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to hold in other lands.

The Piano
Loved by Musicians

There are pianbs, living on their past reputation., Tlere are others
that do not enjoy the same reputation in Canada that they are supposed

The New Scale Williams is no such piano. It is loved for itself.

The ravishing tone, in all its glorious sweetness, evenness and

volmme—ihie sensitive, sympathetic touch—the power and possibilities of

work. k

- this magnificent instrument—make it the delight of the artist, the
proudest possession of the home. »

The builders of the New Scale Williams make price the last con-
sideration. It As solely a question of superiority at every stage of the

The New Scale Williams Piano

is mechanically and architecturally perfect. Its creation from wood

and metal is the work of master hands, directed by the deans of the

art of piano building.

It is, beyond question, Canada’s finest piano, and one of the world’s
masterpieces. It is the virtuoso’s preference—the singer’s greatest

assistant—the choice of the teacher—the joy of the amateur,

purchase of a piano.

Oshawa,
Ont.

Fill in the coupon below—take to your local dealer or send to us—
and receive, absolutely free, several booklets issued by us—all beautifully
illustrated and wonderfully interesting to anyone contemplating the

Our easy payment plan cnables practically everyone to buy
on= of these superh insiruments.

THE WILLIAMS
C0. Limited,
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A Practical Apron and Sun Bonnet.

Send us 50 cents and we will mail you
the Western Home Monthly for one year
and in addition will send you free of
charge the Pattern for a practical
Apron and Sun Bonnet.

This is an offer that is sure to appeal
strongly to women readers, and, while
our supply of patterns lasts, Subscribers
will be furnished patterns free in the
order which their enclosure is received
by us.

A DESCRIPTION OF THE

Practical Apron
and Sun Bonnet

Now that the warm days.are here and
the glorious sunshine is finding its way
to every nook and corner, the housewife
finds more or less needing her care out of
doors and an apron and sunbonnet which
will be just the thing for wearing on such
occasions are shown. The apron is very
simple, becoming and practicable, the
yoke band serving as support for the full
skirt portion and little labor beiuﬁ‘needed
for its making or tubbing. he sun
bonnet is exceﬁent because of the same
characteristics, the least experienced
being able to fashion it. Percale, madras
or gingham may serve as material, of
which b vards 36inches wide are needed
in the medium size.

6879--Sizes, 32,36, 40 inches bust measure,

Something every woman needs.—
Send 50 cents—it will pay your sub-
scription to the Western Home Monthly
for one year, and will also entitle you to
a Pattern and instructions how to make,
free, a practical Apron and Sun Bonnet
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REQUIRED:

USE THIS BLANK IN REMITTING.
—THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY, WINNIPEG, MAN.
to pay for Subscription to the Weelern
ide premiwm Pattern, a practical Apron

whole gang are in the grip of the
law.” o

I think the shock must have given
my weak brain the impetus it needed;
that boy who was hanged was my
child, my little Harry: and I would
Itave a life for a life—and eye for an
eye—they read it 'us out of the
Bible. and if it was right for the men
of old time, it was rignt for me. A
plan of escape, for which I had
been racking my weary brain for
many a long day, seemed to come. to
me all in -a minute, and in a week
‘rom the time of my seeing that para-
graph, I was outside the asylum and
had managed to elude pursuit.

CHAPTER III.

I could not have been mad; no mad
woman could ever have carried out
so fixed a purpose as mine, and had
the patience that was necessary to do
what was wanted. I was penniless
and friendless, and in danger of be-
ing retaken and shut up more closely
than  before, and yet I managed to
clude pursuit and get away across the
sea. It was summer time, and I re-
solved to lose myself for a little
amongst the farm-workers and hop-
pickers, down in the Kentish valleys,
and earn my bread for a time, and
some money, too, for future expenses.

I was going across the sea to Am-
erica, and I was going to kill the
man who had robbed me of my son.
This was my fixed purpose, that was
with me, sleeping and waking, all
through the long summer. I was
never detected; I was not so mad but
that I couid hold my tongue, and
work with the rest of the people, if
not quite so hard, hard enough to
pass muster, and earn the money I
wanted. I  spent mnothing except a
very few shillings to make some little
change im, my attire, and I kept to
myself) and did not herd with the
others when I couid possibly avoid it.

When the last hop was gathered,
and the season over, I had some
money by me, enough to help me on
the first stage of my journey. I got
to Liverpool, and there I engaged
myself as servant to a woman who
was going to cross the Atlantic. She
was not a good woman, and she
cpuld not get any honest servant
girl to go with her. I had no char-
acter to give, no one to refer anyone
to, and no one else would take me:
it did not signify much; she was very
good to me as far as food and clothes
went, and not stingy of money, so
that when I landed in New York and
bade her good-bye, T had a fresh sup-
ply.

