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fuith

somevhing

and I'm sure

in a religion which
capable of inspiring sach devotion
“Yew,” whe added mischievonsly
circulation of the Clavion.”
He hrr ame grave at that allusion

\llwhwlull he softly, |

snid

if you thought I was prompted by
"I"'A"]‘Y “I"l("'“bll'y motives

was in for dollars and cents.”

“I never had such a
she retorted quickly, I
that you
[ am sure you will give me eredit
that I have
my tight against Stoneman
according to the rules.”

Two months more passed, and
then Helen felt that it was time to
play her final card.

have been sincere,

for equal honesty
made

Department
store advertising is a big factor in
modern journalism.  The largest
establishment in Burlingham was
conducted with conspicious success
He had a
page “ad” in the Banner every day
in the week.

by Adam Hemingway.

It was the backbone
\ of the advertising patronage of that
nowspaper. It meant not only re-

venue but circulation, because the

“ad” attracted a certain' number of

women readers who looked upon it
as real nows-—quite as important
in ita way as the other happenings
of city life. Hemingway had never

advertised in the

Clarion. Tt was
his rule to use only one paper, and
he felt that the Banner

although

had lost much civeulation,

im-
agined that it was still the leading
paper in town. It was for Helen

Gaskill to bring disillusionment.

One Monday morning  Heming
way roceived let®ers from three of
his charge customers instructing

The

next day four similar letters reached

him to close their accounts.

his store.  Bofore the week ended
twenty customers had quit in the
This was too much
He
and the
veports he received opened his eyes.

sAme manuer,
for the shrewd business man.

atarted an investigation,

In almost every case he
that

longer

was told
his old customers would no
the

read bigoted Bunner,

and as that was the only news-
paper in which his advertisement
was printed they should have-to
He did not
He was the kind

of man who wants to be sure that

quit dealing with him.

act immediately.

he is right and then proceeds to
earry out his plans. He had no
religion of his own and had only
easually noticed the avticles in the
had attected
him in the least in one way or the
that
they had been highly objectionable
That
Next
into the

Banner. They not

other. But now he realized
to hundreds of his customers.
affected him
he made a quiet inquiry

very deeply.

Dollars and Cents!

there must be

“and of adding so materially to the

“I wanted very much to make lh.rT

Clarion the one big newspaper of | sal,

-that 1

thought,”
believe

and

are inspived by your love of the | Bonner shivered as he listened M‘

|the very phrase he
| :

is|in his talk with H~|4n(..|~),||l It | ;
5“,.,.\ as though ~Hemingway had | Dennis Scott sat in the shadow
i) o 5 | y [ Fi ‘it 1 v
doused him with a bucket of jce- [0f the wings awaiting his call

!l'wM water

| “Then then

‘!nuu to be said 7

there is

Nothing,” exelaimed the other,

‘\\'Hln an abropt gesturé of dismis-

ul objection to doing business with
| 4 bd
fools.”

This

the
;hmk:- down the already
back of the

| dened
expected happened,

was last straw
overbur-

The

lost more

Banner.

It
circulation and advertising, too.
The gain of the Hemingway page
“ad” placed the Clarion on the top
All .of the
lesser advertisers hurried to follow
the lead of Hemingway and to
place their notices in the Clarion.
Francis Bassett increased his rates,
and the circulation of the Clarion
increased to such an extent that he
was compelled to put in new pres-
ses. It was a repetition of the old
adage that “nothing succeeds like
success.”

No politician suddenly hurled
from office feels any more lonely
and friendless than the editor and
publisher of an influential daily
newspaper who has lost his power
and importance.

wave of prosperity.

Carson: Stone-
man was a bad losgr, and that did
not help the declining fortunes of
the Banner. He became surly and
disagreeable, and even the handful
of fanaties who had egged him on
in his suicidal policy, now deserted
him in his hour of need. A more
courageous man would have made
a lli'l'l"l' fight for life. The Banner
continued, it is true, but it lacked
gumption and no one cared what it
said, . Six months after the loss of
the Hemingway the familiar
official yellow poster on the front

“ad”

of the building announced that the
Banner was in the hands of the
sheriff. In two years it had pussed
from prosperity to bank ruptey, and
it gave up the ghost without a
struggle. It did not actually die
newspapers hardly ever do—and
it was re-incarnated under a new
title and became an evening ap-
pendage of the morning Clarion.
Early one morning,Carson Stone-
man left Burlingham-—unhonored,
The bee-

koning finger of Opportunity had

lllllll()lll‘l\l‘d &I]ll uunsung.

