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HAT hername wasn’treally Dorothy
Crusoe was proved by the D. L. on
the trunk which was tumbled out

- of the baggage car at the same
time that the young lady was ceremon-
lously assisted down the train steps by an
obsequious porter. '

She had never been in Maplewood
before, but the bustle about the little
station seemed to indicate a flourishing
and wide-awake, if small community.

[here were several traps and auto-
mobiles waiting at the platform,  and

Dorothy looked at them eagerly in
secarch of the friends who were to
meet her on her arrival.

But she saw none of the Glenns, and

.and only opened them to find herself

with [some sur-
prise and a little
.annoyance she
. tirned to the
station-master for help.

f“lgm ;m te’ll me if any
ol 8. Glenn’s people are
about ?*’ she said.

‘*They are not, Ma'’am.
Did you expect them to
meet you?”’

‘““Yes. But they will
probably come soon. I'll
wait.”’

“The train was twenty
minutes late, Miss. If they
are coming they should be
here by now.”
£ “Is their house far?

. How could I get there?”

= It's a good

three miles out in

the country. But

cu could take a
”

‘“1 think
I will.
There
musthave
beensome
mistake.
And then
I ma,
m e et
them on
on the road. May I leave
my trunk here, and I'll
send for it later?”
“Very well, Miss. I'll
have it put in the baggage-
room till called for—"
The hack, though not
much to look at, was
comfortable enough and
Dorothy, after an almost sleepless
night on the train, was willing to close
her eyes to the three miles of scenery,

under the porte-cochére of a large

country house. : .
]umging out, she paid the driver and

dismissed him, and then paused a mo-
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. The hackman drove off,
little sigh of Qelulfh _De
from the beautiful lands
the bell. Her ring was
iately answered, and she r
This, also, brought no ;
Dorothy began to feel decidedly puz-
led. ‘The Glenns were expectin r
and had written that they would meet
her at the station. i
Since they hadn’t done so, certainly
the right thing to do was to get
self up to the house as best she mig!
which she had done, and now, appar-
ently, there was no one at home.

silence became oppressive.

a pretty state of things! But evenif
servants or somebody around.”

went around the house, knocking at
the side veranda door, and again at
the kitchen entrance,

When this brought no result, she
tried to open the back door, but it
was locked. ; i

“Oh!” she exclaimed aloud in her
exasperation, “I never heard of any-
thing so queer. I'll go back to the
front door and ring that again, and
then, if nobody comes, fasl—i'll—l
don’t know what I'll do!’

But though the front door-bell was
willing to ring as long as she pushed
the electric button, the door remained
obstinately shut. :

Impulsively Dorothy seized the
Jdoor-knob and turned it, when to her
surprise the door opened readily.

“Well of all the things!” she cried.
“But, at least there must be some-
body at home, or the front door would
have been locked.”

She stood in the hall, listening, but
heard no sound of any kind.

“Helen!” she called at last, “Helen,
where are you?”

Still no answer, and she was forced

ment on the veranda before ringing
the door-bell. -

The wview was of the very kind that
suited her best, She had an innate |
love of pure color, and the morning |
sky was true cobalt, the trees a clear, |
bright green, and across the smooth
gray of the river she could see the dis- |
tant purple hills.

to the conclusion that the house was
empty of any human beings save
herself.

Her curiosity being arounsed, and
having, moreover, a practical mind,
she concluded to make a systematic
search. She closed the front door, and
went through the parlors, library,
dining-room, and even kitchen, with-

Again she rang—sgeveral times more.
—but still no one appeared ,and the |

“Welll" said she to hercelf, “this is
they're all away, there must be some &

Acting on this possibility, Dorothy | y

girl, thot :
is, is horrid. She likes perfumery,
e crown it o ence. ,
found in Fred Glenn’s room. i :
Here the_daily calender. was torn off
to Friday, June 17th, “which is i
announced Dorothy, with great
faction, “and which proves conclusively
that the whole family decam?e(t
morning. I know Fred Glenn's meths
odical habits, and he tore off yesterday’s
calendar slip either this momning or
very late last night. Now I've tg:t clues
enough, but I can’t puzzle thing
out.
“They expected me to-day, and even
if any thing occurred to make them fly
off suddenly somewhere, I can’t see wh
the servants should go, too. And :
they did, I can’t see why they didn't
look the front door. 1It’s mighty Vi
queer any way you look at it. I feel
‘ike Robinson Crusoe, stranded on a
desert island. I never before appre-
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ciated how lonely he must have felt.
It's weird—that’s what it is.. And I
believe I feel a little bit scared. But
that’s_foolish, in broad daylight and in
a hodse that the family has just stepped
out of. Perhaps there was a fire near
by, and they all ran off to see it. I be-
lieve I'll go downstairs and telephone
to some neighbor or somebody. That
is, if they have a telephone—I didn’t
notice any.”

Dorothy Crusoe ran' downstairs, and

looked all about for a telephone, only
to be disappointed. She could see none,

* Dorothy walked toward the plnncb
and then stood suddenly stock-still.

and she even went outdoors to look for
the wires, but there weren’t any.

‘And there was no hofse in sight.
Three miles from the Maplewood
station, the Glenns place was large and
isolated. There were hammocks under
the trees; chairs, setees, and even a
tea-table made the veranda cozy and
attractive, but the entire absence of
other humanity made Dorothy shuder
with loneliness, and she sat down on
the front stairs in despair.

“It’'s ghastly,” she thought. “At
first it seemed funny and interesting,
but now it’s horrid. If it’s a practical
joke, they’re carying it to far, and in
any case, they're certainly very .rude!”

But after a few minutes her equani-
mity returned, and she concluded the
only thing to do was to make the best
of the situation and await developments.

So she went in the house again and
went towards the kitchen.

“Pm certainly Dorothy Crusoe,”
she thought, “and I may as well imi-
tate my prototype, Robinson, and re-
connoitre as to my visible means of
support Since the Glenns are not here
to offer me any hospitable cheer, I'll
have to take it myself.”

In the pantry was a supply of what
was beyond all doubt that morning’s
milk, and this fact cheered Dorothy, as
corroborating her theories that the
family would soon return. She helped
herself to a glassful, and seating her-
self at the open piano she began to play.
The gay music lightened her spirits, and
soon she was laughing at her ridiculous
predicament.

“I know what I'll do,” she suddenly

| could that hat get here all by itself?
| 'm not scared, because it isn’t a bur-

“ductiong; I'd rather see the man him

sigh, she realized that the Glenns had
not yet appeared:

“And so, Mis Dorothy Crusoe,” she
said to herself, “you’ll have to go down
and prepare your own luncheon if you
expect to have any. That is, if you
can find anything to eat, and I’ve no
doubt you can.” ‘

Deciding that there counld be no ob-
jection to wearing Helen’s kimono
down-stairs, since there was no one
to see her, Dorothy ran down and went
to the dining-room. ;

She was getting a little used to sil-
ence, and tried to look on the day’s pro-
ceedings as a humorous experience.
And she succeeded fairly, especially
when she discovered a well-stocked lar-
der, with cold chicken, fresh lettuce and
apple-pie in stock.

“I won’t cook anything,” she con-
cluded, “but I’ll make me a cup i
tea. And while teh kettle is boiling,
I'll play ‘Just One Girl’ or some-
thing appropriate like that.”

Dorothy filled the kettle and put it on
the range, where a moderate fire was
burning.

“Of course they'll be back soon,” she
thought, as she did so; “they’ve left
the fire so it won’t either burn out or
go out before night. But it’s a queer
picnic where they take the cook and
waitress both with them.”

Going to the parlor, Dorothy walked
towards the piano, and then suddenly
stood stock still. Her big brown eyes
grew bigger with amazement, her cheeks
torned pale and then red, and a shiver
cf fear was quickly followed by a grin

lay a man’s hat.
It couldw’t have been there when I
was playing this morning,” she thought,
“for, ot course, I couldn’t have sat on
it without noticing it, and even if I
had, it would have been flatened out,
instead of properly and most correctly
creased.” >

She went to the hall and listened

again, but there was only the same sil-
€nce.

“It's magic,” she thought, “how

glar’s hat I'm sure. No burglar ever
wore a- swager hat like that.”
She picked up the hat and studied it.
It was a soft light-gray felt, with a
brim rather broader than most men
wear, and which to Dorothy’'s sophis-
ticated judgment betokened a literary
man or an artigt.
“Oh, dear,” she sighed, ‘“sometimes
I think I have the detective instinct,
but here’s a chance to exercise it, and
I'm all at sea. If Sherlock Holmes
looked at this hat, he’d tell at once the
man”s age, height and weight, and what
his grandmother’s name was, and what
he’d had for dinner. And I can only
deduce a punctilious gentleman of er-
ratic tastes. But I don’t care for de-

self—even if he #s a burglar.

“It’s the queerest thing,” her
thoughts continued, as she still stood
staring at the hat on the piano-stool;
“the hat is there, and somebody must
ave put it there. It’s just like when
lI?{obinson Crusoe discovered a foot-
print in the sand.

“Well, I said I was Dorothy Crusoe,
and now I've discovered a footprint—
or rather a head-print. And I think
that it was by means of that foot-
print that Robinson Crusoe found

declared to herself, “I'll go up in
Helen's room and take a nap. 1!
hardly slept any last night in that old
sleeping-car, and I'm awfuly tired.
Then, if Helen comes in and finds me
there, it will be like Goldilocks and the
Three Bears.”

Pleased with this ‘practical plan,
Dorothy went up to Helen’s room, took
off her hat and jacket, and made her-
self generally at home.

She even slipped off her crisp white
shirt-waist, and donned the blue ki-
mono that looked so inviting.

Then, throwing herself on the couch,
she drew an afghan over her, and was
soon sound asleep.
ater, she awoke.

How much later,

she did not know, but on going in to  after an instant’s pause continued, “T
lool at Mrs.. Glenn’s watch, she found  heg your pardon; you are a guest of |t
it was high noon. She went into the  the house?” :

hall and hung over the bannister. Not “’'m not exacﬂ}_’.” said Dorothy,

a sound could be heard, and, with a | bravely trying to ignore her uncon-

door opened and closed.

steps down the stairs, and what was
unmistakably a man’s voice whistling

toward the hall door.

man, whose frank face wore an ex-
pression of utter bewilderment.

his man Friday. To-day is Friday,
and if there is an owner to that hat
anywhere about, I wish he’d appear
and be my Man Friday, for I'd like
somebody to speak to——"

At that moment Dorothy heard a

The sound were followed by quick

“Hiawatha.” Masterton. “I left it unfa_ste_ned when
Suddenly conscious of the blue ki-|I went away, without thinking about
mono, Dorothy turned a blushing face | it

She saw a big, happy-looking young

“What the Dickens!” he began, but

of amusement. For on the piano-stool |

the Glenns gave me the latchkey, and
I let myself in. Then I had to go to the
village again for some materials, and
I rode Fred’s horse down.
have come during my absence.”

did. T arrived, and after ringing a
number of times, I tried the front door
and found it opened.”

othy, “and I went all over the house
and I couldn’t find anybody, and as 1
{ had a wakeful night in the sleeper, I
went to Helen’s rom and took a nap.”

was aparently just as T had left it, so
T sat down here for a moment, and |

ventional, if becoming costume. “That
is—I expected to be, but I find I'm only
a castaway on a desert island. Is your
name Friday?” :
“It is,” said the young man, with
quick comprehension. “Haye 1 the
pleasure of addresing Miss Crusoe?”
“Yes. Miss Dorothy Crusoe. I
saw your footprint on the piano-stool,
and—and where are the Glenns?”
But the young man had his own no-
tions of the requirements of a dramatic
situation, and replied, with a vague look
of enquiry:
“Glenns?”
“Yes, said Dorothy, a bit impat-
iently. “Where is all the family, and
who are you? Don’t you know any-
thing ?” <
“T'm but a Man Friday, and no self-
respecting Man Friday ever knows any-
Ll;ing save what his . Crusoe teaches
m> 5 :

occasion, “you are at my orders?”
“Absolutely, Miss -Crusoe.”

chair; and not to budge for ten min-
utes.’

“Your command shall be obéyed.”

The big young man crosed th& room
with a careless swinging step, anid de-
I posited himself in the chair indicated.
| Dorothy flew upstairs to Helen’s
room, and flinging aside the blue ki-

waist and dainty tie. 'With a more
conventional costume, her courage re-

fun of the situation.

thought, “the one with the shoe-trees
in his room. And now that I've seen

the trees.”
Dorothy went downstairs again, and

manner, she approached the ng
man, and holding out her hand with a

“Good morning; now please drop/
nonsense, and tell me all about it.”

offered her a chair with graceful
courtesy.

“I am Hugh Masterton,” he said,

a guest of the elusive Glenns.”

Where are they all?”

ing upon him, “now I understand,
They telegraphed you, Miss Lorimer,
not to come till day after to-morrow.”
“I didn’t get the mesage. Why did
they send it?”

“Well, you see, all the servants left
at once, The cook, waitress and
coachman, who were all of one family,
being a man and his wife and daughter,
were found wanting in the somewhat
necessary virtue of honesty, and Mrs.
Glenn was obliged to dismiss the trio.
They departed early this morning, and
immediately after we all started off in
the automobile to bring new servants
from the city. I was with the party,
but when we stopped at the village
post-office for the mail, I found a‘let-
ter asking me for some sketches as
et unfinished, so I gave up the out-
ing, and dutifully returned to the
house to do my work. We had locked
up the house before we started, but

You must

“Yes,” said Dorothy, “I suppose 1
“Very careless of me,” commented

“So then T came in,” went on Dor-

“Ah, that explains it.
urned, T heard no one, and the house

“Then,” said Dorothy, rising to the |

“Then I comand you to(sit in that|

mono, donned her corect white shirt-|

turned, and she began to appreciate the | '
“He must be the man guest” she|

with an added touch of dignity to her|

formal gesture, she said: ’ A

“and very much at your. service. I am|
“And I thought I was to be,” intel:— : '
rupted the girl. “I am Dorothy Lati-|
mer, and they expected me to-day.{

“Oh,” said Masterton, a light break- with

m
went directly to my rom, where I've
been busily working ever since.”

“And_you left your hat here,” ex-
claimed Dorothy, “and when I woke up
I came down and saw 1t, and I knew
it wasn’t a burglar’s hat, and I was o
gnagzs;(ti?f,i,ed! When will the Glenns be

“Not till four or five o’clock this
afternoon. You see, they telegraphe
you to postpone your coming till
day after to-morrow, and ¢l ey ex
to bring a new force of servants ba
with them. Or at least a cook,
way, and let the others com
T Do looking

“Then said Dorothy, lo¢ thougli
ful, “you and I will be here alone |
lat‘eTths .aftgr_noan." ; i
“That is for you to say” r.
Masterton, qnickiy,h “If you v

| T o

‘body.

£¢ : 5 u’- ¢ ]

That makes it too formal a
the afternoon here, you cani¢
our mutual relations. Will

hostess, and considering thi
‘house jour own, allow me

favored guest, or shall

rior occupancy, consid

the man, I don’t wonder at the size of | SI

Her equilibrium entirely restored, | 80

He rose quickly, shook hands, and ‘“”,,I{“d-

sudden
ished? . Am I keep
“1 never work at meal f
plied Hugh, “and in. o

*“You run alo: Man Friday
attend to yournv‘rbrk. and I'll -'nﬂ
to my own department.”

get back to my work, let us go and
do our foraging at once.”

“Let’s!” cried the girl, “and, oh, I

quite forgot, I put the kettle on to boil.
When I re-| I fear the water wil be overdone.”

But it wasn’t, it was just at he

looked over the morning paper, then T |

right stage of puffing steam, and Dor-
othy gleefuly made the tea, '

“I had expected,” remarked Hugh,

-
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“to eat my chicken and pie picnic
fashion, or from the sideboard. But
somehow, I feel an uncontrollable de-
sire to have the table set properly, and
lunch like civilized people.”

“So do 1,” said Dorothy, and if you'll
assume the responsibility, and also help
some with the details, I'll turn this sav
age feast into a social function.”

“Done!” cried Hugh; “I even know
where Mrs, Glenn keeps her doilies.”

Laughing like two children in mis-
chief, they set a dainty, if over-elab-
orate luncheon table, and Hugh volun-
teered to forage the desert island for
flowers, while Dorothy attended to
some culinary matters.

“Don’ go near the west coast,” she
called after him, as he went off with
basket and shears, “that’s where the
cannibals hide, and I don’t want you
eaten up before the Glenns come home.”

“And after that?” he asked.

“After that, I’ve no jurisdiction over
you,” she returned saucily. “ch,l:(f
Crusoe and Friday for one day only.

Masterson went off, with an unfor-
mulated prayer in his heart that the
Glenns’ automobile -might break down
as usual, for the present situation was
quite in his mind, and he was in no
hurry to have it end.

Dorothy knew her cooking school
lore, and when she discovered some
cold boiled potatoes, and a kitchen gar-
den, she flew at them and concocted
a salad that Tooked and proved to be
worthy of an illustrated description in
“Hints to Housewives.”

Masterton returned with a quantity of
sweet peas and honeysuckle vines, and
himself undertook the task of table
decoration. So well did- he succeed,
that Dorothy hastened to display her
beautifuly garnished salad as a com-
petitive triumph

The luncheon was a merry
indeed.

Dorothy Crusoe and Man Friday be-
came wonderfully well acquainted,
and somehow the acquaintance ripen-
ed fast into friendship.

Being in the exploring line, they
experimented with a complicated
coffee-machine, which neither of them

feast,

understood. @ They finally succeeded
in making it perform properly, and
their black coffee was a decided suc-
CESSs.

“Now,” said Dorothy, with a little
sigh, when all was over, “now. you
must go back to your sketches, and I
must clear away these dishes.”

“Don’t do that,” said Masterson.
“The Glensis will soon be home, and
they’ll bring one or more servants
with them, and they can attend to all
that.”

“No,” said Dorothy, firmly; “my
bump of neatness is too largely de-
veloped to admit of such a plan. You
run along, Man Friday, and attend to
your work, and I'll attend to my own
department.”

Dorothy rolled up her sleeves, tied
on an apron, and set to work vigor-
ously.

“Let me help you, then,” pleaded
Hugh. “I don’t want to go away and
play by myself.”

“But your work is imperative. You
said you must do it to-day.”

“I know—but I'd rather stay here.”
" “Don’t be silly., Go on and do
your duty, and when these things are
all straightened up, I'll call you, and
we’ll sit on the veranda or go for a
stroll.”

“All right, then. And be as quick
as you can with your ridiculous kitch-
en-work.”

