228

G&re Western Home Monthly
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Mh stories ; use-
: &lilf Thformatign, Siats Tor the House p
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—in a word, the leading farm rnal of W
1 Western Canada ; uﬁ: ltendyjoe‘llumpion
of the farmer’s best intérests.

IN PRIZES.

Instead of
spending
moneg on a laige force of canvassers
@ The Nor-West Farmer is giving it in
©  these splendid prizes, for which you

HOW MANY WHOLE KERNELS IN FIVE POUNDS OF NO. 1
. NORTHERN WHEAT

E NOR'-WEST FARMER has selected five pounds of No. 1

n Wheat from the office of the Chief Grain Inspector, and has had it

L *d and sealed the Dominion Inspector of Weights and Measures. It

will remain deposited in the vaults of the National Trust Co., until the competi-

oses, March 81, 1900. Tt will then be counted, and the prizes awarded by a
of three, in no way connected with The Nor'-West Farmer. X

AT IS YOUR ESTIMATE? 3.2%.ofn st yimee
e . First Received gets the Award.
RECORD YOUR ESTIMATE NOW. ‘
You are as likely to take a prize as anyone. Whether. d ot
sterling v‘:iué'fot p r money?n.zs for ‘t!:v}:’p:ch papers as"The N?:r?-tv;'est
_and the Western ome Monthly from now to Jan. 1st,.1910. Don't delay.

xet'

%

Pubﬂshﬁ"l‘he Nor’-West Farmer,'Winn‘?"eg, Man. A
Encl find §1.28 for subscription to the Western Home Monthly and
The Nor'-West Farmer to Jan. 1st, 1910, ; i

P‘Q m..l 0000 0000 000000 0000 0000 0000 l&.. '!’...IQ.'. 0000000 00080 90 0000 _.I Ll L L] .;
i . ;
PIOVIIICE ..cciieiirnnesrentnonctecenstnionecsnsnnsnessecacassssanasencasssonsesns

 Testimate the number of kernels in five pounds of No.1 Northern Wheat to | -

“Remit $1.00 extra where papers are to be mailed to Winnipeg addresses, or |-
to countries other than Cnna?l.a and Great Britain. i B hoG
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You Save ¥, Your Money|
AND ALL OF THE AGENT’S PROFITS kL
~ IN

PHOTO ENLARGEMENTS |

16 x 20—Crayon Sepia or Water Colors $3.00
20 x 24 with Gilt Trimmed Frame $3.00 extra
Roll films developed, 6 &xp any size 10c. per roll ; Prints up to 3%4-43% 3c. ;
4 x 5 and Post Cards 5c. {

Souvenir Post Cards, colored and comic 25c. doz. ; 100 Lots, $1.25;
1000 Lots $9.00 ; Fancy Xmas Cards, 10c. each

GIBSON PHOTO CO. |

' 247Y% Portage Ave., WINNIPEG

S

{

W MAGIC LANTERN FREE

FOR SELLING PICTURE POSTCARDS 6 for 10c.

Boys | here Is one of the finest Magic Lanterns you have seen.
YOy can get it complete in every way, including Magnifying l.enses good lamp
and a Dozen Slides of colored views, all for selling only $3.00 worth of
High Grade Picture Post Cards—Views of famous places all over the world;
the loveliest cards ever seen in Canada. You can’t buy them except in the
big cities, and even here in Toronto the bigvest stores give on'y 4 for

Oc. We give 6 for1oc. and at th:'s price the boys
tellus ‘“they go like hot cakes.’’ No tr ubleatall
to sell. Every is glad to get such fine cards socheap,
Justtry them and you will soon have this bighand-
some Maglic Lantern, and won't you haye fun with it
—giving exhibitions. it is the very latest model.
When you see it you will wonder how we can give such
a fine outfit for so litile work. Write to-day (a post
P card will do) and say you will do your best to sell the
picture post cards. Be sure to give your age, and write
your name and address plainly.

The Gold Medal Premium Co.
CARD DEPT., 11 W. TORONTO.
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canst get thee gone or I'll go my-

sen. Tha knows’t me well enow to
know I'll ne'er forgie thee for w"hat
tha’s done. Aye”’—with the passion-
ate hand-wringing again—“but that
wunnot undo it.”

He rose and came to her, tremb-
ling like a man with the ague.

“Yo dunnot mean that theer,
Meg,” he said slowly. “You dunnot
mean it word fur word. Think a
bit.”

“Aye, but I do,” she answered
him, setting her white teeth, “word
fur word.” | :

“Think again, wench.” And this
time he staggered and caught hold
of the door-post. “Is theer nowt as’ll
go agen th’ wrong? I've lived wt
thee nigh a year, an’ loved thee
twenty—is theer nowt fur me? Aye,
lass, dunnot be too hard. Tha was

ullus harder than most womankind; |

try an’ be a bit softer like to’rd th’

mon as risked his soul because he war |
Tha laid |
thy head on my shoulder last neet. |

a mon an’ darena lose thee.

