutta-percha. I
think yvou oughit to put it in your safe
until Frederick cornes."'

For the third tinie ini that awful dav
Rosa led to lier room. Elsa dropprà
ber fork in amazement. "Aren't vou
going to niake lier beliave, mamwa?"
.,le asked. "She is s0 rude te-day. She
jumrps off like a squirr-el."

In the tNvilight. with Aunt Remson*s
band on the stringwy-looking hair, she
stopped lier sohh)ing.
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LAST year we shipped frsh caught frozeri fish tothousands of farmers. Evervone is a satisfled

customer. You save freght by orderirg fot lesm
than '00 Ibs. ini a shipment.
Place your order NOW for shipmcnt frorn Portage la
Prairie as soon as weather permits. We guarantee
quality and prompt service.
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we wtU ship your aiderf
charges collc. ta thener-
est station whe@ther is an
agent. Sendicashwtharder

;ntains 5o Ibs. Whiteffish, 2s lbs. Jackfish, 25 lbs.
Seafish, ail for $ 12.5o. We specially recomn-
miend this assortmerit.

Armstrong' Independent
Fish 1eries Ltd.

Portagela.Prairie Maaioba
Rd.r.ne.a: DRmdatv.*taor Meclmante Dm&i
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«'Daughter, 1 want you to corne out.'"

neyer seenhefore. Sornebody witli strag-
ling hair, witli a stîîbbv littie nose,
with freckies and awkîvard teetb, and
with eves so big andi sorrowful that she
lîid lier face in lier hands and wept.

As she gr-oped for a hiandkercitief lier
fingeis toîiehed the leather case that
]îeld lier father's picture. The sobs grew
quieter for a momtent as site looked

touhlier streamning tears at the be-
iov-ed face, but a nem- misery was crowd-
îng fast ipon lier first grief. A great
pitv foi the unltappy fatlier of so itgiy
a danitei possessed lier. It seemied to
lier that aIl the sorrow of thoýe mournful
e4'eCS. ail the sadness of tîtat sînilelcss
11,01,01.lim ttant tlîat hie grieved because lie
%it$I a11-ia mcd of h]liunlovciv child.

011 the' iail beside ber was the calen-
dlar Nviththeli davs checked off Nvith tîîtv
dots so tIti' otiicrs' coiid not see and
latugh. Ol last nigLit sue badl fallen
asleep tini, -1 ing Ni-tlîd eliglt as sbe count-
ed tlit dax îîît il shencould h-ear thic
deep toile- of lus dear voiçý -and feel
tîhesif toiteh of lis lips as tie kissed
lier. Aiidil al tlîose beautiful dreattîs
of tii t le mwlîeiîthev should -live

togvi li w r dving- as she stared ait
tlue j Ii .lie . u never m-a.t lier
-lit' wjitiant lier ne'."