Dorothy must have felt an imp.tus
of some sort, for in an incrzdibi’
short space of time, she had her work
done, and done in her own punctilious
way, and going to the pilano she
played a ragtime melody that brought
Man Friday down-stairs, two steps at
a time,

And then those two merry and
light-hearted young people went for
a walk, and went for a row, and
somehow or other their friendship
lost its impersonal character and
they became deeply interested in each
other as especial individuals. Master-

son suddenly realized that he was
falling over head and ears in love, |-
and Dorothy, without troubling to !

realize anything, gave herself up tc

the gayety and happiness of existing
conditions,

They discovered that they possess-
ed the same sense of humor and a
similar code of ethics, and what is
more needful for absolute con-
geniality?

“I feel as if we were old friends,
and had known each other for years,”
sald Dorothy, as they went back to
the house.

“So do I,” said Masterson, “and
what delights me even more is the
fact that we will continue to know
each other for years to come; for let
me tell you, my Dorothy Crusoe, you
can’'t get rid of your Man Friday as
suddenly as you found him.”

Although it was five o’clock the
Glenns had not yet returned, and tha
castaways proceeded to invent more
entertainment for themselves,

They discovered each other’s musi-
cal capabilities, and sang duets to
their mutual delight. They wander-
ed into the libarary and made the as-
tounding discoverey that their tastes
in literature were similar, and after
Hugh had read aloud certain poems—
one of them twice over—Dorothy
confided to her own heart that a man
who could read poetry like that was
the man for whom she could ever
really care, :

The hours went by faster than they
realized, and at seven it had begun to
grow dusk, and still the Glenns did
1ot come,

“I wish they would come,” said the
girl, with a sudden feeling of embar-
rassment, which she couldn’t exactly
explain, even to herself. :

“Dorothy,” said Hugh, taking her
hand in his, and speaking rather
gravely, “the situation is growing a
little bit serious. I have thought so
for an héur or more. but I hated to
alarm you. You see, the Glenng’
automobile has an incurable habit of
breaking down. and should it do SO
to-day, they will not know the abso
ute necessity of hurryine home. and

1y delay their return till—till—late

0, they may not secure ‘the new

nts- at once, and, thinking' I

|
|
|
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easily keep bachelor hall here, they
may take their own time about re-
turning.”

“You don’t mean”—and Dorothv’s
brown eyes grew troubled—“you
don’t mean they mightn’t come back
till—till tomorrow!”

“That’s about the size of it,” said
Masterson, with an attempt at gayety.

“But—but, what an impossible state
of affairs!” exclaimed the girl, the
whole situation suddenly flashing up-
on her. “We can’t stay here till to-
morrow. You can’t go away and
leave me here alone. And I can’t go
away—I've nowhere to go.”

Perhaps the tears that came into
Lheh brdwn eyes at these words pre-
cipitated Masterson’s next move, but
unrepulsed, he took Dorothy in his
arms and softly whispered:

“Won’t you leave it all to me, dear?
Won't you trust me to take care of
you now—and always?”

And Dorothy said she would.

After a time—and, as time slipped
away faster than ever, it was nearly
eight o’clocki—they concluded that
they must give up all hope of seeing
the Glenns that night,

“And s0,” said Masterson, “Man
Friday will find a horse and trap, and
will manage some way to harness
them together and take Dorothy
.Crusoo to the village. There, there
Is a comfortable, if not very elaborate
inn, where we can dine, though per-
haps’ frugally, compared to our lunch-
eon of to-day.”

“How long  ago that rluncheon
sesrr}.t,” said Dorothy, dreamily.

“Yes, so  much  has happened
since,” returned her fiance. “And
then” he went on, “you shall stay
at .ﬂw inn over night, and, indeed,
until ‘the Glenns do return, and Tl
come hack here and keep the house

safely against their home-coming.”

X Doro agreed to these most prac-
tical pla and the_v would have been
speedily carried out, but just as
Masterson started for the stables to
act as his own groom, an automobile
came chugeing up the driveway, and

+1 1
he Gle; rd returned.
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A Wedding Gift_.

By Rita.

\

The presents lay piled about the large
and beautiful room set aside for their
arrangement. The long table which ran
down its centre helds its share, but still
there were jewels and silver and scores
of dainty trifles awaiting the attention
of the girl, whose business it was to
place and ticket them.t

The jeweller’s assistant, " sent by a
special Bond Street firm, had just com-
pleted his task. He professegi himself
tired of “the show.” Such things were
no novelty to him. The girl, who was
also an employee of another firm, noted
for the artistic presentment of wedding
gifts, was just as tired as the assistant.
But she knew she must stay on till the
last article had been assigned its place—
the last card of the donor affixed to the

ift.

. They made a brave show, those pre-
sents.  Silver plate—exquisite glass—
delicate china; cutlery, Jewgtllery, orna-
ments; books, cheques; toilet sets in
silver and ivory, laces fans; household
furniture of Sheraton or Chippendale;
Rose du Barri mirrors, Sevtes and Saxe
China, paintings, engravings, albums and
photograph frames; scent cases; glove
boxes and satchets—all the hundred and
one dainty and expensive trifles that
wealth lavishes on wealth, in order to
prove that to “her who hath much, much
more shall be given!’

Kate Perren stood for a few idle
moments, surveying these costly gifts,
wondering a little whether the bride
cared about them; wondering also a
little what that bride was like. If this
was a love match or a mere Society
marriage. If she were happy or merely
passively miserable, as so many brides
she had seen. Girls who had looked at
their wedding-presents with strange, de-
fiant eyes; girls who had been pale and
wistful-eyed; girls whose lips seemed
quivering with longing to say a word
that should set them free, and yet knew
that the word must never be ‘uttered.

Of what sort or condition was this
present martyr. This Miss Doris Caris-
ford, of 1001 Princess Gate.

“Well, I'm sure you can finish all
right,” said the jeweller’s assistant.
“There’s not much more to do. I’m off
now.”

She bade him good evening, and then
resumed her own task. A responsible
one—and one for which only accredited
and known experts were engaged by the
firms who made such work their pro-
vince,

It seemed odd to Kate Perren that
she should be employed in such labor.
She—who once had been rich, beloved,
honored—and now knew herself friend-
€ss, parentless and fortuneless. So
funs the world. So sports the wind of
Fate!

The door opened quietly, as the girl
stood arranging the last row of bewild-
ering uselessness. She was stooping
over one of the numberless jewellers’
cases. It was still in her. hand as she
half turned her head. The November
dusk had crept on apace, and she had
Switched on one electric light. Through
the open door came a gleam of ruddy
firelight, the tinkle of cups and spoons,
the chatter and laughter of girlish
voices. The man who had left that
group, and been ordered to see how the
bresents looked, stood staring at Kate
as if she had been a ghost. She—pale
as death,'stood staring back at him. Her
hand fell to her side, the case dropped
to the ground, making but slight noise
as_1t touched the soft carpet.

. The doorf/was shut abruptly. The
Intruder cafme quickly forward.
“Kate! {Godip heaven! You .

and h"rc?% What does it mean ?”

She caught hold of the table. It
Seemed to her as if the whole room
Spun round. As if she were afloat on
its giddy circles.

Had the dead returned to life—or
What miracle was this?

“Gerald! Tt can’t bel e ool
h‘.‘_‘ ! vou were dead.”

that why I could find no trace
hear nothing. T was reported
§ now. T had been badly
1“ and the Boers got me. T was
t1 1

of

Wou (

my senses and to reason. I came ‘home
at once. I sought for you immediately.
You had disappeared—no one knew
where. I advertised, I did everything I
could; all no use. Kate, why did you
do it—why keep me in ignorance? Un-
less—"

“Oh, ne! Gerald—no! I had not
changed. But my father was ruined.
The shock brought his death, and my
mother’s followed it. I had to go out
into the world; to earn my own living.

I had—
Kate!

“Oh, Kate!
Kate!”

He had his arms about her. For one
blissful moment she rested in them;
safe, sheltered—happy once again. For
one moment. Then she felt their re-
lease of her; the eyes to which her own
turned in sudden bewildering * appeal
were eyes in which the old love and the
new joy struggled against some invad-
ing foe. They were not Gerald’s eyes:
only the haggard, agonized eyes of a
man_distraught, perplexed, desperate.

“Kate—" he groaned. “Oh, my God,
is it possible you don’t know—-"

“K%ow—what ke

He looked from her white face to
the table, with its glittering array. He

My poor, pretty

crueller trick on any man?
he to tell her?

“You are not  dead—you are alive ;
you have come back,” ~she faltered.
“And—what does anything else matter?”

“For to-day,” he said, “nothing else
matters seeing you and I stand face to
face again. Have you changed, Kate?
Do you love me still?”

“God knows I do,” she said. “Oh,
the miserable, awful months! the cold,
empty years—gone now, gomfe for ever.
Only—I forgot, Gerald, I an¥very poor.
Everything has changed, except my
heart—"

“Your heart and yourself,” he groan-
ed. “Oh, my darling, what am I to do?
—How can T tell you?”

She drew back a step. Her voice Tang
out sharply.  “Gerald! What is it?
You’re not—married ?”

“Not—yet,” he said.

She felt as if a cold hand clutched
her hand. Fear—horror—terror strug-
gled against this new warm stream of
love and life and hope regained.

“Not yet . . . that means—”

“It means,” he said, with a harsh,
dry laugh, “that you stand here to-night
grranging the presents for—my wedding
ay 1)

How was

“Gerald!” she gasped, and would have
fallen, but for his supporting arm. “QOh-
No! No! Not yours—not yours, Gerald !
This is some  horrible jest, or am I
dreaming? I have dreamt so often
that you returned—but always to me.
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Her voice broke. She looked at him
with all' her wounded soul in those
brimming, anguished eyes, looked for
denial—for answer—for anything save
what she saw. Shame and despair.

“Oh, why did you come ba ,” she
criec’i’ suddenly. “Why . . if only

“I don't love her,” he broke in with
sudden passion. “I never have nor ever
shall love any woman save yourself, my
Kate. But—how can I explain? How
tell you? It must seem as if I was
faithless, and yet, God knows, I was
not that. I was hurt—angry. I thought
if you had really loved me you would
not have left me to this blarik silence.
I thought perhaps you had ceased to
care—had married—and then she—"

bt Bhe ho is it, this
girl you will marry to-morrow?
Does she—love you?”

“Yes,” he said bitterly,  “That’s
the worst of it. If she did—not—"

But Kate drew her little head up
proudly.

“No—don’t say that. There’s such
a thing as honor. A man’s honor.
You entered into this contract as a
free agent, did you not?” :

“I—I suppose so. I don’t know
how it came about.  These thines
happen every day. few meetings,
a few dances—the routine of the sea-
son—a moonlight night; a glass too
much of champagne—a flattery of a
girl’s open preference—one or all of
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these, and a man finds himself fetter-
ed to a promise—and—this!”

His hand pointed contemptuously.
to-the crowded table, the splendid
gifts. It was odd, Kate thought,
that the special gift on which her eyes
iell, should be an open case containing
a diamond star. On its card was
written: “Presented by the bride-
groom.”

The bridegroom. This man; her
iover—her own promised husband
three years ago.

She lifted dull, dimmed eyes to his
face, and scanned its every line. Noted
thin he was; how
" brown and tanned. How much older

and sterner, and oh—so cried her

sore heart, how much dearer and
more beloved for every sign of life’s
warfare and life’s pain,

' They stood there quite silent; eye

sceking eye, and heart speaking
~ dumbly to heart. Between thém lay

a gulf of suffering that nothing could

bridge. Then the- girl gave one long

‘quivering sigh. It seemed to her that

what had been her heart grewa sud-

denly numb and cold. That all sense
of pain, of feeling, of desire, had left
her, and gone out of her life for
ever, - ;

She stooped and picked up the case

.that had fallen from her hand.

“I think,” she said calmly, “you
had better go back to the other
room—to her.”

“Do you tell me to do—that?” he
cried bitterly.

“What e'se can you do? Your
word is pledged. To-morrow is the
day, is it not?’

He said nothing. He was looking
at her, and from her to that table—
and then desperately to the closed
door. What could he do? What
could he do? Was ever man placed
in so hopeless and hateful a predica-
ment.

He came close to her. “Kate, listen.
I am like a prisoner seeing before him
one last and only chance of escape.
You are that chance. Without you—
your love—"

But she silenced him with a gesture.

“No. No. All that is over. You
would not have promised yourself to
another woman, you could not have
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let matters go as far as this—if you
had sull loved me.” .

He groaned in spirit, recognizing
the truth of her words as a woman, vet
knowing himself excusable as a man.

For how should a girl know of the
insidious temptings—the subtle flat-
terings—the hundred and one trifles
light as air; that in their turn be-
come as steel and fetter a man’s will
and enslave his senses? How should
she ever guess.

“What is she like—this bride of
yours?” asked Kate, suddenly. o
have not seen her. She has not been
here once to-day. Perhaps she is
too happy—she dies not care for this
side of the—the”

“Don’t!” he cried, fiercely. “I can’t

bear the word on your lips now. ' Oh,
Kate—Kate is it too late?

Think—all
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“our lives, yours and mine, spoilt for
ever. However—"

“It was your own doing, Gerald—"
she said ‘gently. “No one foreced you
into this marriage. There could only
have been one reason for it. You
cared for this girl. I was no longer
in your heart or in your life. Well—
so it must remain. From to-morrow
i will be no longer in that life or
heart she has the sole and only right
to possess.”

“But, Kate—listen!”

“No!” she cried, fiercely. “I won't
listen. Don’t force me. I will not
snatch another woman’s happiness
from her hands—I will not spoil her
life, as mine has been spoilt.”

“This—this farce of to-morrow will
spoil many lives, I fancy,” he said,
bitterly. ‘“Kate, think a moment, I
could speak to Doris—I could ex-
plain—"

“You said she loved you?”

His color faded, his lips quivered as
they gave the fatal admission. “Yes,
1 know she does.”

On the words almocst the door was
flung open a second time. A gay
young voice cried out—

“Why, Jerry, what a time you've
been. You could have counted every
one of the presents, I should say!”

Kate drew suddenly away, and bent
over the cases beneath her shaking
fingers. Gerald Fortescue was idly
staring at a silver claret jug.

The girl came in. Her pretty dress

her eyes bright and eager, and full of
joy and excitement. She paused mid-
way in the room, and looked critically
at the effect of ‘the -arrangement.
Then she suddenly turned on another
light. The result was dazzling. She
gave a little cry of delight.

“There! What a show!
beautifully you’ve arranged every-
thing, Miss Perrin. Mother said
you had such wonderful taste. So it
seems—hasn’t she, Jerry? Did you
ever think all that litter of parcels
could turn out into a veritable fairy
show like this?

She was not looking at him, or at
the downbent head of the girl; neither
did she appear to notice their silence.
Captain Fortescue suddenly walked
to the further end of the room, and
stood pretending to examine one of
the pieces of Sheraton. But Kate
lifted her head bravely, and gave one
quick glace at the lovely face of the
bride-elect. :

“I am glad you are pleased, Miss

Carisford,” she said.
_ Her voice sounded cold and strange
in her own ears, Her lips were stiff.
But the other girl noticed nothing
amiss. How should she, when her
whole mind was full of the details and
importance of the morrow,

Oh, how

claimed. “My principal bridesmaid,”
she' added softly to Kate. “I’m sure
she’d love to see the things, though
mother said we were on no account
to disturb you, but you’re nearly
done, are you not?”

:zVery nearly,” said Kate,

And you won’t mind if I call my
friend ?”

“Certainly not.” ;
_The girl swept off again, all soft
silk rustling, and feminine charfm. A
cretty, dainty, tender, half-spoilt
creature. One whose path had been
of rose leaves, to whom life had seem-
cd a fairy vision of concurrent jovs.
Kate watched her, and all the color
and softness died out of her own face.
She at least had known another side
to life and girlhood. She was facing
its bitterness and accepting its re-
nunciations even - now. Nervously
her hands went on with their work.
Doris had left the door ajar. The
sound of her voice was clear and dis-
tinct as she spoke to her friend.

The silent figure in the corner still
stood absorbed and silent. He was
nerving himself to face an ordeal. A
harder and more terrible one than
that of Rorke’s Drift or Mafeking—
| than glint of steel or hiss of bullet.
the ordeal which sets a man’s soul
to fight against the tempting of his
| own desires, and shows him those
desires as foes to honor.

The door opened again; the bride-
to-be returned with her friend. ' Be-
| hind her came her mother—half

rustled softly. Her face was flushed, -

“But I must call Edie in,” she ex-
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tearful, wholly proud and adoring.
Doris was an ugly child, and both
parents idolised her. The morrow’s
silver cloud wore a heavy lining for
that mother-heart. But the child had
been denied nothing in all her spoilt
and cherished life, and when she had
openly and frankly declared in favor
of the heroic young soldier, who had
seemed so cold and distant an adorer
—well, the heroic young soldier had
been left in no doubt as to the fact.
That he—or any man—could be blind
to the charms of this lovely butter-
fly never entered the heads of her par-

ents or herself. All had gone
smoothly, The wedding was fixed
tor the morrow, and then the young
bride was to spend the winter in sun-
uy and more favored climes thhn this
of her native land.

She openly and passionately adored
her soldier-lover. She faced the all-
important future by his side, fear-
lessly and gladly. IL.ove and marriage
seemed to her but the completion of
her life’s fairy tale of joys. The one
thing wanting—the one thing so soon
to be granted,

By some subtle intuition, Kate

Perrin recognized these facts. Facts
strung on the silver chain of that all
encircling love which seemed to clasp
this spoilt darling of fortune. Here
was no strong nature to buffet with
life’s adverse winds. Only a tender,
graceful, clinging plant; its tendrils
twining round every offered support;
its roots embedded in the soil of
home and protection,

“It would kill her,” thought Kate.
“She could never face it. The agony
of humiliation, the shame, the shock.
Oh, no. No! I could not bear it
myself in the same position, God for-

and checks. Carefully tailored, roomy and stylish.
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[ bid that I should give any other wo-
man that fate.” s

Bravely and calmly she held up her
head, and spoke to them all, and lis-
tened to their remarks. She heard
the girl’s tender raillery of her lover,
her little innocent jests; marked her
pretty ways, How sweet she was,
and how lovely. Surely any man
could not but grow to care for her
once he stood in so close and intricate
a relationship as Gerald would stand
cn the morrow. What madness had
been his offer to break it off? To
place this sunny, happy child in. the
sight of her wondering world as a
jilted bride, and for no fault of hers.
She was sinless, ignorant, hapnv,
Well, so she must remain. It only
needed an effort—a little firmness,
self-control,

The pretty fairy was speaking to
her. “You look so awfully pale and
tired, Miss Perrin. How selfish of
me not to think of you all this time.
Come into the next room, and have
some tea. Do!”

