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She bent her eyes on the ground. He
was able to observe how her eyelashes
swept her cheek when she looked down.

“Of whom?” she asked.

“I_don’t know,” he answered, frankly
puzzled. “But——" He éyed her in per-
plexity. .

It was at the dmner-tgble that the
scales fell from his eyes. He gave a
sudden gasp of recognition.

“You!’ he exclaimed.

She glanced at him sideways. _ There
was a gleam of amusement in her eyes.

‘Why not?”’ she asked.

“You have altered!” he exclaimed with
emphasis.

“Is that a compliment?” she inquired,
fingering her glass with a bejewelled hand.

The man did not answer. He was still
looking at her wonderingly.

“To think that four years could have
made such a differencel”

“I'm out now,” she answered brightly.

Then, catching his eyes, she added:

“Yes, it’s funny, isn’t it, what a dif-
ference one’s hair makes?”

He eyed her elaborately-wrought coif-
fure and thought of the pig-tail. He

‘You?”

§h’e greeted him with uplifted eyebrows,

“I've kept you_ a dance,” she added, a
few minutes later. . ! *y

“Thanks,” he said- briefly. “But I
don’t dance.” ‘

They “sat it out.” -

The girl pressed her face against the
cool leaf of a palm.

“Isn’t it delicious here?”’ she asked.

“Is it?” He stood looking down at
her quizzically.

“I say,” he began suddenly.

She opened and shut her fan carelessly.

‘KWeH?H

“I should never have thought you'd
have grown up a flirt.”

“Never have thought?”’ she repeated.
“Did you ever think of me at all, then?”
“Of course’”—his tone was injured.
“You thought me a monstrosity, didn’t
‘you? A precocious——"" She‘broke off.
‘You—you told me I ought to be in

bed.”

Her head was bent. She was shaking
with laughter.

“I see you have a good memory,” he
said pointedly.

noticed the delicate sheen of her shell-*— “Oh, I have,” she answered, “a very

pink satin dress, and contrasted it with
the white pique. He caught her eyes and
recollected the proposal. He blushed a
deep beetroot hue.

“So you've not forgotten?” asked the

irl.
glThe man thought the question bad
taste. To tell the truth he was angry
with himself for blushing. He also re-
membered the girl’s last words to him:
“Some day you will ask me to marry you,”
and somehow or other they seemed to
him now ominously prophetic.

“Forgotten?’ he said coldly, “what?”

Her eyes mocked him.

s “What a bad memory,” she said.

She knew that he remembered, and he
knew that she knew.

That was the maddening part of it all.
Besides, why had he blushed? By jove,
he was a fool, and so that the girl’s

rophecy might not come true, he had
getter keep out of her way as much as
possible
* * * *

Fate or fashion frustrated his laudable
intentions, however. He met her three
times that week. The girl had only
just “come out.” She was fresh on the
matrimonial market, and besides being
decidedly pretty, she was an. heiress.
The name of her admirers was legion.

It annoyed the man to see her always
surrounded by a little circle of admirers.
At the Viscountess Rudham’s ball— he
had gone there with the steadfast deter-
mination of leaving the girl severely alone
—he stood for half an hour leaning mood-
ily against the wall, watching her laugh
and flirt and dance. At.last, in spite
of his resolution, .he had forced his way
to her.

GOOD WORK

Proper Food Makes Marvelous
Changes

Providence is sometimes credited with
directing the footsteps by so simple a
way as the reading of a food advertise-
ment.

A lady writes: “I was compelled to
retire from my school teaching because
I was broken g;wn with nervous prostra-
tion.

“I suffered agony in my back and
was in a dreadfully nervous condition,
irritable, with a dull, heavy headache
continually, had no appetite and could
scarcely digest anything. I was unable
to remember what I read and was, of
course, unfit for my work.

“One day, as if by Providence, I
read the testimonial of a lady whose
symptoms were much the same as mine,
and she told of how Grape-Nuts food
had helped her, so I concluded to try it.

‘I began with Grape-Nuts, a little
fruit, and a cup of Postum. . I steadily
improved in both body and mind. Grape-
Nuts has done more for me than all the
medicine I have ever taken. I am now
well again and able to do anything neces-
sary in my work.

“My mind is clearer and my body
Stronger than ever before”. “There’sa

cason.” — Name given by Canadian
Postum Co,, Windsor, Ont.

Ever read the above letter? A new
one appears from time to time. They
are genuine, true, and full of human
Interest.

good memory.’
* * * * *

That night the man paced his study
restlessly.

“I'll go abroad,” decided the man.
“Perhaps”—he sighed hopefully, at least
he took it to be hopefully—“ erhaps
she’ll be married when I come bacﬁ.’ !

“I'm going to Norway,” he informed‘

the girl the next time he met her.