Aye, lass—lass, think o’ that fur one
minnit.”
Perhaps she did think of

a moment?—but the next, the mem-
ory .of the sunny, half-boyish face
she had clung to with so strong a
love, rushed back upon her and
struck her to the heart. She remem,
bered the days when her life had
seemed so full that she had feared

- her ‘own bliss; she remembered thé
light-hearted

gallant speeches and
wiles, and all at once she cried out in
a fierce impassioned voice: “I’ll ne’er
forgie thee,” she said—“I’ll ne’er for-

ligie thee to th’ last day o’ my life,
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hat for should I? Tha’s broke my
heart, thou wvillin!” And the next
minute she had pushed past him and
rushed’ into the house.
- For a minute or so after she was
gone the -man stood leaning against
the door with a dazed look in his pale
face.”. She meant what she said; he

. | had known her long enough to under-

‘stand that she never forgave—never
forgot. Her unbroken will and stub-
born strength had held her to en-
mities: all her life, and he knew that
she was not 'to be won by such
things as won other women.
knew she was harder than most wo-
men, but his dull nature could not
teach him how bitter must have been
the life that rendered her so. He had
never thought of it—he did not think
of it now. He was not blaming her,
and he was scarcely blaming himself,
He had tried to make her happy and
had failed. There were two causes
for the heavy passion of misery that
was ruling him, but neither of them
was remorse.

His treachery had betrayed him,
and he had lost the woman he had
loved and worked for. Soul and body
were sluggish alike, but each had its
dull pang of weight and wretched-
ness.

“I’'ve come to th’ eend now surely,”

| he said, and, dropping into her seat,

he hid his face.

As he sat there a choking lump
rose in his throat with a sudden click,
ar}d. in a minute or so more he was
wiping away hot rolling tears with
the back of his rough hand.

“I’'m forsook, somehow,” he said—
“aye, I'm forsook. I’m not th’ soart
o’ chap to tak’ up wi’ th’ world. She
wor all th’ world I cared fur, an’
she’ll ne’er forgie me, for she’s a
hard un—she is. Aye! but I wur
fond o’ her! I wonder what she’ll
do—I do wonder i my soul what
she’s gettin’ her mind on!”

It did not occur to him to call to‘

her or go and see what she was do-
ing. He had always stood in some
dull awe of her, even when she had
been kindest, and now it seemed that
they were too far apart for any possi-

bility of approach at reconciMation. |

So he sat and pondered heavily, the
sea air blowing upon him fresh and
sweet, the sun shining soft and warm
upon the house, and the few common
flowers in theastrip of garden whose |
| narrow shell walks and bhorders he
| had laid out for her himself with |
| much clumsy planning and slow
labor.

it, for |
surely she faltered a little—what wo- |
man would not have faltered at such |

|
I"Ie‘l

Then he got up and took his rough
working-jacket over his arm,

“lI mun go dowam to th’ Mary
Anne,” he said, “an work a bit, or
we’ll ne’er get her turned afore th’
tide comes in. That boat’s a moit o’
trouble.” And he sighed heavily.

Half-way to the gate he stopped be-
fore a cluster of ground honeysuckle,
and perhaps for the first time in his
life was conscious of a sudden curious
admiration for them.

“She’s powerful fond o’ such like
bits o’ things—posies an’ such like,”
he said. “Them’s some as I planted
to please her on th’ very day as we
were wed. I’ll tak’ one or two. She’s
most fond on ’em—fur such a hard
un.”

And when he went out he held in
his hand two or three slender stems
hung with the tiny, pretty, humble
bells. Who knows whether some
subtle influence at work in soul or
body, or even the air he breathed,
did not prompt the novel mood.

He had these very bits of simple
blossoms in his hand when he went
down to where the Mary Anne lay on
the beach for repairs. So his fellow-
workmen said when they told the
story afterward, remembering even
this trivial incident.

He was in a strange frame of mind,
too, they noticed, silent and heavy
and absent. He did not work well,
but lagged over his labor, stopping
every now and then to pass the back
of his hand over his brow as if to
rouse himself.

“Yo look as if yo and th’ missus
had had a fallin’ out an’ yo’n getten
th’ worst o’ th’ bargain,” one of his
comrades said by way of rough jest,

They were fond of joking with him
about his love for his handsome, taci-
turn wife. But he did not laugh this
time as he usually did.

“Mind thy own tackle, lad,” he said,
dully, “an’ I’ll mind mine.”

From that time he worked steadily
among them until it was nearly time
for the tide to rise. The boat they
were repairing had been a difficult
job to manage, as they could only
work between tides, and now being
hurried they lingered longer than
usual. At the last minute they found
1t must be moved, and so were de-
tained.

“Nay,” they argued, “it’ll be all to
do o’er again if we do that. Theer’s
plents o’ time if we look sharp enow.
Heave again, lads.”

Then it was that with the help of
straining and tugging there came a
little lurch, and then it was that as
the Mary Anne slipped over on her
side one of the workers slipped with
her, slipped half underneath her with
a cry, and lay on the sand, held down
by the weight that rested on him.

With his cry there broke out half
a dozen others, and the men rushed
up to him with frightened faces.

“Are yo hurt, Seth, lad?” they
cried. “Are yo crushed or owt?”

The poor fellow stirred a little and
then looked up at them pale enough.

“Bruised a bit,” he answered them,
“an’ sick a bit, but I dunnot think
theer’s any bones broke. Look sharp,
chaps, an’ heave her up. She’s a
moit o’ weight on me.”

They went to work again one and
all, so relieved by his words that
they were doubly strong, but after

| toiling like giants for a while they

were compelled to pause for breath.
In falling the boat had so buried her-
self in the sand that she was harder
to move than ever. It had seemed
simple enough at first, but it was not
so simple after all. With all their ef-
forts they had scarcely stirred her
an inch, and their comrade’s position
interfered with almost every plan
suggested. = Then they tried again,
but this time with less effect than be-
fore through their fatigue. When
they were obliged to pause they look-
ed at each other questioningly, an
more. than one of them turned a trifle
paler, and at last the wisest of them
spoke out. .
“Lads,” he said, “we canna do this
oursens. Run for help, Jem Coulter,
an’ run wi’ thy might, for it wunnot
be so lone before th’ tide’ll flow.”
Up to this time the man on the
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