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SYNOPSI8 OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
é¢ [) URNING DAYLIGHT“—BElam Harnish—1s In-
tfroduced to the reader as he enters a Circle
Clty 'dance’ hall, saloén and gambling house

like the whirlwind that he is.
Essenfially a man’s ‘man, Burning Daylight resents,
er rather fears, the Wiles of the women who frequent
. .the dance hall. But he is afrald to be éven civil to a
'+ woman, becnuse he dreads the idea of being mastered
by anybody or anything, and to surrender to a woman

/" gneans, {h his mind, that he is conquered.

Drink leads to boasting, and in the turmoil thet fol-
lows Burning ' Daylight shows his amaszing mascular
strength. 'He wins all the tests and downs all the
glants that comieibefore hfm.

Then . comes & poler game—the greatest ever played
tn the Klondike, Buraing Daylight's luck deserts him .
at the end, and he rises’from the table penniless—
worse than broks.

The inflomitable comrage of this master among mcn
mhows ftseff. He declares himseif in readiness to ac-
complish an Impossible task—te run the mall to Dyed
antl back with'a dog team and an Indian.

After overcoming what to the ordinary man would
-prove imsurmountable dificalties he reaches his goal,
and returns to Ctrcle Qity & winner. :

Withomt rest this #mazing man makes a wild night
of it. He putdances men, and women, too; wins at

. roulette, and then, 5till scorning slumber or any re-
euperation, starts at'daylght, with three partners and
"l»do“ti‘lm. for the newest gold strike in the upper
g x oomes ‘the baitle for gold. Strike after strike

.is axploged. Daylight sees himseif the dominant figure
uiong the Yukom and in the golden Daweon.. Dis-
;«couraged frequently, he refuses to allow life’s loaded

: dhhmmﬂ‘d in the end comes victory—and

is-at length & great mine owner and an
Pfle s his. -~ :

1 s ‘the,Yukon behind for mew flelds of
epdeavor, ~His departure is an event of great impor-

] and as the vessel swings clear this all conquer-

tance, 3
llI‘n San Francisco Dayilght sweeps all before him.
Money comies so easfly that he feels the call of Wall
street. 2

goes to New Yark and is “‘done” to the tune of

n?ﬂm. '?huf'l:evnﬁr, he recovers by means of his
sutomatic pistol and & display of his old time courage.

Wall street, he:finds, is not for him. Bo he returns to

the Gulden Gate,” Where he becomes a financial Robin
Hood. His fortune increases magically and ke Hves a

All of 2 sudden Dedé Masom enters his ken g
CHAPTER XXV. (Continued).

‘H, Wl_iat a beauty!” she had cried at

“ sight ‘of Bob." From the shining light in

her eyes  and the face filled with delight

be . could scarcely have believed that it

. belonged “to the 'young woman he ‘had

=xoowD dn the office, the yeung woman with the con-

{_trolled, subdued' office face. i

- “I didn’'t know you.rode,” was one of her first re.

AL t{n’arks.} “l'imagined you were wedded to get-there-

dofek machines.” x i 4
“I"vggust taken it up lately,” was his answer. “Be-
glnnm#‘_t‘,o,get‘stout, you know, and had to take it off
somehow.® .
She gé;Vé_a quick sidewise glance that embraced
him from Heiid to heel, including seat and saddle, and
safd:-=" o}
“But you've ridden before.”
She certain]y had an eye for horses and things con-
nected with horses, was his thought, as he replisd:—
“Not for many years. But I used to think I was.
a regular-riphnorter’ wheh I was a youngster up in
Eastern  Oregon, sx\xeaklng away from camp to ride
with ‘t J cattle and. break cayuses and that sort of
ik " : o
Thus, and to his great relief, were they launched on
a fopic of mutual interest. He told her about Bob's
tks, and of the whirl and his scheme to overcome

873t, and she agreed that horses had to be handled with

a certain rational severity, no matter how much one
loved them. There was her Mab, which she had had
for eight years, and which she had had to break of
stall kicklhg. The process had been painful for Mal,
but it had cured her.

“You've ridden a lot,”” Daylight said. {

“I really can’t remember the first time I was on a
horse,” she told him. “I was born on a ranch, you
know, and they couldn’'t keep me away from the
horses. I must have been born with the love for
them. I had my first pony, all my own, when I was
six. When I was eight I knew what it was to be all
day in the saddle along with daddy. By the time I
was eleven he was taking me on my first deer hunts,
I’d be lost without a horse. I hate indoors, and with-
out Mab here I suppose I'd have been sick and dead
long ago.” :

“You like the country?”’ he querled, at the same
moment, catching his fist glimpse of a light in her
eyes other than gray.