“Don’t you—doesn’t London agree
with you?’

“No,” he answered decidedl

She prodded the ground witﬁ’ the point
of her parasol. \ .

“If you go away——" said the girl.
She hesitated.

“Weu?!’

“You—won’t—propos me?”

He caught his breat® She was as
brazen as ever, it seemed.

“You want me to propose to you,
then?”

“Yes—Yes, I want to refuse.”

She looked up and their eyes met. Hers
were flashing.

“Oh, I vowed I would,” she cried.

“Youll never get the chance,” re-
sponded the man grimly.

He didn’t go, however. Some imp of

» perversity prompted him to accept an

invitation to the Hudham’s house-party.
He knew the girl would be there,

* * * » L J

The girl was skilfully leading the way.
The man was preoccupied and did not
notice where they were going. He rea-
lized his surroundings at last and found
himself staring at the stone seat. He
faced the girl accusingly.

“What on earth prompted you——"

“Revenge,” she announced lightly

She moved a little nearer to him,

“Do propose to me,” she murmured,
and parted her lips seductively.

“You little fiend.”

“Oh, why?”—raising her innocent eyes.

“To think that you should do all this
for paltry revenge!” he panted.

“I proposed to you once,”’ ghe mur-
mured. “I want to cry quits.”

He made an involuntary step forward.

“Eval’”’ He brought down his teeth on
his underlip. There was a little silence.
* “Ouf!” cried the girl at last. She
moved away. ‘“How strong you are!”

The man watched her go with a miser-
able sinking feeling at his heart.

Suddenly, ere he knew it almost, she
was back to him again. Her face was
raised to his. Her eyes were shining,

“Oh, you silly. Shall I have to propose
to you again? It’s Leap Year, isn’t it?”’

She put out her hand.

“Dear, I love you. Are you going to
refuse me again?”’ - )

“And think of it,”” she cried. “I’ve
proposed to you twice, and you haven’t
proposed to me once!” ;

“Darling, I love you! Will you marry

?”” asked the man.

Vhe girl drew a deep breath,

“Quits,” she murmured.

“Eva!” There was a note of sharp anx-
iety in his voice. “Does that mean you
will refuse me?”

“T swore I would, didn’t I1?” ‘

She glanced up at him slyly through
her lashes. He had gone very white.

“Only on one condition,” she added,
quickly; “that you propose to me again,
and then Tl =TI accept.”
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OWING to the late season and pessible shortage
of Summer Fallow and Spring Plowing there is.
urgent need for every farmer to sow suitable

: late seeding crops. g
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FODDER CORN FLAX SPRING RYE
Brandon $1.90 to $2.45 Brandon $2.75 to $4.75 Brandon ........ 1.3
Calgary $2.45 to $2.75 Calgary $3.00 to $5.00 c:?:a&nﬁ%g !
per bushel per bushel “per bushel -
WINTER RYE - ESSEX RAPE BROME
Brandon ........ $1.40 Brandon ....12to 130 50 lbs 1
Calgary ........ $1.45 Calgavy...... 13 to 14¢ Brandon $6.75- 18%38.
per bushel per pound Calgary $7.50 $14.50
WESTERN RYE ° TIMOTHY | RED CLOVER
50 Ibs. 100 Ibs. 50 Ibs. 100 Ibs. ’ ’
Brandon $6.25 . $12.00 Brandon $6.50 812.0(; Brandon g(l)ﬁ% ltggl%
Calgary $6.75 $13.00 Calgary $6.75 $13.00 Calgary $17.00 $33.00

- B e .-
For full particulars see catalog. Add 25 cents extra for bags,
ASK FOR CATALOG—The “Red Guide Book’ for the West -

YOUR GARDEN NEEDS the “Best Seeds » e
the choicest strains of Vegetable and Fi Sa,::, cmb.o smm'f;yﬁ £ N o
° Y

lower
DEALER carries a stock of McKENZIE'S SEEDS, ASK FOR

A.E.McKenzie Co. Ltd, toe e

'G'Wv m

WESTERN CANADA’S GREATEST SEED HOUSE
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Just As a Clock

If he didn’t have an dining room,ork!tcben.m He
alarm in his make-up goes quietly about his work—
he'd be the best three IO Pear him only when he

calls.
dollar clock that ever

ith reason-
kept track of the day on abll:a ’;ﬂz,‘i‘“hzfu hl;st for
any ‘arm. '

years.
As it is, he’s two good 7inches tall. Price $3.00 at your
clocks in one—a reliable

dealer’s. If your dealer hasn’t him,
alarm to getupby,a punctual send a money order to his makers
timekeeper to serve in parlor,

d he’ll dir by parcel
;3“, afl ch:g:e‘:: prep:cl:i. v
Western Clock Co.
La Salle, Iil., U.S.A, Makers of Weszclos