But Kate shook her head. She
must get the ordeal over. She must
leave this place. She must not speak
to_ Gerald again or— . 5

How her hands trembled, and how
cold she was.
only leave the room. At last he came
forward hastily. He made some ex-
cuse. His voice was hurried and
strained. Lady Carisford and Doris

remonstrated. They spoke of final
arrangements. Lady Carisford went

away with him into the other room,
The bridesmaid followed. Doris a% ‘
Kate were alone,
Breathlessly, suddenly the girl
seized the hands of the prett fairy
who was to be her lover’s wife.
“Let me wish you happiness and-w
and all joy,” she cried, brokenly. “As

—a3 one girl who will never know .
such joy may wish it. My work i
‘done now:. must go. You—you
don’t mind my saying—this?” e

“Mind! W { should I? I am so
happy myself that I should like every .
one in the world to love as I love—~
and to be loved as I am loved.”

“God bless you,” falteud,xatq-g
—I am sure you will be ‘ﬁ'ippx‘. :
shall pray for you to-morrow.

How pale you look, Tell me, is
there—has there been anyone who
cares for you, and you haye—lost?”

“Yes,” said Kate,  “I was to h;

been married once, buyt—" =0
The little bride’s face grsw awed
“Is he—dead?” = .
“To me—yes,” said Kate.. = .
And saying it, she laid on t%gt
littering table one wedding gift that
Ore no giver’s name, =
G e

Cost of ng:lnd Gownl.

In England military and naval offi-

 cers are not the only men who are

compelled to spend a considerable
amount of money on clothes. Bar-
risters and judges are put to a great
expense in this respect. For his wig
alone a barrister has to pay frgm five
to eight guineas, and the K.C. who
becomes a judge has to pay very dear-
ly for his new dignity. is wardrobe
is almost as big as that of the quick-
change artist, and six hundred guineas
is by no means an extraordinary. out-
lay on his robes and other emblems
o{ office. If he is attached to the
King’s Bench Division, he must-have
no fewer than five gowns. A Lord
Chancellor’s robe costs about a hu:
dred and fifty guineas. Even the
stockings forming part of the official
wardrobe cost 10s. 6d. a pair!

=

In what month do men talk the
least? In February, because it is the
shortest month, >

They Wake the Torpid Energies.
—Machinery not properly super-
vised and left to run itself, very soon
shows fault in its working. ~ It i3
the same with the digestive organs.
Unregulated from time to time they
are likely to become torpid and
throw the whole system out of gear.
Parmelee’s Vegetable  Pills were
made to meet such cases. They
restore to the full the flagging facul-
ties, and bring into order all parts

of the mechanism,

If he would only go<= .
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know very little.. Buy a Piano that you know. The

Heintzman & Go. Piano

is the best value offered to-day, regardless of what the other dealer
says :—‘‘I can sell you just as good for less money.”

Ask the opinion of one of the 30,000 satisfied owners of the
genuine Heintzman & Co. Piano.
payment plan.
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Our new folder on ‘‘Erecting Fences’’ will tell you and if you will
follow the instructions carefully when you are through you will have
a l.\""[‘t }ul'.

it’s full of valuable

and tells hhow to erec

and interesting information on fence building
t woven wire fencing in the quickest and most

P T

substantial manner.

fence man or any one interested in fence construction
yuld fail to write for a copy. It gives all the information required
for building fences and we send it

FREE!

NO farmer,

& ] 1 there is'also a complete and very interesting description of
% » of fence wire, Persons-who have neyer had the privi-
2! re mill, will find this article of especial interest.
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The Man ana the Woman of Fifty.

By ELLA WHE

When we are children we regard
fifty as the end of life.

A sman or woman of hity seems to |
us but little younger than one of |
seventy, but as we march along with
the years we grow to change our
point of view, and we set the old aze
stake farther and farther away the
nearer we .approach 1t

In country places men and women
of fifty are indeed regarded as old
people, but in cities and among peo-
ple of fashion or genius, fifty 1s con-
sidered the prime of life,

There is a certain element of the
tragic often about this period of hu-
man existence for men and women of
imagination and temperament.

The children are grown and mar-
ried, and occupied with their own
affairs. The paternal and maternal
cares and pleasures no longer absorb
the pare &2 time and thoughts, and
it the wife of fiftv has allowed her-
self to grow commonplace and unin-
teresting, while the husband of fifty
has kept step with progress, he finds
more and more leisure to feel lonely
and mismated, and to realize that the
Vesuvius of his neart is not the ex-
tinct volcano he imagined, but is full
of smoldering fires, and ready to
burst forth in an eruption upon pro-
vocation, :

Of course, the more he indulges
in such thoughts the nearer he brings
the provocation, and the daily paper
tells the rest of the story, which is
frequenty the record of the divorce
court.

The woman of fifty, as a rule, waits
until death has made her free before
she indulges in romantic analysis of
her emotional nature. Then she is
oftentimes astonished to find that she
1s as desirous of admiration, attention
and devotion from the opposite sex
as she was at twenty; and she does
not seem to realize, despite her long
acquaintance with the sex, that men
are not always disinterested in their
pursuit of womankind. She is indeed
inclined to be more trusting and con-
fiding than she was in her first youth.

The man and woman of fifty have
been much in evidence the last year
or two as leading characters in
amorous adventures. It would be a
simple matter to count half a dozen
Lotharios -of fifty who have occupied
much space in newspaper sensations,
and the mature TJuliets are almost as
numerous,

I call to mind the tragic death of a
beautiful woman with grown grand-
children a few years ago: a woman
who had been living a double life, un-
known  to her family and church;
and whose death, under painful cir-
cumstances, first revealed the tragic
facts

In this- particular case the Romeo
was of her own age; but as a rule,
when a woman or man has lived half
a century and develops a sentimental
or adventurous tendency, it i§ at the
imstigation of a young companion.
A millionairé” whose death brought
to lignt. many sentimental entangle-
ments. had put aside at least two
mature wives in his desire to enjoy
the companionship of younger charm-
ers, and a woman of fifty revealed to
the world shortly afterward that she.

too. had renewed the emotions of

romance with a= man
| young enough to be her son.

Many instances hdve been recorded
by the pen of the historian where a
man of fifty won the iration, and

| love, and lovalty, of a voune wéman
I have known a cirl of twentv to fall
teeply in love 1th ma who had
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\
vitality of her prime, she found her
husband an old man, weary of the
vanities of life, perhaps then she
might think her choice a mistaken
one. That would all depend upon the
nature of the woman and the type of
l.1alil,

But the young husband and ma-
ture wife 1s more serious. Position,
power and honors are ¢lements which
enter into thle ideal of an attractive
man, with almost any woman of any
age; but no man of virile character
pictures the lady of his dreams with
these worldly gifts to bestow upon
him. It is the nature of woman to
receive, the nature of man to bestow
the external things of life, and the
moment a man begins to weigh the
benefits he will derive from a mar-
riage with an older woman, that mo-
ment he ceases to be manly in the
true meaning of the word.

Once in a thousand times, perhaps,
a woman of fifty retains the charms
and facinations which render her able
to capture the heart of youth. Ninon
de L’Enclos was as irrisistible at
sixty, and even at seventy, it is said,
as at twenty-five. But she was wise
enough (even if her wisdom did not
lead to morality) to avoid marriage
with any of her youthful admirers.
She retained the privilege of being
the one to tire, instead of placing her-
self in the position of a deserted and
neglected old wife of a young hus-
band,

It is rare, indeed, that a voung man
seeks an elderly woman for a wife
unless he hkas some object to gain
other than domestic felicity. But in
spite of this fact, such women are to
be found in every community who be-
lieve in the protestations of love made
by designing youths, and resign to
their keeping heart, hand and purse
without demur or question.

There is a certain pathos in all this
which should awaken our pity rather
than call forth our ridicule.

It is the maternal and romantic
impulse, both awakened after a leth-
argic slumber to a second Summer in
the woman’s heart, which leads her
on to such follies.

The early romance of her life faded
perhaps into a mere memory long
before she donned widow’s weeds.
The husband became engrossed in
business or public affairs, or indulged
in 1infidelities which she concealed
and condoned for pride’s sake: her
children grew out of her arms and
became men and women, and no
longer needed her; she/settled into a
rut of duty, a mere existence: her
affectionate impulses in a sort of
apathy, and imagined she had out-
lived all vivid emotions when sudden-
ly she found herself a rich widow:
men were seeking her society; they
were paying her compliments, and up
from the ashes rose a new emotional
nature,

And when the young lover pleaded,
she was both woman and mother in
affections again, but mineled emotion
and vanity made her forget that she
was an elderly woman, and that the
voung man could not, in the nature of
things, be sincere in his protestations
of love.

Alas, poor woman! M\av wisdom
and common sense euide her to shut
the door gently but firmly- on the
voung' lover’s retreating form, and
save the miseries of a neclected old
wife of -a young man.

When the woman of fifty marries.
let her choose a mate of her own
age,

<

Off—Dr. Thomas’
known in Australia,
ind Central . America, as well
Canad nd the United State

ncreases

_In Fields Fay

lone 1\ to

public

May, 1907.

s

W

“Better in every way!

i think if Amy Rand
pered these four wor
once, she had hfty time:
up and down her nar
tiying to solve the ha
her life had oftered hes

She was a slender, fa
teen, with large, dream
and nut-brown hair.
one that would attrac
from a passerby; but w
it well, when the large ¢
tive mouth had taken
phase of expression, as
the girl’'s poetic mind
heart, the pure lovelines
tenance grew upon you
most beautiful.

And to Guy Chester 2
become so. He knew
mouth could smile or q
large eyes could soften
winning and lovely eve
came.

And he loved her—nc
him, with every thrill
every pulse of her bei
easy-going, vacillating f
most perfect little gem
hood he had ever met.

And he was Guy Ch
Chester Hill, if ah! th:
makes or mars so man
it he pleased his mothx
was Amy Randolph, hi:
and his mother’s comj
had been educated at
school, where she tat
children in part paymen
tuition, and had been
choice, when she gradu
to Chester Hill as M
companion, or return
grandparents who bar
life upon a miserable
Fennsylvania.

And Mrs. Chester, wl
tempered, exacting wo
thoroughy cowed and
timid girl that she sees
pale, uninteresting non
in writing letters, readi
sewing, but utterly unat
never saw the exquisite
voung face, the delicac
tures, the dreamy poetr:

“What Guy could find
that washed-out girl!” «
discover. She worship
son, but she was too in
to give him his way whe
with ‘her own,

An(l her own way, at
quired Guy to marry a
money would support |
travagances, and leave
purse full for hers. Fq
extravagant, living in M

winter in fashionable cir
Ing their country seat
all summer i

And the very wife Gt

his- mother’s opinion, v
wed him for his asking
was loud-voiced and wvu
to be fast, with rather
Cast of beauty, a sunflo
as Amy was a violet. B
had left her a large forf
had fallen in love with
making no secret of th
kxp:«_\'td mother,

Ihat she had disguste
very outset ‘of his acqus
ner by her frankly avowq

s attention and soc

but little. She had
up the belief that mc
at 10n, no , man coul
S id money. If she. w
€ to breakfast, a;
I dress in the coun
i1 iith so proven?
C

Xion was often a
n her hair, so dec
1ld bear a high cc

ther she felt he
trimonial circ
encouraged her

xr

len she had' ac
imvitation to sp
er Hill; in the |




her
the
she
ken
the
2 Of

ma-
ion,
1ich
tive
any
cter
vith
pon
to
tow
the
the
nar-
mo-
the

aps,
rms
able
non
) -at
said,
vise
not
lage
rers.
eIng
her-
and
hus-

marn
wife
gain
t n
e to
 be-
1ade

to
urse

this

ther

\ntic
leth-
T in

her

aded
long
eeds.
1 in
lged
aled
her
and

no
to a
her
Pt ot
out-
1den-
low:
they
d up
ional

1ded,
o1 in
ytion
+ she
- the
re of
itions

sdom
shut
the
and

] HI!I

rries,
own

™

May, 1907.

&He Western Home Monthly 9

Was It Better ?

By S. Annie Frost.

‘Better in every way!”

i think if Amy Randolph had whis-
pered these four words “to herself
once, she had hity times, as she paced
up and down her narrow ' bedroom,
tiying to solve the hardest problem
her life had offered her.

She was a slender, fair gir] of nine-
teen, with large, dreamy brown eyes
and nut-brown hair. © Her face was
one that would attract little notice
from a passerby; but when you knew
it well, when the large eyes and sensi-
tive mouth had taken every varying
phase of expression, as you touched
the girl’'s poetic mind and tender
heart, the pure loveliness of the coun-
tenance grew upon you till it became
most beautiful.

And to Guy Chester Amy’s face had
become so. He knew how the little
mouth could smile or quiver, how the
large eyes could soften or flash, how
winning and lovely every change be-
came.

And he loved her—not as she loved
him, with every thrill of her heart,
every pulse of her being, but in his
easy-going, vacillating fashion, as the
most perfect little gem of woman-
hood he had ever met.

And he was Guy Chester, heir to
Chester Hill, if ah! that little word
makes or mars so many destinies!—
if he pleased his mother. And she
was Amy Randolph, his third cousin

3

and his mother’s companion. She
had been educated at a boarding-
school, where she taught younger

children in part payment for her own
tuition, and had been offered her
choice, when she graduated. of goin-
to Chester Hill as Mrs. Chester’s
companion, or returning to her
grandparents who barely supported
life upon a miserable little farm- in
Fennsylvania.

And Mrs. Chester, who was a bad-
tempered, exacting woman, had <o
thoroughy cowed and terrified the
timid girl that she seemed %0 her a
pale, uninteresting nonentity, useful
in writing letters, reading aloud and
sewing, but utterly unattractive. She
never saw the exquisite oval of the
voung face, the delicacy of the fea-
tures, the dreamy poetry of the eyes.

“What Guy could find to admire in
that washed-out girl!” she could not
discover. She worshipped her only
son, but she was too innately selfish
to give him his way when it interfered
with ‘her own.

And her own way, at that time, re-
quired Guy to marry a wife whose
money would support his many ex-
travagances, and leave his mother’s
purse full for hers. For they were
extravagant, living in New York all
winter in fashionable circles, and fill-
ing their country seat with visitors
all summer,

And the very wife Guy wanted, in
his- mother’s opinion, was ready to
wed him for his asking. True, she
was loud-voiced and vulgar, inclined
to be fast, with rather a masculine
cast of beauty, a sunflower of a girl,
as Amy was a violet. But her father
had left her a large fortune, and she
had fallen in love with Guy Chester,
making no secret of the fact to his
keen-eyed mother.

That she had disgusted him at the
very outset ‘of his acquaintance with
her by her frankly avowed preference

s attention and society, troubled

I but little. She had been brought
up the belief that money was the
attraction, no, man could resist, and
S id money. If she wore diamond
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I dress in the country, was not
o alth so proven? And if her
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the house was not full, when Guy had

| remained at home ever since his re-
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turn from the city, and everything
promised well for the mother's
scheme she was coolly asked to ac
cept Amy Randolph for her daugh-
ter-in-law.

flad she been a judicious as well as
4 loving mother, she would have seen
that Guy, under Amy’s gentle in-
fluence, was developing nobler fraits
of character than he had ever shown
in his life before, that he was think-
ing of higher aims than the posses-
sion of the fastest horses and finest
wines in his set of friends.

But she was blind to all this, and
equally blind to the prospect that
Guy, at home, in quiet domestic hap-
piness with a wife so careless of fin-
ery and gayety as Amy, could never
make the inroads upon her income
that Guy, as the ‘most extravagant
bachelor of his “set.” made annually.
She had set her heart upon Guy's
marriage with Laura Marcy, and she
was furious at the obstacle presented
to her.

But Guy Chester was not the man
to say “please, mamma,” and then
submit without protest if mamma did
not please.

He had never been crossed from
the time he shrieked for tops and
candy, and it was scarcely probable
he would accept the first opposition
after twenty-five years of unchecked
pleasure.

“You can do as you like,” he said,
shrugging  his shoulders, as his
mother threatened to turn Amy out
of doors, “but I shall marry Amy, be
sue of that. As for Laura Marcy, 1
should as soon think of living with a
stable-boy—a great, coarse, blouzy
woman!”

“With half a million dollars!”

“Ten miilion dollars would not
make her a lady!”

“And pray what is supposed to sup-
port you when you marry Amy? Re-
member, my money bought you this
place, though .it bears your father's
name, and my money supports your
extravagances! Your own income
would not keep you in gloves and
neckties.”

“We can live on very little. Amy
does not care for gayety, and I mean
to take up my law studies in good
carnest. I'm going to drop fast horses
and bachelor suppers, mammy, and go
in for legal honors. When I’'m Judge
of the Supreme Court, you can thank
Amy for rousing my ambition, and
making a man of me.”

But Mrs. Chester was not inclined
to thank Amy for anything that
thwarted her own plan.  She could
not resist Guy's caress, or his pet
name of “mammy,” and she was
shrewd enough to see that active op-
position would probably hasten the
catastrophe she dreaded. Guy was

just the man to walk off with Amy to |

church and come back bound for life.
if he saw any prospect of separation.
So the mother smiled and said:

“You headstrong boy! You always
have had your own way, and I sup
pose you always will!”

“That’s a dear mammy,” was the
quick reply. “Tell Amy it’s all right.
111 not interfere- till you settle it all.”’

Then he had walked off whistling,
and Mrs. Chester had sent for Amy.

There was no anger on her *face
when she .bade the shy, gentle girl sit
beside her, only a heavy shadow as if
from terrible grief.

“Amy.” she began, and her tone
had none of its habitual ring of im-
perious’ command, “I. have just had
a long, serious talk with Guy, and
made no impression upon him. So
I have resolved to make an appeal to
your - generosity.”

: Amy’s lips quivered a moment like

1
gvum! SEe1S¢ and

a grieved child’s, but she made no
reply
“You think Guy vealthy,” con-
tinued Mrs. Chester, “because. the es
tate bears | ~ ind I supply his
e t he has I

If he mar-

STANDARD IDEAL FIXTURES ENSURE
PERFECT SANITATION

l In the Bathroom, the Kitchen and Laundry. Standard

Ideal ware is a guarantee against Doctorg’ bills. It is made
after a process which makes the Porcelain enameling practically
a part of the iron.

| discolor.

It will not chip, it will not crack, it will not
[t is always snowy white in appearance. Durability,
beauty  of
the combina-
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STANDARD IDEAL in
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design are
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STANDARD IDEAL Laun-
dry Tubs are great labor
Savers.
two-part design and cast
in one piece.

They are on legs,

They are
nicely enameled with por-
celain and have 12-inch
porcelain enameled backs.

SEXND For CATALOGUE

The STANDARD IDEAL COMPANY, Ltd.

PORT HOPE ONTARIO

WINNIPEG OFFICE: 24 Telfer Building.

Some Solid Facts About Washing

cloths and the machine to use.

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD
KNOW ABOUT THE

GEE WHIZ

WASHING MACHINE

WHY ?

Because ninety-nine out of every hun-
dred that try them, find them to exceed
any other washing machine made, and
to save 75 per cent. of the labor Tequired
to wash by hand on the board. They will
posiiively wash clothes clean without the
use of the washboard ; this includes neck-
bands and wristbands of shirts.