“As much as I detest the city,” she answered. “But
& woman can't earn a living In the ceuntry. So I

Amd thereat she told him more of her ranch life in
the days before her father dled. And Daylight was
hugely pleased with himself. They were getting ac-
qualinted. The conversation had not lagged in the ful!
balf hogr they had been together.

“We come pretty clvse from the same part of the
country,” he said. “I was raised in Eastern Oregon,
and that's none so far from Siskiyou.”

The next moment he could have bitten out bis
tongue,” for her quick questfon was:—

“How dld you know I came from Siskiyou? I'm
sure I never mentioned it.”

“I don’t know,” he floundered temporarily. *“I
heard somewhere that you were from therezbouts.”

Wolf, sliding up at that moment, steck footed 'and
Hke a shadow, caused her Borse to shy and passed the
ewkwardness off, for they talked Alaskan dogs untii
the conversation drifted back to horses. And horses
it was all up the grade and down the other side

When sle taiked he listened and followed her, and
Fet all the while he was following his own thoughts
and impressions as well. It was a nervy ‘thinz for
her to do, this ridiag astride, and he didn’t Lknow, after
all, whether hLe liked it or not. Iiis ideas of wowmen
were prone to be old fashioned. They were tlic ones
he had imbibed {n the early day frontier life of. hls
youth, when no woman was seen on aunything but a
side saddle. He bad grown up to the tacit fiction that
women ou horseback were not bipeds. It cawe to
him with a shock, this sight of her so manlike In hor
saddle. But he had to confess that the sight looked
good to him just the same.

Two other unmediate things about her struck him.
First, there were the golden spots in hLer eyes. Quecer
that he had never noticed ‘them before. Perhaps the
light in the office had nct been right, and perhaps
they came and went. No; they were glows of color—
a sort of diffused, wolden Lght. Nor was It golden,
elther, but it was nearer that than any color he knew.
It certainly was not any shude of yellow. A lover's
thoughts are ever colored, and it is to be doubted if
any one else in the world would have ealled Dede's
eyes golden. But Daylight's mood verged on the ten-
der and melting, and he preferred to think of them as
golden, and therefore they were golden.

And then she was sonataral. He had been prepared
to find her a most difficult young woman to get ac-
quainted with. Yet here it was proving so simple.
T'here aas cothing bighfaluting about her company

ferentiated this Dede on horseback from the Dede with
the office manners whom he bad always known. And
yet, while he was delighted with the smoofhness with
_Which everything was going and with the fact that
they had found plenty to talk abouts he was aware ot
an Itk under it all. After all, this talk was empty
and fdle. He was a man of actfon; and he wanted
her, Dede Mason, the woman; he wanted her to love
Lim and to be loved by him, and he" wanted all~this
glorious consummation then and there. Used fo fore-
ing issues, used to gripping men and things and bLend-
ing them to his will, he felt now the same compul-
sive.prod of mastery. He wanted to tell her that he
loved her and that there was nothing else for her to
do but.marry him. And yet he did not obey the prod.
Women were fluttery creatures, and here mere mas-
tery’ would prove a'bungle. He remembered all Lis
hunting guile, the long patience of shooting meat in
famine when a hit or a miss meant life or death. .
Truly, though this girl did not yet mean quite that,
nevertheless she meant much to him—more now than
ever, as he rode beside her, glaneing at her as often
as he dared, she in her corduroy, riding habity so brave-
ly manlike, yet 50 essentidlly and revedlingly svoman,
smiling, laughing, talking, her eyes ‘gparkling, the
flush of n day of sun and summer breeze warm ip
ber cheeks. - ; o'y ;

CHAPTER XXVI.