called him to the editorship of a
slimy weekly, whose chief writer
had committed suicide. That same
night Francis Bassett called at the
home of Helen Gaskill. He was
strangely quiet for a time and then
he took her hand tenderly.

he whispered, “you

have been the best circulation man-

“Helen,”
ager and the wisest editorial ad-
visor the Clarion has ever known.
11 want you to nnnmgc me—and
the paper always.

the
convinced
to

Journalistic ship.

and
it |
sink-

Banner,
that
the

Two weeks f

eirculation of
that

was

him

time desert

g

Jater his page “ad” appeared in the |

Clarion and disappeared from the
Stone-

| tolumns of the Banner

“that's why I want you.”
1

She flushed and turned her fnce
away.

“Don’t you think,” she murmur-
“that you would ¥e happy with
some one of your own faith ?”

ed,

half of your business to the Ban-

had emple y\nl

“You've made a bally fool of
Jurlingham, but I would feel that | yourself, and I have a eonstitution
my work had been an utter failure |

that |

stare vl

: ) 2 4
man ecalled on him in a state 4,|' She at hun with \\u]r
distress jopen eyes
“I don't mind your advertising | He laughed jovially.
in the Clurion, but can't you give| “Don’t look w0 incrednlous

i Father Skelly has had me unde

Light In The Darkness

{1t was his last rchearsal, and to-

nothine [morrow night he was to make his |

|debut.  He sat straight up, with

Hns hands resting on the violin
his
lips slightly parted and his cheeks
jlluahml with A
i\\'vmmn with a decp contralto voice
, but he,
her,

Iwhich lay across his knees,

excitement,
was Nin;_'xn;_( on the stage

of

building castles

instead listening to Was
and
dreaming dreams of future fame
and glory.

stage

in the air
Then the voice on the

grew fainter and

leaving the

softer,
last sweet mote still
Scott heard
the deep breath from the little
audience in the wings, thinking
with pride that his applause would
be still more enthusiastic.

It was his turn at length, and
he slowly walked to the stage with
his violin under his arm, and the
ftush still on his cheek and brow,
for, after all, this little audience of
artists were better critics than a
whole houseful of fashiohably-
dressed people to whom he would
play in a few honrs.

Dennis Scott was of medium
stature and slight, with fair hair,
combed straight back from the
high forehead. His eyes were
dreamy and his mouth tender, his
hands long and thin. His should-
ers drooped slightly as he bent
his head caressingly over his vio-
lin.

quivering in the air,

Then the strains of music
trembled over the shadowy, empty
theatre, and the musician closed
his eyes and swayed slightly as he
lost himself in a land of music.
After

opened,

a while his eyes slowly
and in them there was a
look of great wonder and—was it/
—pain.  His frame stiffened and
he played on and on, regardless of
time and auditors, only striving
with all his power and might to
put a soul, a heart into the wound-
erful playing — but in vain. At
last his muscles relaxed, the hand
holding the violin dropped to his
side, and he stood, the flush gone
from his face, cold and white as
marble. Something hard clutched
at his heart and then rose to his
throat, and he staggered slightly
as he crossed the stage. The con-
gratulations of his fellow - musi-
cians sounded far-off to him, and
he knew that in them was missing
the -true ring of praise which they
had given to the contralto. He
was still staggering slightly as he
went to his dressing-room. Light
had dawned oun him, and he knew
that in his playing there was one
thing lacking, and that thing was
true genius.

As he picked up the violin to
return it to its case, he hesitated a
moment whether to break it into
a thousand pieces — but no, after
all, it had Yeen his lifelong com-
panion and friend, and he would

He

dreams,

never, never play it again.

had dreamed wonderful

The last hour had seen them conve

“I am sure of it,” he retorted,

[to naught, and now he must go
| home and fight out the battle and

the terrible
himself.

disappointment by

walked slowly out into the street,

torches had been thrust into them

and it still seemed

as though the awful fire avas in

in his ears,
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Ihm eyes. Afar off he heard a low,
intense voice, full of terrible pain
“God!”