A washing can be done on the GER
WHIZ in half the time it takes to do it on
the other machines. It will wash a
handkerchief as well as a bed quilt or a
length of carpet.

The washing is done by the force with
which the hot soap suds are driven
through the clothing. The machine is

TO SEE IT IS TO TRY IT ingeniously constructed to do this and is

TO TRY IT 1S TO BUY IT S0 easy to operate that a child can ruun it.

The clothes are not subject to grinding or rough usage, and are
clean, too, without having to resort to the Wash Board to finish them.

washed lhor()ugly

And to give you double assurance, the GEF

WHIZ is guaranteed
to fulfil these claims.

Insist on your merchant getting a Gee Whiz for you and if he will not write us
giving his name, and-he will be pleased o send you full particulars,

PRICE $12.50

FOR BOOKLET AND FULL INFORMATION WRITE

E. H. Briggs Co., Ltd.
Winnipeg,

Cut this
out andemail
to us,

If you are think-
ing about buying a
washing machine write us
for illustrated booklet. with
full information. If your dealer
can’t supply you with a Gee Whiz,
let us know his name. Address K. H.
I(RI(}(}S & CO.. Dept. "'W. H. M.,
Winnipeg, Man,

Man.

PDST CARDS 20 Colored Comies 10 ¢ts. 1 N Lo City
.i_g | Views r!\]‘l,\.\‘-~<"~_ 10
e - {  ColoredJamestown Exposition 20 cts. 10Colored A rti ¢
P W SMITH GRUBBER C o0 Nl wsorted. Catalog free, K.Schwagerl & Co.y
(CATALOG FREE-DEPT. =6, LACROSSE. WIS_U S A %t/ West 35 St., New York Cite
SR 25 PREEDEPT. 56, LACROSSE. WIS..U.S A Ny ; West 35 St., New York
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CRESCENT CREAMERY 0., LIMITED

WINNIPEG AND BRANDON
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i
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We Originate,
Others Imitate

Not ONE, but THOUSANDS of cans

containing cream are received at our
Factory from Manitoba Farmers.

Accurate Tests
Trial Solicited

ried to please me he can still have
a home at Chester Hill, but his mar-
riage with a portionless bride will not
please me. You imagine love will
make poverty easy to bear.
not know Guy. He is self-willed and
impetuous. If you uphold him in op-
posing me, he will marry you, and
take you to New York, to live upon
a thousand a year and his hope of be-
ing a great lawyer. And I,” very
slowly and distinctly, “will leave
every dollar I own to a charity, for
I will never forgive him. In a year
or two you will be in debt, Guy will
fret for his club, his suppers, his
horses, and reproach you for his
poverty. He will tire of you, as he
has tired of a dozen fair faces before
yours attracted him, and you will be
the burden and torment of his life.”
“But what am I to do?”
“Leave him. Go at once, without
farewell, to your grandfather’s and
1 will allow your present salary to
continue.”
“No!” was the quiet, firm answer.
“If I go, it will be for Guy’s sake, I
do not require a bribe!”
“It will be better in every way for
you to go, believe me—better in
every way. Guy will forget you in
six months, and marry Laura Marcy,
who will be able to give him every
luxury he now enjoys, and who wor-
ships the ground on which he walks.”
Amy’s sensitive lip curled. Gentle
as she was she had sufficient spirit to
despise the unmaidenly conduct of
her rival. A latent pride, almost hid-
den in her shy, modest nature, was
asserting itself, and spoke presently.
“I will tell you tomorrow,” she said,
“what I will do.”
“And Guy will persuade you to
marry him.”
“T will say nothing of this con-
versation to Guy. You may trust me!”
But Mrs, Chester did not trust her.
: listened for Guy’s step, and,
ng him in the hall, said:
h.you would go to New York
s \J‘U_\'.“ y

You do.

.the long excuse for the trip.

“Won’t tomorrow do?”

“No; you can stay over night, and
come down in the morning; I par-
ticularly wish—" and then followed

“Where’s Amy?” was the expected
question.

“In her own room! Don’t call her,
Guy; she wants to be alone. ~We
have had a long talk.”

“And you were good to her?”

“I said no word of blame. :She will
tell you herself tomorrow.”

“But she can come down just a
minute,”

“If she does, you will miss the
4.30 train, Do go! You owe me some
compliance after this morning!”

And Guy—easy-going Guy—kissed
her and strode away from all happi-
ness. It was noon the next day when
he returned, and his mother met him
at the door again.

“Guy,” says she, “Amy is gone!”

“Gone! Where?”

“I cannot imagine, unless she tells
you in this.” P

And a little note in Amy’s hand-
writing was placed in Guy's gloved
hand.

i e

‘“ One look showed Guy a little figure half lifted fr

om the bed, arms outstretched, lips smiling.
eyes radiant.”

He tore it open quickly. No ad-
dress, no' date, no signature, Oaly
these words:

“It is better in every way for me to
leave you. I shall not return even if
you seek to find me. A penniless
wife would become a burden to you,
even though you loved her. So it is
better to say—farewell.”

That was all!

There was a scene, of course, Mrs.
Chester expected it, but her fastidi-
ous taste was shocked at the quantity
of wine Guy drank at dinner. He
was a'gentleman, and it was against
his former refined ideas to confuse
his brain with drink, but on that night
his ascent of the stairs to his room
was not easily accomplished.

But this was not repeated the next
night, nor had it been when Laura
Marcy came three weeks later. By
that time Guy had worked himself
into a state of sulky resentment
against Amy. He had left no stone
unturned to find her, but having
troubled himself very little about her
antecedents, beyond the fact that his
mother and her own were cousins,
he had entirely forgotten the exist-
tence of her paternal grandparents.

She had never cared for him! She
was a sly little flirt! She would have
married the heir of Chester Hill, but
was afraid to wed a student lawyer
with a thousand dollars a year. She
was mercenary!

So he rang the changes over the
yearning grief he could not smother.
And the ambition she had roused,
the aims she had encouraged, sank
before the reckless quest of pleas-
ures to resist the only really deep
love Guy had ever known. Just in
this state he met Laura Marcy half
way, flirted desperately, rode over the
country roads beside her, till it was
one of the unexplained problems
what saved their necks in their head-
long racing; sang with her, and found
himself bound by an engagement be-
fore he half realized how far he was
involved.

The marriage was hurried on, both
the mother and willing bride ener-
getically preparing all things for a
grand wedding, and within six months
Amy, in her dreary home, reading
her cousin’s letter, said, with a heart-
broken sigh:

“She was right! Guy has forgotten

me in less than six months. Oh, if
1 could only forget!”
But she could not, poor little,

crushed, faithful heart. She thought
she was so far happy, that when her
share of the farm drudgery was over
she could wander in the woods, and
dream her love-dream over, comfort
her aching heart with the memory
of what had been, and whisper with
but a faint, faint hope: “His mother
may be wrong. He loved me so
dearly, he will be faithful, and when
Mrs, ‘Chester sees that, she will re-
lent and send for me.”

She drooped visibly in those sum-
mer days, working over the unaccus-
tomed routine of housework to help
her grandmother, having a tender
love from both the grandparents, but
no mental excitement to drown her
heart’s hunger.

Very conscientiously Amy tried to
do her duty by the old people who
had given her loving welcome, over-
tasking her strength to -aid in the
aaily routine of work, and careful
of many little attentions the young
can so gracefully offer the old.

But there was nothing to feed the
cravings of brain and heart but mem-
ory and that faint hope. And upon
the yearning cry of the loving heart
for love and life came the letter in-
closing Guy’s wedding cards.

“She’s - over quiet for one so0
young,” the country people said,
and looks peaked.” s

But nobody saw the shadow under
\ylnch the girl drooped and faded, her
little feettreading unconsciously in the
valley of Death. And Guy, with his
energetic and boisterous wife, was
plunging into ity life with a rush
and fervor that rather amazed his old
associates.

‘fR:v Jove!” Creighton Daily said,
twirling his blonde mustache, “I al-

| ways thought Chester was one of
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But that one Guy tor
trembling fingers, knowi
tenned the address, in |
mg lines,

“Dear Cousin (the lett
have been very sick all
ting a little weaker eve
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your slow, lazy fellows, who are too
indolent to be vicieus; but he has
awakened up with' a vengeance. He
will break his neck yet on that brute
he rides. I’'m a pretty fair whip, but
i wouldn’t be on her back half an
hour for half a million. No, by Jove!
And he plays so high that even
Grantley whistles over his stakes.
Never in my life saw a fellow so
changed!”

“Somebody said he was ‘going in
for law in earnest,” said a second
voice.

“Bah!” said a third, “his mother’s
estate must come to him, and there’s
all the Marcy money.”

But Guy had found “the Marcy”
had quite a shrewd commercial head
of her own, and meant to keep her
purse-strings in her own fingers.
Every dollar of Mrs. Laura Chester’s
{ortune was securely settled upon her-
self, and she gave her husband to
understand lainly that if he would
gamble and give expensive suppers
he must tax his mother for the cost.

And so, in a mad search for forget-
fulness, a restless desire to be away
from the uncongenial society of his
wife, a dread of the self-reproach of
thought, Guy Chester was throwing
away all the finer instincts of his na-
ture, sinking lower .and lower in the
scale of true manlinesss.

Spring was coming
worn out in spite of his perfect phy-
sique, by late hours and a winter of
reckless dissipation, Guy determined
to run down to Chester Hill for a
week or two.

“If there are any letters for me,
you can open them,” his mother said,
rather carless, now that her point was
gained, of Guy’s knowledge of the
machinery that had been put in op-
<ration to accomplish it. “I leave it
to you to judge if any are important
enough to forward.”

There was but one. for most of
Mrs. Chester’s correspondents were
sufficiently intimate to know they
must use her city address between
November and May. ’

But that one Guy tore open wit
trembling fingers, knowing well who
tenned the address, in faint, waver-
mg lines,

“Dear Cousin (the letter read): I
have been very sick all winter, get-
ting a little weaker every day, and
now I know that I shall never be bet-
ter again. I know I ought not to love
Guy, since he is married, and I try
to remember it is wrong; but when
I am dead, will you not tell him I
left him because I loved him, and you
were so sure it would be better for
him to forget me. Give him my love
—my love that will not die, notwith-
standing I try so hard to killit.

“Amy.”

He never fainted, and he did not
even groan as he read the words; but
setting his teeth hard over a mutter-
ed curse that might have appalled
even his mother’s selfish heart, he
went back to the railway station and
took a train that would carry him to
Harrisburg, the nearest route to the

town from which the letter was
posted.

“Will it be today? Oh, doctor, not
to-day!” said old Mrs. Randolph,

when the doctor turned away from
the bed where Amy lay.

He only shook his head and passed
from the room, while the sobbing old
woman bent over the white, uncon-
scious face upon ‘the pillow. For
nearly a week, since writing her pa-
thetic farewell to love and life. Amy
had lain just so, without any sign of
consciousness, She swallowed obedi-
ently all food, medicine or drink put
to her lips, but she never snoke, never
lifted the drooping lids that half
Lﬁ‘\“f'red her large eyes.

Pa‘smng away peacefully. poor
lamb!” the kind-hearted neighbors

said. and no one hoped ever so faintlv |

for the return of consciousness. But,

again, and,/

s she lay on that still April day, her |

h.‘r"?”h coming with more labored
Sighs, her face growing ghastly with
t‘]" _"'llgh of the great seal, she sud-
senly lifted her hand, opened her
€ves, and smiled,

“Hush! He is coming!” she said.
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We pay by Express Money Order.
cashing, as is the case when checks are used.
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LIMITED.

This is why we can pay the price we do for Butterfat.

/ Qur average price for Butterfat last year was 22c, per
pound. We expect to do as well for our patrons this year,

We employ the most skilled buttermakers in the West.
Our head Buttermaker has secured the following awards for
his Butter : A diploma from the Government Dairy School
A Special Gold Medal donated by the Hon.
Thomas Greenway for Butter scoring the highest of any
exhibited at the Winnipeg Industrial Exhibition in 1896 ;
A Silver Medal at the Winnipeg Industrial Exhibition in 1900 ; Gold Medal and Diploma at the
Winnipeg Industrial Exhibition in 1901, and many other awards.

This insures you against loss or inconvenience in

Ship us a few cans of Cream on trial, and we are satisfied that our methods of doing
business will so please you that you will become our permanent customer.

THE NATIONAL CREAMERY & PRODUCE C0.,

MANITOBA

« National Creamery & Produce Co., Ltd.
: Winnipeg, Manitoba.

See that your Cream Cans are tagged ‘‘ National
Creamery & Produce Company, Limited,’”” and we will do

We have the largest Creamery in Western Canada,
with a churning capacity of over 25,000 pounds per day,
and the way we buy our supplies in large quantities and
the amount of Butterfat we handle daily, enables us to re- »
duce the cost of making a pound of butter to a minimum,
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“Wandering, poor dear,” said one
old crone.

“Guy! Guy!” the pale lips whisper-
ed, and in answer a quick tread
crossed the porch, paused a moment,
and came up the stuircase,

One look showed Guy a little
figure half lifted from the bed, arms
outstretched, lips smiling, eyes radi-
ant. Only one look! Before he
crossed the room Amy sank back
dead. ;

When April came again, sympathiz-
ing friends, deciding which was the
most becoming style of mourning for
Mrs. Guy Chester, said:

“Very sad, so young. Buf, my
dear, he really was most terribly dis-
sipated. His mother is half ruined
paying his debts, and he gambled
fearfully; though, of course, one does
not want to blame the dead, it really
seems providential -that that brute
of a horse threw him, at 1ast, for his
wife is yvoung yet, and so wealthy—
and really, you know ?” and sig-
nificant shrugs finished the sentence.

But Mrs, Chesfer, the heart-broken

| mother, alienafed from her son by

i

his bitfer speeches after Amy  died.
impoverished, childless, leads the life

| of a' recluse, ever tormented by the

haunting question, “Was it befter o

separate those loving hearts, remove
Guy from gentle influences, and dig
two early graves for money’s sake?

e
= =

Mr. Carnegie, in his book, “The Em-
pire of Business,” says: ‘“The first
most seductive peril, and the destroyer
of most young men, is the drinking of
liquor. I say to you that you are more
likely to fail in your career from ac-
quiring. the habit of drinking liquor
than from any or all the other tempta-
tiong likely' to assail you. You may
yield to almost any other temptation
and reform—may brace up, and, if not
recover lost ground, at least remain in
the race, and secure and maintain a
respectable position. But from the in-
sane thirst for liquor escape is almost
impossible. T have known but few ex-
ceptions to the rule.”

Bishop R. S. Foster has sald: “The
church of today, much more the church
of the future, must take to its hea:t
the duty of combining and massing its
force against gigantic atrocity of
Christian civilization that mothers
nine-tenths of the woes and sorrows
that blight and curse our modern age—
the traffic @f iIntoxicants, which hides
its deformity under forms of law. The
conflict is now upon us. The church
must lead in this reform. This is her
most peculiar province. It comes in the
line of the great class of moral Issues
of which she is the recognized guard-

fan. The rum hole must be closed, or
the rum hell will engulf Christendom.
If ever the pulpit had a right, the duty

to flay with unsparing rebuke, it 1is
here.”

According to Secretary Halle, of the
National Liquor League, the dealers in
Indiana are organizing themselves into
congressional distlicts, there remaining
but one to be formed. ‘“When all are
in line, a meeting is to be called to or-
ganize a permanent state assoclation,
and I have been in correspondence with
many of the dealers with that end in
view, and have their assurance that
before the convening of the next legis-
lature an Indiana State Association
will be an accomplished fact.”

Official reports to the State Depart-
ment show that the English people are
changing their drinks; and that beer
and whiskey are steadily giving way to
tea. During the last six years there
has been a decline of mnearly 2,500.000

| barrels in the quantity of beer annual-
|1y consumed in the United Kingdom.
| for the fiscal year 1906 the figures were

| 33,504,000 barrels,

or 27.9 gallons per

capita. There has also been a decrease

| from 1.1 proof gallons to nine-tenths

| an increase of over 10,000,000

of a gallon in the per capita consump-
tion of spirits. Imports of tea for
home consumption in the first seven
months of 19068 were 155,767.710 pounds,
pounds

' above the same period of 1903.
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| veterinary.
How is it with you?

come at any time ?

many other ailments.

Tuttle’s F

horses.

effect, g

5 22

The big stables are alwayé prepared,
The bettle is ready on the shelf.

Are you prepared to treat the common
ailments—the ones that are liable to

f your horse should go lame; should suffer fro
or a sprain; if he should be foundered, or get the colic, or the
rhéumatism, or distemper;
a curb,are you ready to treat him off-hand?

TUTTLE’S ELIXIR

has been for many years the reliance for horsemen for these and

Used as well by skilled veterinaries as by
farmers, breeders, teamsters and other horse owners.
For external and internal use :

When writing advertisers, please mention The

The Horseman’s
Stand-by

The thorough horseman is never with=
out his favorite remedy.
afford to be always at the mercy of the

He cannot

\

m a cut, a l(ick.'

should develop a spavin, a splint or

» forills of men, women and children,

Tuttle’s White Star, the best healing and drying liniment.
Tuttle’s American Condition Powders, the best blood purifier

Tuttle’s American Worm Powders, absolutely certain in their
naranteed in every case to expel all worms.

Tuttle’s Hoof and Healing
Ointment, a perfect cure for hard
and cracked hoofs and all diseases
of the hoof.

Price on Tuttle’s Remedies:

On and after this date the price of
Tattle’s Family and Horse Elixir will
be $4.00 per doz.; Condition Powders,
& $2.00 per doz.; Worm Powders, $2.00
E per doz. ; Hoof Ointment, $4.00; White
E gehr Liniment, $4.00. Bottle sent by
E mail, $0.75.

Horse Book Free

‘We publish a book of 100 pages entitled,
‘‘Veterinary Experience,” which con-
tains the experience of our Dr. S. A,
Tuttle, who has for many years been a
successful veterinary surgeon. It is a
clear illustration an({ description of the
, horse and his diseases.

F Send for * Veterinary Experience
and other printed matter—FREE,

Beverly St., Boston, Mass.

FFICE—32 San Gabriel St., Montreal, Canada.
CHICAGO OFFICE—311 East 63rd Sl&thlc-go. Illinois. =
- A. SHAW, 1209 West Washington Los Angel

es,
Western Home Monthly,
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and kinks both wires.

WilTH FOR CATALOGUE.

ew oy

writin rtisers, please mention The

Heavy coiled steel wire fence, hard steel wire lock that does not rust or slip

and 7 Allheavily galvanized and is replacing other makes of
fencing using lighter gauged wire.

Can be erected as cheaply as barb wire and

DOES NOT INJURE STOCK.

BUY THE BEST, AGENTS WANTED.