NOTHER Sunday man and bLorse and dog
roved the Piedmont hills, And agaln Day-
. light and Dede rode together. But this time
" her surprise at meeting him was tinctured with ;
suspicion, ‘or, rather, her surprise was of an-
other order. . The previous Sunday had been quite ac-
cidental, but his appearing a second time among her:
favorite haunts hinted-of moré than the  fortuitous:
Daylight was made to feel that she suspected him,
and he, remembering that he had seen a big roclk
quarry near Blalr Park, stated offhand that he was
thinking of buying it.: His oné time investment in a
brickyard had.put the idea into his head, an idea that
he dectded was a good one, for it enabled him ¢o sug-
gest that she ride glong with bim te inspect the
quarry. A B
8o several hours he spent in her company, in which
she was much the same girl as before—natural, unpaf-

fected, light hearted, smiling and-laughing: a good

fellow, talking horses with unflagging enthusiasm,
meking friends with the crusty tempered Wolf and
expressing the desire to ride Bob, whom she declared
she was more in love with than ever. -At this last
Daylight demurred. Bob was full of dangerous tricks
and he wouldn'’t trust any one on him except his worst

nemy. ; d
_“You_i“bt-nk because I'm a girl that I don’t know.

enything about horses,” she fiashed back. *But I've
bLeen thrown off and bucked off enouzh not to be over
confident. And I'm not a fool. I wouldn't getionya
bucking horse. I've learned better. And 1in not
afrald of any other kind. And you say yourself that
Bob doesn’t Luck.”

“But you've never seen hint cutting up didoes,” Day-
light contended.

“But you must remember I've seea a few others,
and I've been on several of them myself. 1 broke
Mab here to electric cars, locomotives and automo-
biles. She was a raw range colt when she ciuine to
me. Broken to saddle, that was all. Desides, 1 won't
hurt your horse.”

Agalnst his better judgment Daylight gave in, und,
on an unfrequented stretch of road, changed saddles
and bridles.

“Rewmember, he's greased lightning,” he warncd, as
be helped her to mount. -~

Slie nodded, while Bob pricked up his ears to the
knowledge that he had a strange rider on hiy back.
The fuu came quickly enough—too quickly for Dede,
who found herself against Bob's neck as he pivoted
arouud and bolted the other way. Daylight followed
on her hovse and watched. He saw ber check the
animal qaickly to a standstill, and immediately, with
rein: across neck and decisive prod of the left spur,
whirl him back the way be bad conle and alinost as
swiftly.

"Gt ready to give him the quirt on the nose,’” Day-
light called, i

But, too quickiy for her, Boh whirled agaln, though
this time, by a severe effort, she saved herself frowm
the undignified position against his neck. His bolt
was more determined, \huL she pulied him into a
prancing walk and turned him roughiy back with her
spurred heel. ‘Lhere was nothing feminine in the wiy
stie haudled him; her method was iniperative and muas-
culine. Had this not been so Daylight woutd have
expeeted her to say she had bad enough. ut that lit-
tie preliminary exhibition bhad taught him something
of Dede's quality. » And if it had unot, a glance at her
gray eyes, just perceptibly angry with herself, and at
her ffrm’ set mouth would have told him the sawe
thing. Daylight did not sug-est .nytHing, while he
huug almost gleefully upou her actions in autlcipation
of what the fractious Bob was going to get. And\Bob
got it on his pext whirl, or attempt, rather, for he
was no more than helf way around when the quirt
et him smack on his tender nose. There and.then,
in his bewilderment, surprise and pain, his fore feet,
Just skimming above the road, dropped down.

“Great!” Daylight applauded. *“A coujle more will
fix him. Hes too smart not to know when he’s
beaten.”

“Go ahead and be frank with me,” he urged, “just as frank a
make the best of it * * * along with Mab.” s ride in the Piedmont Hills?”

manners——ii was by this homély bhrase that he dlt-'-ﬁ

i

s I am with you. Why didn’t you

Again Bob tried. But this time he was barely
quarter round when the doubled quirt on lils nose com-
pelled bhim to drop his fore feet to the road. Then,
With neither rein nor spur, but the mere threat ol the
quirt. she straightened hhn out.

Dede looked trinmphantiy at Daylight.

“‘Let me give him a run,” she asked.

Daylight nodded, and she shot down the road. He
watched ber out of sight around the bend, and
watched till she came Into sight returning. She cer-
tainly could sit her horse, was his thought, and she
Wis a sure engugh hummer. God, she was the wife
for a man! M most of them look pretty slim. And
to think of her*hammering all week at a typewriter.
That was no place for her. She:should be a man's
wife, taking it-eusy, with silks, and satins, and dlua-
monds (his frontier notion of what befitted a wife he
loved), and dogs, and horses, and such things—"And
we'll see, Mr. Buruing Daylight, what you and me cuu
do about it,” bLe wurmured to bhimself; and, aloud, to
bher:— b

*You'll do, Miss Mason; you'll do. There’s nothing
too good in horsetlesh you dou’t deserve, a woman
Wwho cau ride-like that. No; stay with him, and we'll
Jog "along ¢o the quarry.” He chuckled. ~Say, he
actually gave just the least auite of a groan that last
time you fetched him. Did you bear it? Anud did you
see the wuy lhe dropped his feet to the road-—just like
he'd struck a stone wall? And he's 2ot savece eloygh
to know from now ou that that same stone wall will
be always there ready for him to lam into.”

