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- When you spend money for any
thing at all, you want the very best

value you can get for it.

If you can get value that is guaran-
teed, so much the b¢tter.

When you buy Blue Ribbon Tea

you always get guaranteed value.

Bear in mind that you can take back
any packet of Blue Ribbon Tea and
receive from the grocer all you paid for
it, if you do not find 19 satisfactory 1n

‘ 5
every respect.

" 'Such an offer as that will surely
induce you to try Blue Ribbon next
time. Tell your grocer you want Blue
Ribbon with your next order.

&

L
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Blue Ribbon, Limited,

Winnipeg, Man.
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Polishes

BecauselheCIeans@
immediately takes
off all rust and tar-
nish, and the metal
surface then readily
takes a gleaming
lustre with a few

moments rubbing.
App“}y some Old Dutch
Cleanser with a wet cloth
or brush; rub slightly,
“then wipe dry. Use dry
as apolish. In this way
you can easilykeep brass,
nickle, copper, steel, tin
and- aluminum bright
and shining. (Not recom-
“mended for silverware.)

Many Other Uses and
Full Directions on
Large Sifter-Can, 10¢c

| things.

Vol. | 8

United States $1.25 a year.

well to send b, regisbemd,.let,ber or Money Order.
is im,

the money t6 pay for it another year.

sure to let us know the address on your labél.

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

THE SUBSCRIPTION PRICE of the Western Home Mont is T annum to an uldmu in Canada, or British
Isles. The subscription price to ‘foreign countries is 31}5})’ a ye‘;lr.p:ud within the Cyit

No. §

y of Winnipeg limits and in the

REMITTANCES of small sums may be made with safety in ordinary letters. Sums of one dollar or more it would be

POSTAGE STAMPS will be received the same as cash. for the fractional parts or a dollar, and in any amount when it
ble for patrons to procure bills. We prefer those of the one cent or two ¢ent denomination.

ALWAYS STOP THE PAPER at the expiration of the time paid for umless a renewal of subscription is

received, Those whose subscriptions have expired must not expect to continue to receive the paper unless they send

CHANGE OF ADDRESS.—Subscribers wishing their addresses changed must state their former as well as new address.

All communications relative to change of address must be received by us not later than the 20th of the preceding month.
WHEN YOU RENEW be sure to sign your name exactly the same as it appears on the label of your paper. If this is

. not dene it leads to confusion. If you have recently changed your address and the paper has been forwarded to you, be

A Chat with

= =

: wio ¥
our Readers.

Nothing is more pleasing to a pub-
lisher than the knowledge that he is in
close touch with his subscribers. We
ourselves delight to hear from our read-
ers, even if it be in the way of kindly
criticism, for almost every criticism that
reaches us is in this form, and #dccom-
panyipg it generally are some- useful
suggestions, many of which we have
from time to time availed ourselves of
and which can now be found embodied in
our regular monthly bill of fare. Keep
on writing us, we get hundreds. of let-
ters daily, make it thousands. Kick’ if
you have to, we will endeavor to please
you.

It will be of interest to our readers
to know that every month sees our
field greatly extended, and it is. our
hope to reach the 50,000 mark before the
year 1911 comes to a close. Any merit
that the Western Home Monthly. pos-
sesses has been quickly appreciated by
its readers, and they have spread the
good tiding to their friends, who in their
turn have swelled up our great army of
supporters. We ask of every reader
who is pleased and instructed by our
magazine to pass the word along. In
thi§ way our circulation has been built
—and indeed it is the only sure founda-
tion for any legitimate circulation.

This issue of the Western Home
Monthly, is, we think, filled with extra
good things. We give the biggest dol-
lars’ worth on the continent, and if we
are to be guided by our ‘mail bag,’ we
certainly give the best. Leading writers
are treating interestingly and instruc-
tively with many great questions, while
we think our friends will admit that we
have not failed from an artistic point of
view.  The large portion of this’maga-
zine that is: devoted to women’s work is
meeting with special appreciation.
Every branch of activity that women are
now eng in has from month to
month the West thought of leading wo-
men joyrnalists.

The June number, the Editors tell us,
will be a decided improvement on any-
thing that has gone before. Its fiction
and illustrations will be in keeping with

will be no meglect of the more serious
aflairs of life. - . '

Twelve years ago the Western Home
Monthly first saw daylight and from
its slender infancy up to its present rug-
ged manhood, it received a warm and en-
thusiastic welcome from Western Can-
adians. It is in. their interest that it is
published and everything that could be
relied on as tending to the well being
and develapment of this, Western land
has had and will continue to have its
best effort and earnest co-operation.