[hen I had to get West, and that
was not so difficult. I made cautious
enquiries, but the name of the man I
wanted was well enough known. I
should have no difficulty in' getting to
the mneighborhood, at least, of Red-
handed Ned. He was known: his
name was no secret to some people,
and I knew without a doubt that it
was my old admirer. The story of the
boy who had been hanged was not
forgotten, and I heard the whole hor-
rible details over and over again till
my brain used to reel when I thougkht
of it. My boy! my darling! my Har-
ty’s living image! That he should
have been stolen from me for such
an end as this. I met a man one day
who had seen him, and he toll me
that such a young ruffian and desper-
ado had never been known even in
that lawless part of the States.

He was a fair-headed, slight strip-
ling, he said, looking younger than
he was, with a face more like an
mnocent child’s than a boy fiend,
which he must have been to commit
the crimes for which he was executed.

“It must have been born in kim,”
the man said, in speaking of him.
“Even Red-handed Ned—and he is
about the worst and most desperate
man in the world—could not " have
taught him what he knew of wicked-

| ness”in the time he " had him: he

brought him from Europe after one
of his trips.”

I heard it—T, his mother, and T did
not moan or cry. I was stunned, and
could not speak. But after awhile T
gathered my senses together enough

| to ask the man how it was that the

man he called Red-handed Ned had
never been taken.

“That's the puzzlez)” he said. “He
is as wily as a fox, and somehow
manages to be out of everything that
other people swing for; but s
turn will come some day. He will
get his deserts as sure as he is alive
this day. If he is, alive no one has
heard of him lately.”

1 could not have been mad, or I
could not have listened as I did and
continued steadfast in my purpose
without betraying myself, and I made
my way steadily on till I got into the
country where the man I wanted was
Lcard of last. He scemed to have
disappeared. I found out what I
wanted to know by accident. It all
seemed accident, but I think Provi-
dence helped me for a wise purpose.
It T had not gone on, then I should
never have known—but I am ramb-
ling on, and the story will tell itself
in due course.

It was through a woman that I
found out where Red-handed Ned
was—a woman who thought I was
seeking him with some other motive
than the real one.

“If T thought you wanted to betray
him,” she said, looking curiously at
me, “I wouldn’t tell you, for he has
been good to me and my children,
though he is a ruffian.”

“I don’t want to tell anyone any-
thing about him,” I replied, “I shall
not tell a living soul that I have found
him. I only want to see him for a
minute; I have come many thousand
miles for a word with him.”

She did not suspect me—no one did
—and she told me he was very ill, at
death’s door, hidden away in a little
shanty in a town called Austin, about
five miles away to the south. She
was a native of Michigan, which I hac
reached by this time, and had been
in the neighborhood of Red-handed
Ned and his doings for many years.
She told me the story I had heard,
till my heart seemed turned to stone,
of the fair-haired lad who had been
so apt a pupil of the desperado, and
I thanked her and went my way.

I found the little town of Austin
without any difficulty, and the hut I
wanted as well. I looked only a
yuietly dressed woman of the poor
classes; no one would have guessed
I carried a dagger, and that my pur-
rose was as deadly as ever Jael's was
when she went into the tent of
Heber, the hermit. He was alone
when I reached the shanty where he
was lying asleep, with the rays of the
evening sun slanting across his face,
which was worn and thin, and evi-
dently not long for this world. I
knew him—I should have known him
anywhere—.—thc man who had courted
me as a girl and persecuted me as a
woman; and he was there at my
mercy. He had done my boy to
ucath—st_olen him from me when he
was an 1nnocent child, and trained
him to such wickedness that the
world rejoiced to be rid of him, and
not one voice was raised in pity for
Liis youth or sorrow for his death.

Surely Heaven had given him inte
my hand to revenge that awful
tragédy! My hand was uplifted, and
in another moment he would have
paid the penalty of his crimes, and I
should have stained my soul with
murder, when my hand was stayed.
Harry, my husband—just as I used
to see him when we were boy and
girl together: before love stepped in
to blight our lives—stood before me
and wrested the weapon from my
hand. I remember a2 scuffle and a
struggle, and hearing the man on the
bed call my name. There was a rush
of hurrying feet and a confusion of
many voices, and then a blank.

Tt had been spring-time when I
entered that little hut with my fell
purpose full on me: T had to wait for
the melting of the snow and the
opening of the foads to pursue my
journey; it was glowing autumn, and
the fruit was ripe on the trees when
I came ‘once more to myself in a
clean, comfortable house, with a wo-
man watching by my side. I would
have questioned her. but the form of
a man took her place, and a gentle
voice called me “mother,” and I
knew that my boy was alive. I learn-

| ed the story by degrees; it was all

true except the Jast item: Edward
Bathurst was dead before I recover-

.
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