The Great West Wire Fence Company, Ltd.,

76 LOMBARD ST., WINNIPEG, CANADA.
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During the present month we ex-
changed over four hundred letters, writ-
ten in answer to letters which appeared
in past issues of this magazine. We are
daily in receipt of letters of praise
from readers in all parts of Western
Canada for our generosity in placing
space In our magazine at the disposal
of those who desire to get acquainted
one with the other. We will continue
the good work, gnd, invite those who
desire to address any of the writers in
these columns to enclose their letter to
us and we will forward it on. Please
put a two cent stamp on all letters in-
‘tended for re-mailing from this office.
When writing always give us your full
name and address, not necessarily for
publication but as an evidence of good
faith,

A Voice From B. C.

Heriot Bay, Valdez Island, B. C.,
March 19,1907.
Editor.—I am looking for a wife. You
will do me a great favor by putting me
in correspondence with some good
woman who would be willing to change
a bachelor’s life into the life of a mar-
ried man. I am a farmer. Any young
woman looking for a good home please

write and I will answer all letters.
‘“Fur Fur.”

Ike Likes “Brown Eyes.”
Nutana, Sas., Feb. 12, 1907.
Editor—I am a constant reader of
your magazine. I enclose letter; please
forward to ‘“Brown Eyes,” of Portage
la, Prairie,
i (lLke'iI

Books are Good Friends.

Hanley, Sask., Feb. 25, -907.
Editor.—Kindly forward letter to “A
Man from Ontario.” Enclose letter;
appeared in your August number. I en-
Joy reading the Western Home Monthly,
especially the pages devoted to the
young people of the West. I feel sorry
for the young men who come West and
seek amusement which they would
otherwise shun. Of course, they can
always have recourse in books, and
g00d books are good friends. What
these young bachelors need is a good
home, a good, kind, loving wife to make

home gweet home.
‘“Bachelor Girl.”

No Old Guyer for Molly!
Murchison, Man., Feb. 21, 1907.
Editor.—I have been a reader of your
paper for four years, and find it a most
interesting magazine. I would like to
correspond with some of the young
farmers. T am 5 feet, 6 inches, weigh
129 pounds, age 18, dark brown hair,
blue eyes, light complexion, can do
as some call themselves young at forty.
housework to a fare-you-well. I would
like to correspond with some young
farmer between 20 and 25 years of ag
“Irish Molly.”

From a Follower of Cain.
Spruce Grove, Alta., Feb. 27, 1907.
Editor.—Your magazine is all right,
I am a blacksmith, also a subscriber,
and I read your correspondence with

great interest.

It think it so hard for a young man
to hammer the anvil and cook his own
meals as well. I want to get acquaint-
ed with some respectable girl. I am
American born, 28, dark blue eyes, dark
hair, weight 175 pounds, do not drink.
“Blacksmith.”

A Chance for “Livery Boy.”
Cypress River, Man., Jan. 14, 1907.
Editor.—I am an interested reader of
your correspondence columns and would
like very much to be of real use in
brightening the gloom of the life of
some lonely bachelor by opening a cor-

respondence with some of them. By
opening correspondence with some
young girl their

winter evenings may
be brightened. I would like especially
to correspond with “Livery Boy” and
any others who feel so inclined.

“Nut-Brown Maid.”

Daddies on Boozology.

Melita, Man., Jan. 26, 1907.
Editor.—Perhaps I should add a word
of commendation to your magazine, The
Western Home Monthly, I look for-
ward to the coming each month with a
great deal of pleasure. I consider any
one well repaid for what the magazine
cost them. I have been deeply inter-
ested in the different articles which
have appeared from time to time dur-
ing the past years. T read the views of

the different *daddies” on boozeology
which appear in your correspondence
columns. Ag a judge down fin Indiana
once said, “that the cause of S0 many
divorces was women’s inclination for
dry goods and men’s for wet  poods. "

Some of those daddies seem tn

have
their craniums filled with a desire for
a2 man of means instead of ga mean

man, or professional men and city life.
Well, T have livéd in a few of the large

cities and most of them are fille dwith

suicides, divorces and automobiles. 1f
I owned some of these cities and the
hot place I would rent them and iive on
the other uroperty. Arthur Rover, 5
writer in your magazine, who claims to
have been to the South pole, East to
Eternal procession of the Esquimaux,
north to the Auroro Borealis and out
west to jsundown, seems to have a peck
at “Farmer's Daughter” because she
has her gky piece stuffed with “women’s
rights.” Well, I believe in women’'s
rights to a certain degree. A man
should never raise his hand to a wWo-
man, always take an axe.
“Anti-Booze Canadian.”

A Voice from the Far North.

Ft. Saskatchewan, Alta., Dec, 4, 1906.

Editor.—I would like to correspond
w'th ‘“Bessie B” in September number.
‘Will you kindly send me her name and
address and oblige.

“Big Buck.”

One for “Vinca.”

- : Arcola, Sask., April, 1907.

Editor.—Please forward the enclosed
letter to the correspondent signing
herself “Vinca” in December number.

“Arcola.”

Must Address Letter to “Blonde.”

Clair, Sask., Feb. 22, 1907.
Editor.—I am a reader of your valu-
able monthly and find it very interest-
ing, especially the correspondence part,
Please send me the address of the
young lady who signs herself “Blonde’”
in the January number.
‘“Merry Bachelor.”

Wanted Young Woman of 20.

Mayville, Alta., March 24, 1907.

Editor.—Your correspondence columns
are immense, I am in a part of the
country where young ladies are scarce.
My trouble, however, is that I am very
reserved and am not likely to make
many lady friends around here for two
reasons: 1, that the girls are either mar-
ried or are children, 2, I do not care
sufficiently for dances. Of course the
ladies will say what a selfish fellow.
I am not a dancer and am not looking
for a feed; and the inducements are not
sufficient to tempt me out of a frosty
night. I ‘do not live in the wilderness
and am not a “batcher” but a “bache-
lor.” If any young womanof my own
age (20) cares to correspond with me
please give her my address.

“Stub L.”

‘Who Measures Up to this Standard?

Touchwood, Sask.. March 22, 1907.

Editor.—It has been both a profit and
a pleasure to me to read your valuable
magazine for the past two Years. I am
a subscriber. I would not miss one
copy for the world. I take great inter-
est in your correspondence columns of
late as I am one of the lonely bachelors
of the wide West who is building up
a home for himself and in doing so
would like to get some good girl as a
wife to help me in this important task.

As to myself, I am of fair height.
length and gize, and in emergency might
make a good telephone pole provided
I was planted right and properly treat-
ed. I am of fair complexion, do not use
liquor or tobacco in any shape or form
as I have been brought up to shun these
things, and more, I don’t even know
the taste of liquor. I have my faults
like other people, am generally con-
sidered good looking, am fond of music
and art, though I am not gifted in these
lines. My literary tastes run in the
line of works that are founded on fact,
not the kill-me-quick gort. I,have one
of the finest homesteads in the district
and am duly proud of it. Therefore, I
want some young lady who is not afraid
or ashamed to help a fellow build up
a home that will be a credit to any
community. As to my wants, I am
rather hard to suit in the line of a
1ife partner, as I have an ideal which
I would like to have her come up to.
I would like to correspond with some
young ladies who are musically in-
clined, who have refined tastes, and are
not too fond of this world’s pleasures
and would give proper tt:ntion to tre
making of a home. I gJon’t want the
expensive sort, but just a good every-
day respectable sort, with plenty of life
and fond of harmless conversation, not
gosslp or slander. I prefer a fair com-
nlexion, with either blue or dark eyes,
dark hair, fairly tall and proportionate-
ly built, of good figure, and above all,
healthy and strong, with a loving dis-
position and ‘used to farm life. Must
be a good cook and housekeeper.
“Lonely Hopeful.”

Rosebud Wants to Correspond.

Alameda, Sask., March 12, 1907.
Editor.—Having become interested in
your correspondence columns, I beg
leave to forward you my impressions.
I must say that the individual who
gave himself the flashing name of
“Devil” must be possessed of a con-
siderable amount of self pride. I wish
to ask him how long is that trumpet he
speaks about? He thinks that girls are
his inferior. T fancy he must either be
dreaming or writing when in a fit of
jealosuy. He has forgotten his mother
Or sisters, or has the misfortune of not
being intimate enough with them. He

saloons, .dead-beats, thiaves, grafters,

asks the girls to criticize him. I
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“Sky Lark’s” letter most
He is more modest reg
merits than our worthy fi
mentioned. Well, as every
has given a description of t
al appearance, I will fall in
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would like to be able to pen all my
opinions of him to himself. I think
“Sky Lark’s” letter most interesting.
He is more modest regarding his
merits than our worthy friend afore-
mentioned. Well, as every person else
has given a description of their person-
al appearance, I will fall in line and do
the same. You know the old saying,
“out of fashion, out of the world.” I
am the average height, blue eyes, dark
hair. I am a fair cook and handy with
the needle, and have the 'average
farmer girl’s education, am very fond
of music and able to play a little. I
would like to correspond with some
,young man in Western Canada.
*“Rose Bud.”

Burnside, Man., Feb. 21, 1907.
Editor.—I am a reader of your valu-
able paper and like it fine. Please for-
ward enclosed letter to “A Dark Eyed

Maiden,” and oblige. “Shorty.”

Hillburn, Feb. 25, 1907.

Dear Sir.—Please send enclosed letter
to “Carry” in your January number,
: “Jimmy.”

Sidney, Feb. 21, 1907
Dear Sir.—Please forward the en-
closed sealed letter to the girl writing
from Minicta, Man, who signs her
name “Romola.” “Sidney.”

Wants the Address of a Swell Lady.

Sask., Jan. 24, 1907.

Editor.—If I may venture on such an
important topic as matrimony, I would
say the boys, or some of them, are
making a mistake in thinking they
require a wife. No man is ready ér
capable of choosing a wife while he has
the notion that he wants a wife for a
chore boy. When the time comes for a
man to fall in love with any lady, he

will not think whether she is able or |
unable to work, but will think to win |
her and keep her in luxury and happi- |

|
| Girls Not All the Same.
England, Feb. 6th, 1907.
Dear Editor.—I like your splendid
magazine so much that I wish to show
my appreciation in a practical way, by
enclosing subscription for a year. I do
80 enjoy reading the correspondence
columns. I sghould think, by the many
flerce attacks on “Home Lover’s” let-
ter, that that gentleman is beginning to
be “sorry he spoke.” I thought his let-
ter rather funny myself, there is so
much a “There—you~are-girls. you-may-
take-me-or-leave-me’ kind of flavor
about it. Perhaps his bark is worse
than his bite, and he painted himself
in pretty black colors to scare off the
“cripples, lazy girls and Roman Catho-
lics” mentioned by another correspond-
ent. I wonder if he has “got off”’ yet.
I can sympathize with the young man
signing himself “Limber Jim,” as I
have just been served the same way
myself, only in this case it is the man
that has been cruel, and not the girl. T
have been corresponding with a Can-
adian young man for a long time, have
been engaged to him in fact, and have
had to put up with a lot of opposition
because I would not give him up when
things did not go just well with him,
and then in just one short week he met
a girl he thought he liked better and
calmly threw me over for her, and at
once acquainted me with the fact with-
out expressing a word of regret at his
cruel condubtt. So I think “Limber
Jim” is wrong when he says girls are
all the same. I might just as well
think that all Canadian young men are
the same ag the one I have Just men-
tioned, but I don’t because I know some
who have always acted on the straight.
“Englishwoman No, 1.”

Chance for Good Looking Fellow.

Ladstock, Sask., Feb. 21, 1907.
To the Editor.—I have been reading
the letters in the Western Home Mon-

SINGLE BLESSEDNESS,

ness at perhaps the cost of great labor
to himself. I woula like to have the
address of some swell lady. I almost
forgot to tell you that I am honest, in-
dustrious, sober and in good circum-
stances. Am 5 feet, 8 mnches high; have
brown grey eyes, light brown hair,
8004 teeth and a gooa appetite.
“Flunkey Frank.”

We’ll Send it Along, Henry.

Rouleau, Sask., Feb. 27, 1907.
Editor.—Please address and forward

the enclosed letter to “One of the Las-
Sies,” Portage la Prairie. “Henry.”

Leduc, Alta., March 20, 1907.

Editor.—Please forward enclosed .let- |

ter to “Blue Bell*No. 2” in February
issue. “August.”

to “Bob,” Saskatoon. “Nelly."”

Elditor.—Please forwarg letter en-
closed to “Sky lark” in February is-|

Editor.—Please forward leter enclosed ]
Sue, “Denny.” |

Can’t Give Her Address.

.Red Deer, Alta., March 16, 1907.
E‘dltur.‘l’lease send me the address]
of “English Widow” in your February
issue, “Farmer.” ’

Red Deer, Alta., Feb. 8, 1907.

Editor.hPIenso forward enclosed let-
ter to Peter Walton, Ontario.

“M. A.S.”

‘ Red Deer, Alta., Feb. 20, 1907.
Editor.—Please forward letter en-

E!DOIS“'? to "Adolph” Strome, Alta., and
1ge .
Winnipeg, March 21, 1907. |
u'(v‘P"?‘ —Send enclosed  letter to
arr who wrote in your January
nNum} ind oblige. “Sandy.”

thly and would like to correspond with
one of the bachelors. I am a young lady
fairly good education and can play the
piano. I am Scotch and would like g
nice tall fellow, good looking, with blue
eyes and in a good position, One who
has no bad habits. Trusting that one
or two of your bachelor correspondents

| will write me a line. “Violet.”

Daisy Likes Tall Dark Fellow.

Sask.,, Feb. 1st, 1907.
To the Editor.—I am desirous of be-
coming acquainted with some Western
bachelor who has a comfortable home.
I am a farmer’s daughter and can do
all kinds of housework. I am five feet
four inches high, with blue eyes and
brown hair. Would like a tall, dark
fellow, who has not bad habits. I am
19 years old and quite musical. Hoping
to hear from some of the bachelors
soon. “Daisy.”
Rocanville, Sask.
Dear Sir.—Please forward enclosed
letter to “One Fair Maiden of Alta..” in
reply to her letter which appeared in
February number, “Jim.”

“Chatterbox” to “Sloppy Soby.”

Brandon, Feb. 1907.

Dear Sir.—In reading your corres-
pondence colunms I think you have a
great many fine bachelors who would
not have any trouble in choosing a good
wife if they had the chance to meet
them. but away on a farm forty mileg
from nowhere, I think it must be hard

| and lonesome for them. I am very
| much taken ~with the letter “Sloppy

Soby” writes and would like to corre-
spond with him. T am 31 vears old,
have blue eyes, dark hatr, stand 5 feet
3 inches, weigh between 125 and 130
pounds, a very good housekeeper and

fond of country life and home.

“Chatterbox.”

Basswood, Man., Feb. 25,1907
Dear Editor.—Please forward the en-

closed letter to one who signs himself

e — e

¢s» The Natural Cur
¢®"  For Rheumatism

“Fruif-a-tives” remove from the blood the peisen
ik which causes Rheumatism.,

‘Rheumatism means of bowels, kidneys and skin,
poisoned blood. The This is the only possible
kidneys, bowels and skin way in which Rheumatism can
should rid th system of be cured to stay cured. And

|

waste matter. If either ‘‘Fruit-a-tives’’ i§ the only
of these vital organs remedyin thelworlld
become weakened : % that completely
or diseased, the * Fruit-a-tives’” eradicates .tllie
body cannot throw . disease from the
off this waste fast will cure system. :
enough. almost any case ‘‘ Fruit-a-tives ”’

One of these body | ) . are fruit juices in
poisons is UREA, of Rheumatism, which the natural

which is eliminated Sciatica, medicinal action of
both by the kidneys 7!5 2 - fruit is many time
and skin. If the Neural . ... | increased by _1ihe
skin action is poor process of combin-

—if thekidneys are inflammed ing them. ~ .

—urea stays in the system—  Then tonics and antiseptics are added
is changed into uric acid— and the whole made into tablets. soc. a-

carried by the blood to the Ivuretives Lymiied, Ot "
nerves and joints—and causes : : :
Rheumatism.

‘‘Fruit-a-tives’’ cure Rheu-
matism because they eliminate
urea, by increasing the action

“THE HOUSE WHERE QUALITY REIGNS.’

JEWELS

For the Summer Bride and Brldesmalds.

Here follows evidence—if such be needed—of the wisdom of purchasing
your Wedding Jewellery from ‘¢ Birks’.” Every piece a gem, as to work-
manship and quality, tasteful and inexpensive.
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24204. Pearl Initial Safety Pin, FR%. Retrl Lavi S Balkty
$425 ;

24515. Fine Ame-
thyst and Pearl
Heart Pendant,
with Necklet $18.00

24512.

Baroque Pearl e 24284, Initial Hat [li
Flower  Pendant 24407. Fine Pearl and Diamond Pin, any initial, set [}
with Necklet,§13.50 Brooch or Pendant, $90.00 with pearls, $6.00

In the making of special
Monogram ° Jewcllery. ten
days time is required.

24280. Pearl Double
24470. Pearl Star and 24283. Monogram Bar Pin, Heart Broock. with any
Crescent, £6.30 in Pearls, $10.00 two initials, $18.00

OUR MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT will serve you to your satisfaction,
no matter where you live. ‘‘Your money back if desired’’ is your safe-
guard.. Write for complete Catalogue.
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Allow me to introduce

PAY ROLL

(BRIGHT PLUG)

Chewing Tobacco

Write tor Hlustrated Catalogue H. and Prices, on our Coil Spring

Wire Fence. For strength, durability, ease of construction, lasting
qualities, the Anchor Fence has no equal in the market. We manu-
facture the Majestic Woven Wire Fence also.

PROMPT SHIPMENTS

We have a good stock at Brandon, Man.,
Moosejaw, Sask., and Calgary, Alta., of the
following goods:—Chatham Fanning Mills,
Chatham Farm Scales, Chatham Incuba-
tors and Brooders, Chatham Separators,
for oats and wheat, Chatham Kitchen Cab-
inets, Chatham Grain Picklers.

Parties living on the main line between
Pense and Swift Current and on the Soo line,
send orders to Bunnell & Lindsay, Moose Jaw,
distributing agents for that territory. Alberta
customers send orders to John I. Campbell,
Calgary, and orders for other territory to be
sent to Wm. Atwell, Brandon, Man.
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“Devil” in the February issue of your
\“Kitten."

Birnie Bachelor Wakes UD.

Birnie, Man., Feb. 18, 1907.
Dear Editor.—I am a bachelor and
live 2% miles from Birnie. 1 would
like to correspond with some girl as I
am tired of living alone. I am 24 years
old, and stand 5 feet 4 inches. I have
160 acres of land and a good shack to
live in and plenty of wood to keep her

warm. “Birnie Bachelor.”

Fat Lady not Wanted.

Medicine Hat, Alta., Feb. 18, 1907.