The first issue consisted of but eight
pages—six reading and two advertising,
and without any guarantee that the
public were willing to receive it with any
great ~enthusiasm. Its publishers saw
the need of a high class family ‘maga-
zine in the West; in addition had faith
that the West itself was destined to be-
come in a few years a land of great
With these hopes the magazine
was launched, and it has splendidly held
its own in the march of Western pro-
gress.

The circula-

Few magazines can boast of such a |
i rapid and healthy growth.

the joyous summer season, but there’

tion quickly crept from hundreds to |
thousands, until to-day it is universally
conceded that the Western Home
Monthly reaches more Western. rural

homes. than any other magazine.
It is interesting to note that many of
the friends who subscribed to the first

!

J

issues are still’ among - our, 'regular
readers. They stood by the magazine in
its struggling infancy and watched with
pride the eight pages develop to ninety-
six—its departments expand to ‘include
all topics that may prove of pleasure

and profit in the home, indeed, touching |

upon every phase of numan interest. .
The 'success of the Western Home
Monthly was made possible by the com-

mendation of its good friends of the |

early days, and for the co-operation so
spontaneously and generously given the
publishers are very grateful. The sub-
scribers of that period have been in-

creased by many thousands, but neither |

the growth of the ‘magazine, its pros-
perity as a business, nor any other con-
sideration can lessen our regard for those
who were with us from the start. They
suffered -our imperfections in silence, and
with kindly assistance led us on to the
fulfilment of our hopes. p

Constant vigilance is the motto of the
publishers, and there will be no resting
on our oars with what has already been
accomplished. The aim of the future
will be to keep the Western Home
Monthly well ahead, to make it of the
utmést possible interest to its readers
by presenting from month to month
what is timely, instructive, and enter-
taining.: :

Kind Words from Other Folks.

—

AN EDITOR’S APPRECIATION.
The British News of Canada.

Western Home Monthly,
Winnipeg, Man.

T have not seen your March issue yet.
Please send it along. : It is not as easy
to get-it here as.in. ;the West. I feel
this perhaps as much as anyone in this
city, as I have become quite an admirer
of “The Western Home Monthly.” It
is well edited, well made up, and printed
in first-class style, and even to a news-
paper man like myself, to whom the
average magazine is a bore, full of
interest. ' ’

Yours sincerely,
John Richardson,
Assistant Editor.

; Markinch, Sask., Jan. 9, 1911.

Western Home Monthly,
Winnipeg, Man. ‘

Gentlemen:—Our subscription to the
Western Home Monthly runs out March
1st. Enclosed find $1.00 to remew for
another year. I send my copy to friends
in Hartford, Conn., and they, like my-
self, are delighted with it and look
eagerly for it each month.

Frederick W. Dent.

Beachville, Ont., Jan. 30, 1911.

Dear Sirs:—I herewith enclose my
subscription to The Western Home
Monthly for another year. I consider it
the best paper in Canada.

Harty McDonald.

Fredericton, N.B;; Jan. 28, 1911.

Dear Sirs:—Enclosed find my sub-
scription to The Western Home Monthly
for one year. I was visiting a friend’s
house and was shown the magazine and
at once concluded that /it was one I
should subseribe to. It contains such a

wide variety -of ‘interesting matter that
it will please every healthy taste.
Mr:. Dazkize Horncastle.
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Exact Reproductions of the

* Anointing ‘Spoon, as il-

lustration, made in
 the following sizes:
: o v . .
Salt sPogg ﬁ‘ﬂu& i ’.75
Coffee Sp«:ohl:hghh:. .= 100

Tea Spoon Size. - = 1.
ea M&h&m 1.78

Dessert Saoons'luz.: ‘- 2.28

AHSpoominSﬁrlingSﬂmGﬂt

A Solid Silver Reproduction
of the Coromation Chair to
be used at the Coronatio

of King George V. AE

English Sovereigns have

been Crowned in it, except
Mary. e
Size of Steﬂlhz Silver
Reproduction 2% in. high
Price $2.50 Postpaid

Send for illustiation

Henry Birks & Sons

[Limited)

Jewellers, Winnipeg
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Feed -and Seed Grain

' o to name net price delivered your sthtian, oats, Barley.
or wire. Entrust what grain you have to ship to our

care to be sold to bestvadvantage. Careful attention given grading.