vaguely if it were his own

say and he
darkness.
Dennis Scott came to conscious-

and all

darkness,

ness in his own room,

around was intense
he heard voices in the
He felt
a peculiar sensation in his eyes,
and he put his hand to them, only
He half
“Where am I, and
what is tHe matter with my eyes?”
he demanded
voices,

although

room — lowéred | voices,

to feel a heavy bandage.
sat up in bed.

of the unknown
Someone swiftly crossed
the room and knelt by his bedside,
gently pushing him back ‘among
the pillows. ‘Please be quiet for
a while, Mr. Scott, and I will try
to tell you everything,” said a
sweet voice, and he looked sur-
prised, for he knew few women,
and none who would come to him
there. g

“I am a Sister of Charity,” the
voice went on, checking his sur-
prised exclamation, “and the doe-
tors have asked mé to tell you of
— what has — happened.  Mr.
Scott, you were coming home
from the theatre and you were
struck by lightning. Do you re-
wember anything?” He nodded
grimly. “You may thank God
that He has spared your life and
—and——"

The voice faltered and almost
broke, and then went on bravely:
“Mr. Scott, do you think you can
bear a great, a very,
shock?”

very great

Something like a prayer surged
through Dennis Scott’s soul, and
he nodded again,

“Your life is spared, but you
are”—her voice choked and blind-
ing tears came to her eyes, but she
clasped her crucifix tightly and
her lips moved in prayer.
so hard.
life.”
Again she pressed the crucifix
to her lips and prayed for strength
for him to bear it, and for her to
keep from breaking down alto-
gether and sobbing.

His knuckles grew white as he
grasped the coverlet, and there
were hard white lines around his
mouth, but he managed to say:
“Thank you Sister. You must
not mind so much, and may I be
alone for a while?”

She slowly left the room, look-
ing back at him sadly s she went
through the door. He was stiil in
the same position, every nerve
strained, until he heard the door
close softly. Then he lay quite
still and tried "to realize the ter-
rible truth. Never, never to see
light again, to be helpless and de-
pendent wuntil his death.  Ah,
God! he wished that he could die
now. It was too much, too much
to bear. - What had he done to
deserve this terrible punishment?
Then and

It was
“You are — blind for

he tossed restlessly

He opened the stage door and | | We Dry-Clean Ladies’ and Gents’ | gt a]] prlces and on lnL

r|still staggering with the weight nﬁ

and then he felt as though burning |
i

A terrible deafening crash sounded |

|
wondered |
|

then |
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Issuer of Marriage Licenses.

CALL IN TO MY SHOWROOM

and look over the New

BRISCOE SPECIAL

the Car with the Half Million Dollar Motor.

The Price is within reach of everybody
wanting an up-to-date Car.
I WILL GIVE YOU A DEMONSTRATION ANY TIME

Let me know your requirements
and I can supply your wants in anything for the Farm.

FARMERS! I have a Portable Granary on exhibit
at my ware house in Humboldt. Double ply lumber and
metal roof. Get my price before buying elsewhere.

E.D. LELACHEUR

- THE HUMBOLDT MACHINE MAN
Main Street HUMBOLDT SASK.

We Have A Full Line Uf PAINT

House paint — Implement paint—Floor paint—Wall paint —
Kalsomine — Floor Varnish— Linoleum Varnish—Floor Wax |
and all colours of Automobile Paint and Varnish
in fact everything to brighten things up and make S
them look like new. Call and see, and get colour cards. }

A full line of Drugs, Chemicals and Patent Medicines.
Marlatt’s Gall Stone Cure always on hand, also Ad-ler-i-ka.

School Books and School Supplies in any Quantity. :
Large Assortment of Gramophones & Records 3

Send us a trial order. Mail orders a speciality.
Write us in your own language.

W, § Baragarvten

plyarmac.tlyemist u Bruno,Sask.
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You are safe in a threefold way, if you bring your pres-
eription to us: 1) We use for the prescription exactly what
the doctor prescribed, every article being of standard strength,
fresh and pure; 2)We examine and reexamine the prescrip-
tion, whereby every error as to drug or quantity is excluded;
3) We are satisfied with a reasonable profit and charge the
lowest prices for the best quality. These are three reasons
why you should buy from us.

G.R. WATSON, . HUMBOLDT, SASK.
DRUGGIST  7#e Rexall sw STATIONER
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