The Editor.—I have always been in-
terested in the fair sex and my interest
has been augumented by reading the
many letters in your valuable maga-
zine. . Some men want too much and
some too little.. So while I am in press-
ing need, having decided that it is no
longer good for me to be alone, and it
makes no difference about the nation-
ality or kind; yet I would not be con-
tented with a mere :cook. To be sure
she must be a good cook, not too bad
to look at, not so fat that her tracks
are greasy, and she must not be run-
ning around the neighborhood_gossip-
ping and letting the biscuits burn or
take three hours to comb her hair when
we want to go somewhere. Such a one
would find in me a faithful and affec-
tionate husband. Now, where is she"{ I
mean business, “Overland Shine.

Leduc, Alta., Feb. 20, 1907.
Editor.—Please forward this letter to
the lady who signs herself “One Fair
Maiden of Alberta,” in the ‘Februg’ry

number. ‘W. A.

Can Play Piano, Paint and Shoot.

Balcarres, Sask., March 10, 1907.
Rdtior.—I have read with increasing
interest the correspondence in your
paper in the matrimonial question.
Now, I am a young woman, 19 years
old and not too bad for looks. I am
about medium height. T would like to
get married to some honest young man
who does not use liquor, and he must
be good looking. He can smoke, if he
likes. I am a very good housekeeper,
can play the piano and paint, and am a
very good shot with the rifle. I do not
like tooting my own horn, so if any
young man wishes to correspond with

me I will answer all letters.
“Fair Fae.”

John Bull on the Scent.

Bagot, March 16, 1907.
Editor.—~I read in a CcOpY of your
magazine Wwhich my son-in-law sub-
soribed for, a letter from an English
widow in which she states that she
wants a husband. I am an Englishman
and would like an English lady for a
wife. I am a widower, a farmer, age
43. I have a good comfortable home,
no outside work, and lots of help in the

home. “John Bull”

The Masher is Long-Winded.

Moose Jaw, March 15, 1907.

Editor.—I am a subscriber to your
magazine and greatly interested in your
correspondence columns. It is amusing
as well as interesting to read the differ-
ence of opinion and the line of thought
brought out by some of the writers,
also to study and form ideas of the
character and personality of the writers,
and also the different opinions of the
real virtues of an ideal husband or
wife.  Now, I happen to be in a class
called bachelors. I cannot say I am
really in love with my lot’as such. I
have batched at intervals and find it
lonesome, and taken together it is not
a very desirable life. Some men expect
their . better half to do all kinds of
slavish work. Woman, in my estima-
tion is man’s helpmate (not slave, and
the type of woman I would say to be
a model wife is one that is willing to
work in the interest of her husband, to
share with him the ups and downs of
this life and try to make home com-

fortable, cheerful and pleasant. of
course, the man should dc his part to
make home agreeable. They should

consult one another upon intended or
suggested improvements or purchases.
Many a man has gone to the “wall” by
keeping his real financial standing from
his wife and allowing her to go on in
her extravagances, when, if she really
knew his financial standing she (if the
right kind of wife) would be only tgo
willing to sacrifice to help to elevate

The MANSON CAMPBELL CO., CHATHAM, ONT.
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him to a more substantial footing, or in
other words, live according to their
means. . Say, Mr. Editor, I think I
should have been a preacher. What do
vou "think? It is sometimes easier to
talk than to practice what one preache<«
Some of the lady writers are very hard
on tobacco and strong drink. Well, T
used to be myself, but I have seen
plenty of life’'s other side in that re-

spect, especially strong drink.

l.adies; how abont chewing gum? T
would rather see a man smoke than a
lady chew gum. I want none of 4t in
mine, but I suppose she had better chew

gum than chew the “rag.” T think we

housekeeper she would make or the
kind of temper she has. For my own
part I am rather a little partial to that
auburn or blonde colored hair. My
choice in this respect may seem peculiar
since I have brown hair myself, but if
you ever see me' you might think me
more peculiar. If any young lady in
your large circle would like to ex-
change views with me on matrimony or
any other topic of interest, they will
find my name and address with the
editor. I will not ask her to write
first, only merely to intimate her willin-
ness to do so to me and I will answer
all letters and questions to the best of
my ability. Yes! and I will exchange
photos. I am not pretty but will be
willing to show myself ag I am in the
market for a true, loving and affection-
ate wife and not a slave, and one that
does not want a slave for a husband.
I am not rich and never will be until
I get a wife, and then I will consider
myself a rich man. Houses and land
I have some, but a wife ‘“none.”

“The Masher.”

Wanderer Wants a True Home.

Earlville. Alta., March 12, 1907.
Editor.—The discussion of the matri-
monial question in these columns is
amusing, also instructive. Most of the
writers see it only from one point of
view, their own.  Many do not under-
stand the conditions of the West. Here
you find men of all classes, the majority
of them wide-awake, clever fellows.
Their object to make money and a place
for themselves in the coming country.
A great many of them will leave as
soon as they have a competence, unless
they have a home here by that time.
The longing for a mate grows on them
in this almost womanless West.
Most of these young men would
love and give a good honest girl
a square deal. What the man here
in the North-West wants most is the
refining influence of woman. Chief of
all, that sensible, lovable, sweet na-
tured one, known as the womanly wo-
man, capable and intelligent. What I
want is a compgnion and chum, a girl
who will have a smile and a cheerful
greeting for me. The wife makes the
home and I want a girl who will make
a true home. Intelligent? Neat? Yes!
but above all, “homey.”

“Wanderer.”

T.umber Jack Likes Cheerful Bessie.

Fort Saskatchewan, April 9, 1907.
Editor.—I have been a steady reader
of your Western Home Monthly for
some time, although not a subscriber as
yet. I think yours the most perfect
all round home magazine in the mar-
ket and I admire it in every way. The
correspondence columns are quite a
feature. Some of the letters from
both sexes are interesting, in fact really
good. I have a farm and intend going
to live on it this spring. I notice a
letter in your February issue from a
voung lady who calls herself “Cheerful
Bessie” and T think she is just the girl
I am hunting for. XKindly forward the

enclosed letter to her.
“Lumber Jack.”

Frank Sends Letter to Blonde.

Hardisty, Alta., March 21, 1907.
Editor.—I enjoy reading your inter=-
esting magazine, especially the corre-
spondence columns. The bachelors are
very numerous in this part of the
part of the country .and as yet the
Jadies are very scarce, therefore, I
would like to get acquainted with some
of the young ladies through your col-
umns. I believe thdt “Woman’s
Friend” has very high ideals, but never=
theless she has some very good ideas.
Will you please address the enclosed
letter to “Blonde” whose letter appear-

ed in your January issue and oblige.

“Frank.”

Denholm, March 22, 1907.

Editor.—I take great interest in read-
ing. the legtters in your correspondence
columns. I am one of those lonely
bachelors and would like to know if
there is a woman between the age of
25 and 35 years who would correspond
with me. I do not want a slave. I
want an agreeable companion and if
she can cook Irish lemons as good
as I can she will suit. Since I have
been batching I have learned that a wo-
man has enough to do in the house
without going out to feed pigs and
other stock. or pitching hay. I think
that sort of work unsuitable for a wo-
man. As for my part, T shall never ask
my wife to go in the field and work. I
have always fed my pigs-. and calves
and all other stock myself. If I\am
away they can wait until T come home.

Changing the subjedt, I agree with
“Manitoba Maid” and ¥‘Another Inter-
ested Reader” that many of the bache-
lors ask too much of their intended
better half. I know a number of
bachelors who are one hundred carat
fine. I have met a few yvoung ladies
in the West who rank well up with the
best of our hachelors, Huti they are few
and far apart. I woOuld like to make
the acquaintance of one or two by cor-
respondence. I would do all in my

peculiarities and tempers. One writer
ybijects to red or auburn hair The
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| color of the hair does not matter much,

| it does not indicate the kind of cook or |

all have our little bad habits, our own"

power to make a ‘food woman happy. I
| prefer Protestant correspondents as
am one myself, Scotch at that.
Hoping that I wlill receive a nice
letter "or two from those who are
sincere, “Scotch Farmer.”
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Here is Another with the Fever.

Indianford, March 28, 1907.

Editor.—I have taken your Western
Home Monthly for the past two years
and think it is just fine. I like to
read the correspondence columns. I
think some of the young bachelorg are
looking for a slave. I think that when
a girl of good character gets married
she should have a good -home and live
comfortably without any hard work be-
ing rushed at her. If the wife wants
to go to town or anywhere else she
should have a horse and buggy ready
to take her there, The wife has as
much right to drive as has the hus-
band. I am a young man 23 years of
age, good looking, fair complexion, stand
5 feet 10 inches in height and weigh
164 pounds. I am a member of the
Methodist church and a good Christian
young man, brougth up in a Christian
home. I was raised on a farm and
came from Ontario with my father and
mother some 18 years ago. I do wish
you would- give me the address of a
few young ladies. ‘“Lonely BillL.”

A @ood Sort of Chap.

Rathwell, Man., March 20, 1907.

Editor.—I am a delighted reader of
your good magazine. I have read a
number of the letters from bachelors
and think that it is not a wife they
want but a mule team to go and do
their work. If the wife does the
several household duties, viz., cooking,
mending, etc., she should not be ex-
pected to do more. One bachelor says
that the girls are the cause of some
men drinking to excess, but I have seen
good women having drunken, good for
nothing husbands—who spent their
wages in the rum shop—while the wife
had to work hard so that the little ones
might get bread. I think it a down-
right shame for any man to treat. a
woman in that way. I would not want
a woman to feed pigs or calves as I
knaow that they have enough to do with-
out doing these ¢hings. I am a young
man, 19 years old, dark complexion,
brown eyes. I attend the Methodist
church and Sunday school and am not
very anxious to get married, but if I
should meet anyone in my correspond-
ence whom I would grow to like I
should not hesitate doubling up 1
should like the address of the young
woman who signs herself ‘“Blonde,” also
“Carrie.” I do not use strong drink
or tobacco. “Buster Brown.”

Address Them Through this Magazine.

Moose Jaw, March 11, 1907.
Editor.—Will you give me the address
of “English Widow,” *‘“Polly Flinders”
and “Marjorie” whose letters appeared
in your February number.
“Busy Bachelor.”

‘Would Exchange Photos.

Findlay, Feb. 12, 19497,
Editor.—In looking through your core-
*exoonMace in thks Western Heme
weurd like to exchaage
photos with tne young man who signs
his name ‘“Adolphe of Kentucky.” 1 am
twenty years old, light comlexion, have
a small fortune of my own of 8t¢50
yearly. Am from the East, have been
in Manitoba. ten months and want a

home of my own.
“Winter Sunshine.”

WAUIALIILY I

Amost Any Sort of Female.
Mandal, Sask., Feb. 7, 1907.

Dear Editor.—Having got hold of
your splendid magazine my eye stole a
glace at the correspondence column,
which I enjoyed very much, and 1 got
the idea I would write and gee if any
girl would answer—it makes no differ-
ence whether it is a girl or not, a young
widow would do, and if someone would
write to me I would be thankful to the
Western Home Monthly for putting me
into correspondence. I do not like the
novelty of batching and 1 regret to say
that it seems no girls are coming in
either, and the few that are here are
s0 ‘“high turned” that it is impossible
to get near them. Some 0f the writers
say that the men are S0 rough in this
country, bu I advise them to come up
here, and see all the nice young bache-
lors, and I am one of them. 1 dare not

say that I abstain from liquor and
tobacco, but 1 can take care of my-
self. “Very Anxious.”

Whitewood, Sask., Feb. 135, 1907.
Editor.—Please forward enclosed let-
ter to young man signing himself
“Young Jim,” of Swan River, in Janu-

ary number. Daisy.”

Knocks Out Red Hot Liner.

Arizona, Man., March 24, 1097.
Dear Editor.—I always read with
great interest the numerous letters in
Your correspondence columns each
month and enjoy them very much. I
am not much of a scribe myself and
ve refrained from giving my views
different subjects until now.
In last month’s issue T noticed a
from “A Woman’s Friend” and T do
ot think I would be doing the men.
nd some of the honorable women, jus-
in letting her letter go unchal-
neged. In the first place it states that
! per cent of the men today are de-
‘aded, immoral, being not fit for the
vine-herds and - seeking whom they

let-

may devour, and, on the other hand, 99 l
per cent. of the gentler sex are good
and pure, and the remaining one per
cent. owe their downfall to the 99 per
cent. of the opposite sex. Now, Mr.
Editor, I think you will agree with me
that the party must have had consider-
able personal experience with this class
of people or she would not be able to
picture them so vividly in her “prayer.”
She also states that 99 per cent. of the
women marry for love and love alone.
I have travelled over several countries,
met all classes of girlg of different na-
tionality and I think I can safely say
that not more than one per cent. of
them marry their “ideal” and not more
than fifty per cent. of them marry for
love and love only. Could give you
several reasons why the other 50 per
cent. marry. 'One is, they may never
get another chance and have no particu-
lar dislike for the party who asks their
hand in marriage, or perhaps he may
have a good position, and be in good
circumstances and when they weighed
the matter up they considered they
would prefer being his wife, rather than
an old maid. I could name scores of
reasons but space will not permit. I
have known women who were supposed
to be greatly in love with one of the
opposite sex, and gave him to under-
stand he was the only one. He had a
good position, being a professional man,
and when his health failed him and he
went farming she recoiled from him as
though he were a serpent.

Young men, it would be wise before
taking the final step to ascertain which
is the chief attraction, yourself or your
position. I am not one of the sharks
“A Woman’s Friend” speaks of, though
I use tobacco but am a total abstainer.
Of course, we cannot all be perfect like
“A. Woman’s Friend” but I think it
would be well for her to memorize these
few lines which I have just clipped
from a paper.

“There is so much bad in the bestof
us,

And so much good in the worst of us,

That it hardly becomes any of us

To speak evil of the rest of us.”

Hoping this letter will by chance es-
cape the waste-paper basket and wish-
ing you and all the readers a prosperous
New Year. “Fair Play.”

Marriage Without Love is a Failure.

Olds, Alta., March 17, 1907.
Editor.—Having read with interest
your correspondence columns for some
time, I thought I would try my hand.
I have lived in the West four years, am
a bach, as they call us single men of
marriageable age, and have noticed
that some bachelors are no good, also
that some are good decent ftellows. 1
admire a man who helps his wife with
her household duties, and I think a man
who wants a woman to do chores should
buy some of the latest labor saving
machines. I pity the man who gets
“Carry,” who wrote in the January
number, as she seems too imperative
in her demands. I like to see a man
make hig wife as happy and comfortable
as possible and a true woman should
make it her aim to make her partner
happy also. A man who gets drunk
and abuses his wife is, in my estima-
tion, a beast of low ideals and inordin-
ate appetite. Let the girls beware and
shun the man who likes the flowing
bowl, so also let the young man shun
the girl who keeps bad company, also
the two-faced lass and the girls who
think of nothing but dress and pleasure.
Let both the young woman and man
look well before they marry, for on
their foresight and choice depends their
future happiness./ Marriage without
love is a failure“as has oft been proved.
There is great room for reform in the
manners and morals of both sexes, as
none of us are perfect. Let not the fair
sex get the idea that the bachelors are
a bad lot, and the lads should not de-
nounce the fair sex just becaus;a1 t}:ey
not happen to love them. “Limber
g?m" mus?pbe afflicted with bad sight
or he would surely see a real lady once
in a while. There are lots of them.
Jim. Have another look and you may
vet be a happy husband. I would be
pleased to correspond with some of the

s of your paper.
fair reader y Piardy Gent”

A Reasonable Sort of Chap.
Banell, Alta.,, April 11, 1907.

Rditor.—Being a reader of your very
excellent magazine I take much pleas-
ure in reading the correspondence
pages. Some of your male co_rrespond-
ents want a great deal for their money,
don’t they? I am a farmer, not wealthy.
but healthy, heady, and a worker. I
am 29 vears old, five feet, eleven inches,
fair comnplexion, a Methodist, don’t nse
the weed or liquor and don’t swear, am
naturally cheerful and like good com-
pany. I don’t profess to be a modal or
an ideal voung man, but would treat a
woman as a woman should be treated.

and would not expect her to rustle for
the grub. T want a wife, not a bired
man working for board and clothes. T
don’t expect her to be an angel. T would
not know how to handle her if she
were one, but would like to be able to
look to her in all things and have her
truly my better half. Please send me
the name and address of ‘“Ellen,” Car-
bherry. Man., also “Carry,” who wants
the model husband. ;
‘“¥Faughaballaugh.”

WANTED, TO-DAY,

TO INVEST ONE CENT IN A POSTAL CARD.

Address it to me. _Sa

on it,
¥ ** Send me your SPEE[AL 20,000 Bike Harrow Cart proposition.”

You will be glad afterwards if you do it today.
Yes, sir I 11 It will pay you big.

My proposition gives you a chance to get the best harrow cart ever built on two wheels

for nothing.
It's so0 good you can't afford to walk.

the ordinary.
Getin on this 20,000 cart deal while it st
It only costs you one cent to get the proposition.

t
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Drop me a postalif you don’t write another one for six months.
ind, brand or at any pnce until you first
irely with you to be the j

Don’t bu: make,

get niykmﬁh:n' C leave it enl
now what anadian farmers need

g A o, N

te a large f;
lndlinowwhatnmli:tdml:nmw cartin

know there is no harrow cart built that will begin to equal the

and meet your requirements like i

it.
Itisa with a positive lock, just right for rough
1 will stock at Regina and can ship quick.
s Wm::yn:dl:;w It's interesting e ing. Will aleo so you our large
t catalogue

WILLIAM GALLOWAY,
(President of the Wiliam Galloway Company), 705 Commercial Street, W ATERLOO,

I'sa mcunduhkmufo(mmaeuZ0,0(Dcnm but my proposition is doing it.
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I own and cpera rm at Lajord ‘Su‘ki: near Regina,

100,000 FARMERS

judge

1OWA, U.SA.

U.

Pn-rt deliveries of U.S. S
Tol

STRONG i DU

Compact, all the parts accurately made, finely ad-
justed and working together, smoothly; and at the®
same time, strong, well built, easy to keep in order and
light running —these are the features you want to
find in a cream separator before you buy one. And
when you sece a

you wont have to look any farther.' It has them all.
That’s why it outwears all other makes.

Durability is what the “cheap’ separators lack,
yet it is most important.
from many users of the U. S. Separators who have run their ma-
chines every day for 10 years and more with entire satistaction.

Our big, handsome, new catalogue shows plainly all about the

construction and wonderful skimming records of the U. 8. It

will interest you. For free copy write us this way. ‘‘Send cata-
logue number A ({0 , addressing

VERMONT FARM MACHINE COTPANY, Belliows Falls, Vt.

e e——————

CREAM
e SEPARATOR

We have received letters

1, Que., k

s from
edo, O., Chicago, Ill., LaCrosse, Wis., Minneapolis, Minn., Sloux City, Ia.,
Kansas City, Mo., Omaha, Neb., San Francisco, Cal., P o i)
and M Tamilton, Ont., Wi

h at Auburn, Me., Buffalo, N. Y,

Address all letters te Bellows Falls, Vt.

ortland, Ore.,
peg, Man. and Calgary, Alta,
439

arrive.