Wheu he parted from her that afteruoon, at the
gate of the road yhat led to Berkeley. he drew off to
the edge of the intervening clump ot trees, where, un-
observed, be watched her out ¢ sigul. . Then, tarning
W ridesback into Vastand, u thougul came to him that
made him grin ruerutiy as ne wuttered:—"And now
Ws up W we W wake good uud buy ethat Liamed
quiarry.  Nothing less thau that can give me an ex-
cuse for snoopiug arvund these hills.”

But the quarty was doomed o pass out of his plans
for a time, for on the following Sunday he rode alone.
No Dede on a chestnut sorrel came across the back
road from Berkeley that day, nor the day a week
later. Daylight was beside himself with impatience
and apprebhension, though ip - the office he contained
himself. He noted no change in her, and strove to
let none show ju himself.. The same old monotonons
routine went on, though new it was irritating and
maddening. Daylight found a big quarrel on his
hands with a world that wouidn’t. let a mansbehave
toward his stenographer after the . way of all men and
women. What was the good of owning millions. any-
.way? he demanded one day of the.desk calend:il us
she passed out after receiying his dictation.

As the third week drew to a close and anotier d2se-

“How did you know I came from Siskiyou?

.4{knoR I'ye always peen straight and aborebon
Fou. e

late Sunday confronted him, Daylight resolved to
speak, office ‘or no office. And,-as was his nature,
he- went simply and directly to the point. She had
finished her work witk him and was gathering Ler

noltg pad and peéncils together to depart, when' he
sald:—

“Oh, one thing more, Miss Mason, and I hope you
won't mind my being frank and straight out. You've
struck me right along as a_ sensible minded girl, and
I don't think yow'll take offence at what I'm goiag to
83y. You kmow how long yc .’ve been in the office—
it'’s years, now, several of them, anyway—and you
- 3 d,with
I'vé never what you call—p

you were in my office I've tried to be more careful
than if—If you wasn't in my . office—you under-
stadd. ‘But_jyst the same i* don'f make me any the
less buman. I'm a lonely sort of a fellow—don’t take
that as a bid for kindness. Wha¢ I meéan by it is (o
try and tell you just how much those two rides wit!
‘you have meant. And now T hope you won't mind my
just guskmg why you'khaven't been out riding the last
‘ two Sundays,” :

He came to a stop and waited, feeling very warm
aiid awkward, the perspiration starting in tiny beads
on his forehead. She did not speak immediately and
lie -stepped ‘across the room ‘and raised the window
higher.

*“I have been riding,” she answered, “in other direc-
tions.” -

“But why'’-—— He falled somehow to complete the
question. ‘“‘Goahead and be frank with me," he urged.
“Just as frank as I'am with you. Why didn't you ride
in the Piedmont hills? I hunted for you everywhere.”

“And that is just why.” She smiled and looked him
straight in the eyes for a moment, then dropped her
own. *Surely you understand, Mr. Harnish.”

He shook his head glumly.

*“4 do and I dou’t. I aln’t used to city ways by a
long shot. There's things one mustm’t do, which I
don’t mind as long as I don’t want 6 do thenv”

“But when you do?”’ she asked quickly.

*“Then I do them.” His lips had drawn firmly with
this affirmation of will, but the next instant he was
amending the statement. *“That is, I mostly do. But
what gets me 'is the things you mustn’'t do when
they're not wrong and they won’t hurt anybody—
this riding, for instance.”

She played nervously with a pencil for a time as
if debating her. reply, while he waited patiently.

*“This riding,” she began; “it's not what they Ccall
the -right thing, 1 leave it to you. You know the
world. You are Mr. Harnish, the milliontaire”

‘‘Gambler,” he broke in harshly.

She nodded acceptamce of lis term and went on.

“And 1'm a stenographer in your othce”-——

“You're a thousand times better than me”’—he at-
tempted to interpolate, but wis In turn interrupted.

“It isn't a question of such things. It's a simple
and fairly common situation that must be considered.
I work for you. And it isp’t what you or I might
think, but what other persons will think. And you
don’t need to be told any more than that. You kuow
yourselt.”