AN INFLAMED TENDON
NEEDS COOLING.

ABSORBINE

Will do it and restore the circulation,
assist nature to repair strained, rup-
tured ligaments moresuccessfully than
Firing No blister, no hair gone, and
you can use the horse. $2.00 per bottle,
delivered. Book 2-C Free.
ABSORBINE, JR., for mankind, $1.00
- bott:e. Cures Strained Torn Ligaments,
Varicose Veins, Varicocele, Hydrocele, = en-
larged!GlandE®nd Ulcers. . Tlays pain quickl=

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F., 133 Monmouth St., Springfield, Mass.
LYMAN SONS & CO., Montreal, Canadian Agents.
Also furnished by Martin Bole & Wynne Co., and Pulford

Leonard Drug Co., Winnipeg, The National Drug & Chem. Co.,

Winnipeg and Calgary, and Henderson Bros. Co. Ltd., Vancouver.

| e

it

I will cast n})e
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Get Ready for Spring

CARNEFAC SEASON

It pays immensely to use CARNEFAC for all Farm
Stock and Poultry. The cost is but a trifle. It brings
the stock out in excellent shape, and prevents untold losses
at the critical time, when colts, calves, pigs and lambs

Try it for this season, the results will convince you.

THE CARNEFAC STOCK FOOD CO.
Winnipeg, anada.

THIS IS

Men Wanted.

Reliable men in every locality throighout Ca-
nada to advertise our goods, tac up show cards
on trees, fcnc_es._ bridges and all eonspicuous
places j also distributing small advertising mat-
ter Commission or salary $83 per month and
expenses, $4 per day. Steady employment to
good, reliable men. No experience nccessary.
Write for particulars. 7

EMPIRE, MEDICINE CO., LONDON, ONT,

DOLLARS FOR DIMES
onwﬂl&hntm

Have you $10.00 that 'e place
this year to make $100,00? Bank 'f' ’eol.
'nless ready to do wnog

No “*‘monkey’” business.
don’t

answer, time for trifles. Address a$
WANHATTAN FINANCE COMPANY. Jersey City. N. J.

GOLD WATCH and RING FRE

) We positively give BOTH
D ETEM WIND WATC H il arrasns
y warraatea
m movrment. %nmqﬁ told from BolMd B3
Gold; also a Solid Gold Lald Ring se: with afine
g Quality Banz ra gem, brilllant
:nd firey as a $50 diamond )
{ for selling only 20 pleces of —}
handsome jewsliry at rl)e each
Order 20 piceea and when
sold send us the $3.00 and ==
we will positively send you both wateh and ring

bed; also a chala, Ladles’ or Gent's
WATCH CO., Dept. 109 L




ST . AR T E

e

The Horseman’s Friend
; —Safe and Sure.

If you have a lame horse, get Kendall’s Spavin Cure. If
have a horse that you can't work on account of a Sprain, Strain or
mnrnhe, get xetndall's ofsps‘ﬁ’vlinc:':'r If yos\; Rn;e lcllllone. that even the
can't cure an; unches or Swellings—get
A o a"mxg{rﬁku'sp Two lpeqey t th
sure you g rations—throughout Canada and
Bhyt:o— ve used it and proved it. % e
: g‘x;vxx.xls' REST, P.E.I., Dec. 15, '05.
1 have been using Kendall’s Spavin Cure for the last 20 years,
énd always find it safe and sure.’ HUBERT P. MCNREILL,.
$1. a bottle—@ for §5. Write for a
of our great book ‘‘Treatise On The
"HOorse.” It's a mine of information for
farmersand horsemen, who want tokeep
&beir stock in prime condition.
Mailed free.

DR. B. J. KENDALL CO.,
Enosaune FaLls, = VERMONT, U.S.A.

'l

 Your Address Wanted
The Maison Jules & Charles

Canada’s largest manufacturers of and
dealers in high grade Hair Goods will send
their latest beautifully illustrated catalogue
free to any address. If you need a wavy
switch, a pompadour, front, bang, wave,
“curl, wig, toupce or transformation, our
catalogue will tell you how to order by mail.

The value of our goods is known from
coast to coast, hence our enormous mail
order business. Write for a catalogue to-day.

The Maison Jules & Charles

431 Yonge Street, Toronto, Canada.

“You Can't Cut OQut
A BOG SPAVIN or
THOROUGHPIN, but
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ABSORBINE, JR., for mankind,

$1.00 bottle. Cures Varicose Veins, Varie

cocele, Hydrocele, Ru{)tured Muscles or

Ligaments, Enlarged Glands, Allays Pain.

enuine mfd. only by

W, ¥. Young, P.D.F., 138 Monmouth Street, Springfield, Mass.
Canadian Agents: LYMAN, SONS & CO., Montreal,
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MADE BY
EXPERT CO,L‘Q])‘ 1gl‘ll";l"llS'l‘S
PERFECT HOME

DYEING.
THE MOST FASHIONABLE
COLORS FOR WOOL,,SILK .
COTTON AND MIXED

May, 19u7.

The Late Dr. Drummond.

By Louis Frechette.

Dr. Drummond, the poet of the
habitapt,—died April 6th at Cobalt,
Ont.” Drummond was the pathfinder
of a new land of song, and, without
instituting any invidious comparisons
between his art and that of other
Canadian poets, it may be said that he
is better known outside of Canada,
and especially, in the United States,
as “the Canadian poet” than any of
his brilliant contemporaries. Not all
his work is in the habitant dialect,
and when he drops this vehicle, his
lines rings out like Kipling’s. In
“Home” he makes Britain speak as a
mother of her colonial sons.

Though not a native born Cana
dian, the late Dr. Drummond was ed-
ucated and brought up in Canada and
was in all essentials a son of the soil.
Dr. Drummond is best known as
interpreter of the Quebec habitant.
His inspiration was at first hand from
the so-called common people—the
people who, like the so-called com-
mon sense, are anything but common,
and whose lives and interests are
thoroughly characteristic of their
country and surroundings. Drum-
mond’s interpretation of the habitant
was as different from the pedantic
reriods of the “library poet” as the
graven image is from the living body.
Personally he was a big man with a
big heart and wide sympathies, and
the poetry and pathos, the demure
humor and the quaint courageousness
of the French-Canadian touched a
responsive chord in his nature, His
literary work was a labor of love, a
relaxation in the hours of a busy man,
consequently he only ,wrote when he
had something worth the ' telling.
There was never any straining after
effect—the poems were truth itself
with no more embellishment than the
lives of the people he wrote about.
and who admired and loved him as
the first writer who had made their
race articulate to the English-reading
world. In recent years he had many
imitators but his work will live in
Canadian literature, and in the wider
sphere of English literature, as a
poet of true genius and the interpreter
of the life of a most interesting and
picturesque people. He has made
“The Last Portage” but his memory
and his works will live among Cana-
dians for all time.

Selections from the Works of
Dr. Drummond.

The - following selections from some
of the best known shorter poems of the
late Dr. Drummond will' be re-read with
mournful interest at the present time.
Here are a couple of the typical verses
from ‘“De Habitant”:

“De fader of me, he was habitant
farmer,

Ma gran’fader, too, an’ hees fader also;

Dey don’t mak’ no monee, but dat isn’t
funny,

For it's not easy get everything, you
must know.

“All de same, dere is someting they got
ev'rybody,

Dat’'s plaintee good healt’, wat de
monee can’t geev,

So I'm working away  dere, and happy
for stay dere, ¢

On farm by de reever, so long as I
leev.”

WRECK OF THE JULIE PLANTE.

One of Dr. Drummond’s best known
poems__and one of the most popular.
too—is “The Wreck of the Julie
Plante,” a legend of Lac St. Pierre:
“On wan dark night on Lac St. Pierre,

De win' she blow, blow, blow,

An’ de crew of the wood scow “Julie
Plante”

Got scart and run below—

For de win’ she blow lak hurricane,
Bimeby she blow some more,

An’ de scow bus’ up on Lac St. Pierre

Wan arpent from de shore.”

Then after telling the tale of the
wreck, the habitant draws the moral:

“Now, all good wood scow sailor man,
Tak warning by dat storm,

And go an’ marry some nice ‘French
girl,
An’ leev on wan_ beeg farm.
De win' can blow l4k hurricane,
An’ s'pose she blow some more,
You can't get drowned on Lac St
Pierre,
So long you stay on shore:”

THE NILE EXPEDITION.

“Maxime Labelle” is a Canadian voy-
ageur's account of the Nile expedition.
He explains the reason Queen Victoria
wanted Canadians to go down the Nile
to the relief of Gordon.

“I got de plaintee sojer, me, beeg fel-
ler, six foot tall,

Dat’'s Englishman and Scotch also
don’t wear no pant at all;

Of course de Irishman’s the best, raise
all de row he can,

But nobody can pull batteau lak good
Canadian man.”

Dr. Drummond sketched the innate
gallantry of the French-Canadian in his
fine poem, “De Nice Leetle Canadienne.”

\
“You can p&s on de worl’ we'erever
you lak,
Tak the steamboat for go -Angleterre.
Tak car on de State, an’ den you come

back,
An’ go all de place, I don’t care—

Ma fren’, dat’s a fack, I know you will
say,
W’en you come on dis contree again,
Dere’s no girl can touch w’at we say
every day—
De nice leetle Canadienne.”

Then the poet of the habitant touches
lightly on the French-Canadian tend-
ency to large families—

“I marry ma fiancee wen I'm just
twenty year,

An’ now we got fine familee,

Dat skip roun’ de place lak lettle small
deer,

No smarter crowd you never see.

“An I t'ink as I watch dem all chasin’
about—
Four boy and six girl, she mak ten,
Dat’s help mebbe kip it, de stock from
run out,
'Of de nice leetle Canadienne”

THE JUBILEE ODE.

In the “Habitant’s Jubilee Ode” he
touches the patriotic chord:

“An onder de flag of Angleterre, so long
as dat flag was fly,

Wit’ deir Englis brother, des Canayens
is satisfy leeve an’ die,

Dat’'s de message our fader geev us
when dey’ve fallin’ on Chateauguay,

An’ de flag was kipin’ dem safe den,
dat’s de wan we will kip alway!”

THE VOYAGEUR.

“Ax heem de nort’ win’ w’at he see
Of de voyageur long ago,
An’ he’'ll say w'at he say to me,
So lissen hees story well.
“I see de track of hees botte sauvage
On many a hill an’ long portage
Far, far away from hees own vil-lage,
An’ sound’ of de parisn bell.

“De blaze of hees camp on de snow I

see,
An’' I lissen hees ‘En Roulant.
On de lan’ we’re de reindeer travel free,
Ringin’ out strong an’ clear.
Offen de grey wolf sits before
De light is come from hees open door,
An’ caribou foller along de shore,,
De song of de voyageur.

PRIDE.

M4 fader he spik to me long ago:
“Alphonse, it is better go leetle slow,
Don’t put on de style if you can’t afford,
But satisfy be wit’ your bed an’ board.
De bear wit' hees head too high alway
Know not'ing at all till de trap go
smash,
An’ mooshrat dat’'s swimmin’ so proud
to-day
Very often tomorrow is on de hash.”

Edward de Seven of Angleterre
An’ few oder places beside,

He's got de horse an’ de carriage dere
W’enever he want to ride.

Wit’ sojer in front to clear de way,
Sojer behin' all dress so gay.

Ev'ry wan makin’ de grand salaam,
An’ plaintee of ban’ playin’ all de tam.

An’ dere’s de boss of United State,
An’ w'at dey call Phillipine,
De Yankee t'ink he was somet’ing great,
An’ big as de king or queen,
So de_v] geev’ him a house near touch de
sky
An’ paint it so w’ite it was blin’ de eve,
An’' long as he'’s dare beginnin’ to en’
Dnn'tfqns‘ heem not’ing for treat hees
rien’.

So dere’'s two feller, Edouard de king
An' Teddy Roos’-vel’ also,
No wonder dey're proud for dey got
few t'ing
‘Was helpin’ dem make de show,
But, oh, ma Gosh, w'en you talk of
pride,
An’ w’'at dey call style an’ puttin® on
side,
W’ere is de man can go bhefore
De pig-sticker champion of Ste. Flore?

LS S ———
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DIEUDONNE (GOD-GIVEN.)

No, sir, an’ I can tole you, if you
never know before, l
W'y de kettle on de stove mak’ such

a fuss, y ‘
W'y de robin stop hees singin’ an’ come 1
peekin’ t'roo de door
For learn about de nice t'ings come
to us;

’
An’ w'en he see de baby 1¥in’ dere upon
de bed
Lake leetle Son of Mary on de ole
tame long ago,
wit’ de sunshine an’ de shadder makin’
No wonder M’sieu Robin wissle low
ring aroun’ hees head,

An’ we can’t help feelin’ glad, too, so
we call him Dieudonne,
An’ he never cry, dat baby, w’en he’s
chrissen by de pries’;
All de sam’ I bet you dollar he'll waken
up some day
An’ be as bad ag leetle boy Bateese.

THE FAMILY LARAMIE,

Hssh! 1’1L<1)ok at ba-bee on de leetle blue
chair.
Wat you t'ink he’s tryin’ to do?
Wwit’ pole on de han’ lak’ de lumber-

man,
A-shovin’-along canoe,

Dere’s pretty strong current behin’ de
stove,
W’ere it’s passin’ de chimney stone,
But he’'ll come roun’ yet if he don’t
upset,
So long he was lef’ alone.

Dat’s way ev'ry boy on de house begin,
No sooner he's twelve mont’ ole,

He’ll play canoe up an’ down de Soo
An’ paddle an° push de pole;

Den haul an’. push about de place,
Till dey're fillin’ up mos’ de room.
An’ say it's all right, for de storm las’
night
Was carry away de broom.

Misdirected Energy.

Frances, a girl of thirteen, was des-
tined by her mother to be a fine musi-
cian. While still a little child she was
taught to read the notes and her tiny
fingers were placed on the keyboard.
Year in and year out the child was
obliged to practice, and she acquired a
measured amount of skill, but her play-
ing was wooden and spiritless. In
despair, her mother said to her, “What
do you expect to be when you are
grown up?”’ ‘

The girl sighed. “When I am
grown up, mother, if T have a house
of my own, the first thing I shall do
will be to order the piano chopped up |
for kindling wood. I want to be a
doctor.”

As time passed musical studies were
dropped, and duly Frances went to the
medical college. At last she was al-
lowed liberty to' grow in her own pro-
per direction. She is a successful
physician, treating nervous disorders
with rare sympathy and understanding.

-
-

Vice consul general to Paris, A. E.
Ingram, describes the French regula-
tions concerning the sale of alcoholic
drinks. It seems that the French
people, who were formerly large
consumers of light wines, are turning to
stronger beverages, including absinthe,
and the number of suicides caused by
aleoholism is increasing in correspon- |
ding ratio. The government reserves the
right to prohibit the manufacture,
circulation and sale of any spirit
recognized and declared as dangerous
by the academy of medicine. The fines
for violation of any of the regulations
vary from $96.50 to $965, independent
of the confiscation of the apparatus and
beverages that might be siezed and of |
the repayment of the defrauded taxes.
In case of repetition the fines are
doubled. The same penalties are ap-
plicable to all persons convicted of
having knowingly aided the fraud. As
to the municipal regulations for th. |
sale of beers and light wines in 'Paris,
these beverages are considered as
hygienic and relieved of all tax except
that of transportation. The retail li-
quor dealers are allowed to keep open |
n Paris every day of the year until 2
oclock in the morning, and in the
provinces until 11 p. m. This closing
time 15 readily extended on request,

nd  the alarming feature of this

rease in the consumption of alcohol
: “fyhnt less wine is now drunk. In
13(3, two hundred liters of wine were
drufik per inhabitant in France; in 1885
only seventy-five liters were consumed. J

Four Cows Will Earn You MORE Money
Than EIGHT Cows Earn You Now

Tell me to show you how to get over thirty dollars make butter and the right way to SELL

a year more out of each cow you‘keep. Make

me prove that four cows
AND a Capital Separa-
tor will actually earn you
—YOU, PERSONALLY
—more money in cold
cash profits than an
EIGHT-cow herd and no
Capital Separator. Don’t
take my say-so for it.
Don’t wrap yourself up
in your own belief that it
can’t be done. It CAN
be done, and I ecan
PROVE it to you, in a
practical, hard - sense
fashion, with figures
and facts that you won’t
want to dodge. Write to
me and see. :

Let’s get the thing clear
to start with. Here is
what I say I can’ show
you: That with four
good cows and my method
of separating, making

butter, Tell me to tell you about it,—
there’s nothing to pay.
Why don’t I tell you right here in
;)rint Simply because I am not giving
‘blanket’’ advice. What might be a
good plan for a man in Ontario wouldn’t
work in Manitoba,—and I propose to
advise each dairyman according to his
location and other vital details. Natur-
ally, I want to sell Capital Separators.
Iam no philanthropist. But 1 will sell
them faster because I can tell people
how to make them pay,—and that's
something new in this business.

I don’t care what your experience
with dairying has been, nor what with

separators. You may have what you
think is the best separator there is. Or
¥ou may believe, as many do, that;
here isn’t any real profit in dairy-
farming. I can show you where you’re
wrong In either case. Do I get the
chance to do that? Will you listen to
the mere, sheer, downright facts?
Just write to me and say so.

Idon’t care whether you feel able to
buy a Capital Separator or not. It
won’t be a hard matter, once you get
to the buying point, to make terms
with me. Some of my friends—I don’t
consider them merely my customers—

butter—and selling butter—you can make more i
;. % : take three years’ time to in. Some -
money in one year than eight cows will make of them pay in three monl;?xz. Doesn’t

you without my method.

&

make any difference to me, because I
know, and Ican prove to &ou, that my
Separator will buy itself the first year

§ % ‘It wi
If I do that,—if I do show you a difference of .’,?&.e‘;“ ?nét' troub‘ivel,n e v&?‘}of"&'\'}
over thirty dollars profit a year on every cow twice over in that time. And I can
you keep,—then I want to talk business with prove that, too,—just write and ask

me to.

you. Idon’t wanta cent of your money until
you are satisfied that I have made good every @

word I say and everything I promise.

I don’t I've got a machine here, and a

want to sell you a Capital Separator until you metl’lodtil that will open your eyes to

ask me to, —I shan’t importune you, nor bother What

ere really is in keeping cows
for profit. Maybe you are one of the

you. All I want to know is your name and few that know that already. - Even if
address, and how many cows you keep. When ¥?)u are, you won’t be an y'the pg:rer

I get these facts, I'll tell you some things you

or reading what I’ll write you. Let

haven’t heard before. I’ll show you not only me tell you about the easiest separator

to run you ever saw,—the easiest to

why you need a Capital Separator, but why you bug,—the separator that skims cleanest
an

can make more money by my method of selling

does it easiest,—the one with the

butter than you’ll make any other way. It really-low-down can,—and about the
won’t be all separator talk I’ll talk to you,— method that makes more butter, makes

better butter, and gets better prices

you’ve read reams of separator argument, but for it the whol
you haven’t heard yet about the right way to write 1o Mmo—addtess yi:rfgﬁg?v%: i

National Manufacturing Co., Limited
61 Mail and Empire Building, TORONTO, ONT.

A Wonderful |
Superfluous Hair

Destroyer

Wewill send to any lady the secret that
£ has made superfluous hair unknown
among the ladies of Japan. We have at

last secured permission to make the se-
cret public, and full information is

_ FREE to Anyone

~—p It is a simple, easy means by

~ which any lady, in the privacy of
~ A her bhome, can destroy all trace
° of superfluous hair in a few sec-
onds, without pain, iajury or ill-
effects. Do not experiment with
dangerous instruments or chem-
icals which make the hair grow
out again coarser than before, when you can be perma-
nently rid of all trace by this secret. Write today. The

information is Free.

Japanese Imp’g Co =25 W’inster St. Providence, R.I.

Your name in P. C. Exchange and

FADDEN'’S & 16¢.

Silver Holmes Fadden, Morris, Manitoba.

metals of which the ring is made. No matter
what the trouble is, it it is caused by excess of Vet Ad
uric acid, the Electro-Chemical Ring will effect eterinary Yiaer

a cure. Looks just like any other ring, ca
worn day and night. & e

COR. QUEEN & VICTORIA STS. TORONTO, CAN

ELECTRO-CHEMICAL

Rheumatic

We guarantee these » ought to have before ordering or buyi

Fleming’s Vest-Pocket

8 5
; Oure the lameness
e R L
ho av {o0) as
paee before the blemish came.
NAre Guaranteed to Cure Rheumatism and 3 Iemln"lSpﬂVlllCm(l‘lqllku
euralgia, also Female Disorders arising from a special g’mds for eoft and
Urlo Acid. 'The Electro-Chemical Ring is not lemishos — Bog avin, T
ignorant charm or faith cure, but a scientific A, Cuchy Capmil "bflk'“"
um for the elimination of uric acid from {lment nRF ARimpe A
the blood. Th like any other—doesn’t imi
hi - The secret, the power, the merit in be imitatcd. Easy to use, only a little
Lhis ring lie< in the combination of the various guired, and your money back llltaver

@escribes and illustrates all kinds of blem-
ishes, and gives you the information you

rings to do all we claim, or will refund the kind free u‘"‘:
money. Send size of finger when ordering. Ofrﬁ:‘l’d;é ::0“:.. Oh:l::: "
Mailed to any address on receipt of $1.00. 88 Church Btreet, Toreate, Ontarie
The F. E. KARN CO., Limited \ : s
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factories.

HOUSE PAINTS

70 shades in the following well
known brands: Elephant, Prism,
Stag, King Edward.

FLOOR PAINT

In all the above brands, quick
drying and durable.

WAGON AND BUGGY
PAINT

Liquid in eight different shades,

brilliant gloss, easily applied.

ENAMELS

In various shades, strong and
delicate.

Your local dealer handles

for they' are manufactured by us from the dry colors, made by
ourselves, together with pure linseed oil crushed in our own

BARN PAINTS

All colors, strong and durable.

WOOD STAINS

Both oil and varnish, to imitate
the various kinds of natural woocd.
Special stains made f6r floors.

YARNISHES

In all grades and for all purposes

CORALITE

A new sanitary wall finish for
interiors. Permanent, easily applied

and in artistic shades.

STOYE PIPE VARNISH

Put up in two sizes of stone bott-
les and in tins of various sizes.

these.

Insist on having goods
bearing our name and so secure our guarantee of quality.
Write us for color cards or any information you desire.

MONTREAL

The GANADA PAINT (O0., Ltd.

WINNIPEG

WINNIPEG ADDRESS : 112 Sutherland Avenue.

TORONTO

The BANK of BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

! Established 1836. Incorporated by Royal Charter 1840.

CAPITAL, $4,866,666.

Drafts Bought and Sold.

56 BRANCHES IN CANADA AND UNITED STATES

RESERVE, $2,238,666.

GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED.
Prompt attention given to Collections.

| SAVINGS DEPARTMENT

Deposits received $1.00 and upwards, and Interest allowed at highest current
‘ rates and compounded quarterly. No notice required to withdraw.

FARMERS’ BUSINESS -

Fvery facility afforded farmers for their Banking Business.

' cashed or taken for collection.

Note Forms free on application.

Branches at important points throughout the West.

Sale Notes l

OTTAWA STYLES
FOR LITTILE MEN.

makers are here in

tore in Canada,

Write for informati

BY MAIL.

The array of handsome New Suits,
two and three-picces, is unequalled in
Canada. The prettiest ideas of the best
Russian,
Brown, Sailor, and Norfolk Suits.

on. No

Buster

branch

o e
45 2 MACS L
HE 2 N ™ LIMITED.
LY and Rove wear SPARKS & BANK STREET.
‘ ! FLa U CORNER,” OTTAWA.

happened; that I was not accountable
for my actions when I sought the re-
venge that I should have left to Heav-
en, and very nearly blighted the rest
of my own life and my darling’s by
one rash act. Perhaps everybody is
right, but it does not seem to me that
I was mad. I had never been mad:
no one belonging to me had ever had
anything the matter with his mind. My
senses were as clear then as they are
now, and my plans as deliberately laid
as any I ever made in my life.

I knew what I was about and what
I wanted to do, and I never forgot why
I wanted itt No, I am sure I was
not mad; no maniac could have had
such fixity of purpose or such deter-
mination to carry out what she had
planned. It is many a long year ago
now; I am an old woman, white-haired
and feeble, spending my last days in
peace, and only waiting for the lifting
of the veil and the sound of the voices
from the other side to summon me to
the rest I had well-nigh forfeited by
the dream of sin and anger.

I talk to my grandchildren sometimes
of the long-ago days when I was young
—when there were no railways nor
electric telegraphs, nor any of the won-
derful things they tell me now are in
use. We had to sew with our fingers
when T was a girl, and not drive a
machine with the feet that sets stitches
by the hundred in the time it took us
to do a dozen. And there was no talk-
ing to people a mile and more away,
as they tell me can be done now. I
thought little Billy was poking fun at
me when he told me, but his father
said it was true, and that there was a
machine for somehow doing up what
people said, so that the same words
could be spoken in the same voice
thousands of miles away.

My son would never tell me a lie,
and he said it was so, or I would not
have believed all the newspapers in the
world; and Billy read it out of a news-
paper to me one winter evening.

But that is all what the boys call
twaddle, and I am apt to twaddle, I
know—old people are—and it was the
story of my own sorrow that I was
going to tell. T was a very pretty girl
when I was young, and T had a good
many lovers. I had no fortune except
my face, and the men all seemed to
think that would be enough, for they
courted me as if I were the richest
heiress in the kingdom. My father was
only a poor clergyman, very poor in-
deed, for he gave away a great deal out
oi his small stipend, and we were otten
a great deal worse off than the peasants
and fishermen around us.

I had no mother, no one but an old
nurse to guide me, and she was far
too fond of me to be judicious. I
don’t think I was a bad girl, but I
was very vain and silly, and rather
pleased with the atteritions of the young
men around me. Out of my ‘many
suitors there were two between_whom
[ could hardly choose. We had all
grown up together amongst the rocks
and seaweeds of the shore, and it was
not until I began to grow to woman-
hood that I realized that we were not
sisters and brothers.

Either of them was a fitting husband
for me. I had| no aspirations beyvond
my seaside home, no- wish for any so-
ciety different from that which I found
there.  We had no kindred; my father
had been brought up at a charity school,
a nameless. orphan, and my mother had
been the only child of a farmer in the
north of England, who had been earn-
ing her living as a nursery governc
in a village where he was a poor ct
They had no money, for her father

1

been unfortunate in his business.
when he died oftthe worry and troubl
of his confused affairs, ther

ing left Tor his child.
1

was noth-

1appily, my father and she, notwitl]
nding their poverty: but she
[ was too;young. to underst

great my loss was,

lived very |
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My Revenge.
I A I N I s By CHARLOTTE M, BRAEME
CHAPTER 1. held no woman for my father from that
- = : } hour.

o = A DEAD PAST. : . v
‘ X 1d; 2
‘ Below are a few of our lines. We Guarantee them They said I was mad when it all I was s gpolled child; (icre was no

doubt about that; everybody gave me
my own way, and even when the ques-
tion came of my being married, my
father would only tell me to please my-
self. I hardly knew how to do that,
for I was as much in love with Edward
Bathurst’'s handsome face and black
eyes, as I was with the sterling quali-
ties of my other suitor, Harry Wylde;
more, 1 think, for he flattered me more,
and told me oftener how beautiful I
was—a fact which I liked to hear of
as much as possible.

I think these two were the only ones
who really wished to marry me; there
were plenty of others ready to flirt
with me, and to pay me compliments;
but both these wanted me for a wife.
My father favored Harry Wylde, of
course; he was the steadier of the two,
though not quite so well off as Edward
Bathurst, who had a boat of his own
to Weston-super-Mare, near which place
our village was situated. He was the
best match, but Harry was the best
man. That was what my father used
to say, and,  after a time of battling
with myself, I came to think so too.

I was a very happy gir! on the night
when I told Harry I would be his wife,
and he said that he was the happiest
man on the whole earth. It seemed as
1ii Heaven almost was before us, for
Harry was prosperous, and our little
home was very neat, and everybody
congratulated us—everybody but the
man I had refused,” and he swore he
would be revenged on me, on Harry,
on everybody concerned for my re-
jection of him. It had been fair
enough; I had told him, without any
beating about the bush, that I had
resolved to take Harry; but his was
one of the ungenerous natures that
can brook no rivals.

“I'll have my revenge, Agnes Bart-

lett,” he said, hissing the words into
my ear with a look that made me
shudder, “if 1 wait a lifetime for it
I'll have it when you are least think-
g of it, when you deem yourself
most secure; no one ever wronged me
yet, without paying dearly for it, and
i have a heavy debt to settle with
you.”

“You have none,” I said proudly;
“I have done you no wrong that I
know of.”

“No wrong!” he said, fiercely. “Is
1t no wrong to steal a man’s heart
out of his breast and make him your
slave, your bondgan? Is it.nothing
10 lead a man on till the whole wide
world holds nothing for him but the
s.ght of your false face, and the
sound of your witching voice, and
then to tell him to his face that you
are going to marry another man. Is
all this nothing? You shall know
what it is to me.”

“But I have not done it,” I said,
horrified . and  firightened beyond
measure, for he seemed in his ‘ex-
citement as if he were going to strike
me. “I have never deccived you, not
snce I knew myself which I liked
best.”

“Which she liked best!” he echoed,
with a sneer. “It is mnot by fair
means that she has liked him, the
mean underhand hound. Think of
me on your wedding-day, Agnes
Bartlett, for as sure as there is a
Heaven: above us, I will: have my r¢
venge, and it shall be sure and
sharp.”

All the village knew of his mad-
ness, for it secemed little else. I had
not been very careful, perhaps, but I
had not acted dishonorably, and he
had no right to threaten and frighten

me as he did. My father told me
neverito 'j“:"“” ]

] ! and Harry said it was
.'\H1 bluster. and there was no need to
| take any notice of it. Edwatrd was

not a bad fel

1
low at the bottom. and
he would

bon see how foolish he had

heen n talkin o blusteringly.

.“HwH come round before our wed-
ding-day, darling,” he said, “and see
vou married, and lauzh at his own
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temper.” But he did perhaps better
than that; he went away altogciher,
and was not in Cobble knd at all on
our wedding-day.
“Cobble Lkna

was the name of ou.

seaside village; an odd name enough, |

never looked prettier than on my
wedding-day; 1t was bright summer,
the birds were singing and the trees
waving, and everything seemed so
glad that Harry and I were going to
be happy. The bells seemed to sound
louder and sweeter than I had ever
heard them, and there was joy in the
sound of the waves, as they dashed o:
the shore and rippled at our feet as
we walked beside them.

There was no going away for our
honeymoon; we were going to live in
the village close to my father’s
house. Harry was going to take me

to Bristol and Clifton for two days, |

but that was all, and that could not
come off just yet, for it was the busy
season. Harry professed to care no-
thing for Edward Bathurst’s threats
and wild words, but I think it made
him decide to be married sooner than
we should have otherwise l)('cn; He
did not like the idea of my being ex-
posed to the chance of meeting and
listening to him. !

“He won’t interfere with my wife,”
he said: “he might try annoy my
sweetheart.”

So we were married right in the
midst of the fishing season, when
Flarry was very busy and'could only
spare the day. But I was just as hap-
py as if I had taken a holiday then.
There was no sign of Edward Bath-
urst on our wedding day nor and.day

come home he seemed quite a differ-
ent man. He shook hands with me
and wished us happiness, but there
was a look on his face I did not like,
and I told Harry I should be glad
when he went away again. -

Harry laughed at me, but I think
he was glad too when it was known
that Edwasd was going to leave Cob-
ble End altogether, that he had only
come home to dispose of his property
and bid his friends geod-bye. It was
soon done; the houses were sold and
the boat too, and we all understood
that he was going to a place on the
east coast, somewhere near Yar-
mouth. It was far enough away for
me to feel quite comfortable. He
could do me no harm there, and he
would forget his anger and jealousy
and settle down on his own account,
ii a quiet, Christian-like fashion.

I heard of him going his rounds of
farewell in the village before I saw
him; I was sitting alone in our little
room with the door open, looking at
the moonlight on the sea outside,
when he came in suddenly as if he
had started up from the earth. I
had not been thinking of him, and I
was rather frightened "till I saw who
he was. I said something about wish-
ing himr success wherever he was, but
he turned upon me with eyes that
glittered with evil passions.

“You ought rather to wish that I
might never hold up my head
amonst my fellow men again, Agnes.
I beg your pardon, Mrs. Wylde,” he
said, with a sneer at my ncw name.
“Your wish should be that I might
die conveniently soon.”

“Why?” I asked, frightened, though
I strove to appear at my ease.

“Because I shall keep my oath.”

“What oath?”

“The oath to have my revenge on
you and him for your treachery. You
have sent me into the world a broken,
disappointed man, and when you
lcast expect it, my turn shall come,
I will have vengeance full and bitter
tor cvery pang you have made me
suffert

was so frightened that I hardly
when he went away, and Harry

id me erying Dbitterly when he
home presently. He did his
to cheer me up when I told him
had happened, and bade me
mind what FEdward Bathurst

“Revenge had gone ont of
m now,” he declared, with a

“and no one went about vow-
vengeance like a stage ruffian.”
did not know what that meant:

1 had never seen a theater or read i
play in those days, but I was roused
and comforted by what he said, and I
tried to think no more about it. Ed-
ward Bathurst went away to his new

‘ | lite, and we $aw no more of him. I
but not one which suggests a pretty

place, 'but it was very pretty, and it |

say we, for 1.¢did; I met him one
night just outside the village, only

ior a moment, and he looked me full
| in the face and said:

"I never forget, Agnes Wylde, re-
collect that!” ,

No one else had seen him. and Har-
ry always said it was my fancy, that
[ thought so much about his threat
that T had conjured up his image, I
knew better. Tt was his hand that
touched me, and his voice that spoke
in my ear in the loneliness of Weston
Lane. I was sure of it then. I knew
it without a doubt afterward,

CHAPTER I1.

My married life was as happy and
uneventful as most lives are in little
villages by the seaside, and we had
very little communication with the
busy world at Cobble End. We had
no lodgings to let to fine people, and
Weston itself, such a proud, upstart
town now, with its grand visitors and
wonderful doings, was no more than
a village itself,

My father died when I had been
married two years, thanking Heaven
that his darling child was s6 well pro-
vided for, and three years after that
I was a widow myself. I can’t bear
to think of it, even now; the pang
seems to come all over again that I
felt when they brought my darling
home to me a corpse. He had left
me in the morning with a kiss and a
blessing and a promise to our boy—

{ 1 hil ! kah Beald | a_bright, darling child of four, with
or a long whihile, anc |

his father’s eyes and sunny, curly
hair—that he would come and give
him a ride before I went to bed. It
was an accident, caredessness some-
where; Harry was down by the sea,
painting a boat, and she lurched over

| and crushed the life out of him before

anyone could lend a hand to save
him,

Everyone was very kind, but what
kindness can compensate for such a
loss as mine: a loss that left me alone
in the world without relation or
friend. I don’t know how I ever
roused myself to try and earn a living
for my boy and myself, but Heaven
was kind to me, and I did it some-
how, though with such a sore heart
and sinking spirit as I hope have fall-
en to the lot of few women in this
world.

It was my boy that kept me up and
spurred me on to do something. and
for a year I remained in the little
village where I had been so happy,
and all this time I had never heard of
Edward Bathurst, Everybody thought
he was dead, and T was glad to think
so, too. But I tried to put him out of
my thoughts as much as I possibly
could, for the very remembrance of
him always made me shiver; then I
used to laugh at myself for my fears
and reason with myself, and say:

“He can have no spite against me
now; Harry is dead, and I have suf-
fered enough surely to satisfy even
him.”

About a year after my great loss
we had some sort of news of him.
Someone, I don’t know who, brought
word to Cobble End that he had
joined a band of desperados in the
Western States of America, and that
he was one of the most daring and
wicked of the gang, who were said to
respect nothing, and to hold life as

| nothing when they wanted to gain

their ends. There was a great deal

FOR
THE

CANADIAN WEST

Our Catalog has been com-
piled with great care.' Tt will
guide you in selecting varieties
for the West, and tells how to
grow them best.

For PURITY, VITALITY,
EARLINESS, QUALITY and
PRODUCTIVENESS our Seeds
stand to enter any fair test.

YOU ARE SAFE IN BYlNG seeds that produced over 100

Prizewinners in 43 classes of vegetables at Canada’s Greatest Exhibition—
that get unsolicited, reports from the far Yukon of splendid results—that
receive Mr. Larcombe's (Manitoba's expert gardener) words of praise :
‘“‘Your seeds included the purest and best I have ever seen or grown.

WE FILL YOUR ORDERS CAREFULLY AND QUICKLY
GARDEN AND FIELD SEEDS FOR THE WEST
GARDEN IMPLEMENTS CYPHERS' INCUBATORS and POULTRY SUPPLIES

BEE KEEPERS' SUPPLIES

(CATALOG FREE ON REQUEST)

The STEELE BRIGGS SEED GO.
WINNIPEG

Limited

1ii the papers about them, but I did.|
not understand nor quite believe all |

I heard, and went my way, thankful

that I was left in peace.

I had to go into Weston one sum-
mer evening with some work. There
was a clergyman- whose wife was
very good to me in the way of em
ployment, and it was dark before I
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