Her cool, matter of fact speech belied her—or so
Daylight thought, looking at her perturbed feminine-

ness, at the rounded lines of her tigure, the breast
that deeply rose and fell, and at the color that was
pow excited in her cheeks.

“I'm sorry 1 frightened you out of your favorite
stamping grounds,” he suid rather aimlessly.

*“You didn’t frighten me,” she retorted, with a touch
of fire. “l'm not a sllly seminary girl. I've taken
care of myself for a long time now, and I've done it
without being frightened. We were together two
Sundays, and I'm sure I wasn’t frightened of Bob or
you. -1t Isn’t that. 1 have no fears of taking care ot
myself, but the world insists on taking care of one uas
well. That's the trouble. It's what the world would
bave to say about me and my employer lneeting regu-
larly and ridiug in the bhills on Sundays. It's funuy,
but it’s so. 1 could ride with one of the clerks without
remark, but with you—no.”

“But the world don’t kunow and don't need to
know,” he cried.

“V/hich makes it worse, in a way, feeling guilty ot
unothing and yet sneaking around back roads with all
the feeling ol doing sowething wrong. It would be
tiner and braver for me publicly”
. “To go to lunch with me on a week day,” Daylight
sald, divining the drift of her uncompleted argu-
ment.” £

She wnodded.

“1 didn’'t have that quite in mind, buat it will do.
I'd prefer doing the brazen thing and baving every-
body Kknow if; to dolng the furtive thing and beins
found out.” Not that I'm' asking to be invited to
lunch,” she added; with a smile, “but I'm sure you
understand my position.” .

“Then why not ride open and aboveboard with me
in the hills?” he urged.

Sue shook her head with what he immagined was
Just the faintest hint of regreét, and he went suddenly
and almost maddeningly bungry for her.

“'Look here, Miss Mason, I know you don't like this
telking over of things jn the office. Neither do L.
I’s part of the whole thing, I guess; a man ain't sup-
posed 'to tayk anything Lut business with Lis stenog-
rapher. Wiil you ride with me next Sunday and we
can talk it over thoroughiy then and reach som ¢ sort
of a conclusion. Out in the hiils is the place where
you can talk somefhing Dbesides business. 1 guess
gou've seen enough of me to know I'm pretty square,
{—1 do houor and respect you, and—and all that, and

) T !
sumed. "’ Bécause'

I’'m sure I never mentioned it.”

I"—— He was beginning to flounder aud the hand
that rested on the desk blotter was visibly trembling.
He strove to pull himself together, *I just want to
Larder than anything ever in my life before. I—I—
I can’t explain myself, but I do, that's all Will
you? Just next Sunday? To-morrow ?” e

Nor did he dream that her low acqulescence was
due, as much as to anything else, to the beads o?
swedat on bis forehead, ‘his trembling hand and.Bis all
too evident general distress. 1

CHAPTER XXVII,

F course, there's no way.pof telling what
“ anybody wants from what they say!”
Daylight rubbed Bob’'s Tebellious ear withe
his. quirt and pondered “with cdissatisfac-
tion the words Le bad just uttered. Taey
did not say what he meant them to say.- “What
I'm driving at is that you say flat-footed that you
won't meet we again, and you give yout—rensens,
but how am I to know they are your real regsons?
Mebbe you just don’t want to get acquainted with
me, and won't say so for fear of hurting wmy feels

ings. Don't you see? I'm the last man In the world
tu shove in where I'm not waunted. And it I thought
you didn’t care u whoop to sce anything more of we,
why, 1'd clear out so blawmed quick you couldn't see
we ror smoke.”

Dede swiled at him in acknowledgment of his
words, but rcde on silently. And that smile, he
thought, was the most sweetly wonderful smile he
had ever seen. There was a difference in it, he as-
sured uiwself, from any smiles she had cver given
Lim betore. It was the smile of one who knew him
Just a little bit, of oue who was just the least mire
acquainted with him. Of course, he checked himseir
up the next moment. It was uncouscious ou her part,
It was sure to come in the intercourse of any two
pefsons. Any stranger—a business man, a clerk,
anybody—after a few casual meetings would show
similar signs of friendliness. It was bound to hap-
pen, but in her case it made more impressicn on hiw,
und, besides, it was such a sweet and wonderful swile.
Other women he had known had never smiled like
that; he was sure of it.

It had been a happy day. Daylight had met her
on the back road from Berkeley and they had had
hours together. It was only now, with the day draw-
ing to a close and with them approaching the gate
of the road to Berkeley, that he hLad broached the
important subject.

She began her answer to his last contentlon, and
Le listened gratefully.

“But suppose—just suppose—that the reasons 1
have given are the only ones—that there is no ques-
tion of my not wanting to know you?”

*Lhen I'd go on urging like Sam Scratch!” hLe said
quickly. “Because, you see, I've always noticed that
folks that incline to anything are much more open to
hearing the case stated. But if you did have that
other reason up your sleeve, if you didn't want to
know me, if—if—well, if you thought wmy feelings
oughtn’t to be hurt just because you had a good job
with me” Here his calm consideration of a pos-
sibility was swamped by the fear that it was an
actuality, and he lost the thread of lis reasoning
“Well, anyway, all you have to do is to say the word
and L'll clear out. And with no hard feelings. It
would be just a case of bad luck for me. So be hon-
est, Miss Mason, please, and tell me if that's the rea-
son. 1 almost got a hunch that it is.”

She glanced up at him, her eyes abruptly and
slightly moist, half with hurt, half with anger.

**Ob, but that isn’t fair!” she cried. “You give me
the choice of lying to you and burting you in order
to protect myself by getting rid of you, or of throyv-
Ing away my protection by telling you the truth, for
then you, as you said yourself, would stay and urge.”

Her cheeks were tushed, her lips tremulous, but
she continued to look him frankly in the eyes.

Daylight smiled grimly with sarisfaction.

“I'm real glad, Miss Mason; real 1d for those
words.”

“DBut they won't serve you,” she went on hastily,
“They can’t serve you. 1 refuse to Jet them. This.
is our last ride, and—here is the gate.”

Ranging her mare alongside, she oent, slig the
catch and followed the opening gate.

“No; please no,” she said, as Daglight started to
follow.

Humbly acquiescent, he pulled Bob 1
gate swung shut between them. But th
to say, and she did not ride on.

“Listen, Miss Mason,” he sald in
shook with siucerity, “1 want to
Hmvxg—l'm not just trylog to fool around with -

I like you, I want youw, ang waS wever more in
earnest in my life. 'I'here's nothing wroug in mv in
tentfons or anything like that. \\'llut!; I‘M"i.l 1y
ctrictly honorable” R
“_'E‘”ﬂtnt‘l'lfvexl’;‘ef*sion'of Het face made bim stop. She
o nony SHL Sl azitiching i thetsaie time.
; _,I‘he last thing yeu should have $aid," she crie
‘)Its like a—a matrimonial bureau—inten )
;;g:::‘z'ié)(;e: O’}"i’l‘ift‘i;n;‘l\t‘ﬁi'ntl :lxy. 3t it's 1o more 1
lixe Sam Scrateh.” X STy ol
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MEN WANTED—We

a

man 1n each locality to intr
advertise our Royal Purple S
Poultry Specific and other goo|

to the consumers as well as to
chants. $15.00 a week salary
penses Or comimission. N E
aeeded. The largest advertised
Capada. Write at once for p4d
W. A. Jenkins Mfg. Co., Lond

“7.—\1\"1‘12])»—4;”;’ for
no washing. App
No. 1 Mount Pleasant

SMART WOMAN wanted to

dairy and house s
wages wanted, tc Mrs.
Vale, Rothesay.

AGENTS WANTED

GENTS—The sal

|{

“ less Fruit and Orr
Shrubs, has increa \
in New Brunswick because we dell
to contract grade. Our agents mal

in proportion. We
agents in every

Pay weekly. Write for best ter]
Lham Nursery Co.,

3 3-7-1911-8w

ORTRAIT AGENTS
liable men we S
own and give credit. M ants
Co., Toronto. i

SPLENDID OPPORTUD

liable and energetic sa
our lipe of First (irade rEer]
Bigrdemand for tress at presd
Thirty-two years in shioping to
Provinces puts uns in ; n to
Quirements of the trade. Pay wee
mahent situation. Stone & W4
Toronto. Ont. 9

SALESMEN WANTED
SALESM}]\' WAN

our choice Nur
varieties seed Potat

Cavers Bros., Galt., Ont

T'F

E wish to than}
public heartily

the most prosperous
in our history.
We will begin our 44¢H
Tuesday. January 3rd

ﬁu”"-’"ﬁ\ S. KH
%‘g/ Pring

BAERE & SOK,

RAW FUR

WANTED IN ANY QUAN
HIGHEST PRICES

Liberal assort S 1
charges

Consignments <

Write for
address.

J. YAFFE

72 Colborne Street, Toronto
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