; advances and prompt adjustments. If you wish to sell on trac
wire us for net offer soon ‘as you have cars loaded. A

Stop all laundry troubles. “Chay. © §

lenge” Collars can be cleaned with
- a'rub from a wet cloth—smart and _
dressy always. The .correct dull
- finish and texture of the best linen,
If your dealer hasn’t *'C
write us enclosing money,

S0c. per pair for cuffs.
you. Send for new style’

THE ARLINGTON CO. OF CAN

84:64 Fraser ‘Ave., Toroato, Can,
- o149 ; :

$3,600 in Cash Prizes for

Farmers

RE you one of the thousands of
- Canadian farmers who have ‘used
or intend using Canada Cement
for the éonstructlo\mof some farm utility ?
If you contemplate building anything
whatsoever of concrete, make up your
mind right now to build it with a view
to winning one of the prizes we are of-
fering. Read the rest of this announce-
ment and you will learn how you may try
for a share in the $3,600 we are giving
away, to encourage the use of cement
upon the farm. Throughout Canada the
farmers have taken such a keen interest
in our campaign that it has inspired us
"to go further along these educational
lines. We have decided, therefore, to
offer a series of four $100.00 prizes to
each of the nine Provinces, to be award-
ed as follows:

PRIZE “A"—$100.00 to be given to the
farmer In each Province who will use
during 1911 the greatest number of
baﬂs of “CANADA’" Cement for actual

A_‘I, ll_‘!.lllJ‘n..i" X work done on his farm.

V\1 s

\ SR e A : PRIZE “B""—$100.00 to be given to the
farmer In each Province who uses
“CANADA" Cement on his farm In
1911 for the greatest number of pur-
poses.

PRIZE “C"—$100.00 to be given to the
farmer in each Province who furnishes
us with a'photograph showing best of
any particular kind of work done on
his farm during 1911 with “CANADA”
Cement.

PRIZE ‘D’"—$100.00 to be given to the
farmer in each Province who furnishes

PO ',‘“ - i B the best and most complete description
of how any particular plece of work

“ul“",!:::'.* ) shown by photograph sent’ In, was
TR Ve ) 1 | oL done.

In this contest no farmer should re-
frain from competing, because of "any

feel-.lngAthat he may have little chance
against.his neighbor who he thinks might
use more cement than he' does.

For it will be noted that Prizes “C"
and “D” have no bearing whatever on
quantity of cement used. The man who
sends us the best photograph of sk all
a thing as a wateripg trough or a hitch-
ing post, has as much chan€e for Prize
“C’” as a man who sends a photograph of
a house built of cement—and the same
{with Prize “D” as to best description.

Canada Cement is handled by dealers
in almost every town in Canada. Should
there not happen to be a dealer in your
locality, let us know and we will try to
appoint one.

Contest will close on’ November 15th,
1911, and all photos and descriptions
must be in our office by that date.
Awards will 'be made as-soon as possible
thereafter. The jury of award will con-
sist of: Prof. Peter Gillespie, Lecturer in
Theory of Construction, University of
Toronto; W. H. Day, Professor of Phy-
sics, Ontario Agricultural College,
Guelph; and Ivan S. Macdonald, Editor
of ‘““Construction.”

Now, you cannot hope to do concrete
work to the best advantage unless you
have a copy of our free book, entitled,

“ What. the Farmer Can Do With Con~,
crete.”’ This book tells how to con's'truct\
well-nigh anything on the farm, from
hitching post to silo. Whether you
enter the contest or not, you’ll find this
book most helpful. A post-card asking
for the book will bring it to you
promptly. - Send for your copy to-
night. From ysur cement dealer
or from us, you can obtain a
folder containing full particu-
lars of contest. If you send
to us for it, use the coup-
on provided in this
announcement.
Please send me
full particulars of

copy of “What the Farmer

The Canada Cement CO. Prize Contest. Also a

LIMITED

MONTREAL, QUE.

Can Do With Concrete.”

Address. .

“Sceccc0cccscecvscct0o0
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The- Western Home Monthly.

. Tt is the time of sowing—a time of work and a
a time of faith. Man sows the seed, but God sends
the rain. If it is necessary for him to know that
‘he musf earn his bread by the sweat of his brow,
it is ezally necessary for him to know that his life
must be one of dependence and implicit confidence in
‘a Power greater than himself.

' THE SOIL.

Now, Providence has been kind to us who live in
this western land. Nowhere on the face of this old
earth is there a richer acreage. “It is but necessary
for man to tickle the ground in order to make it
break forth into smiles.” But he who would preserve
his land rich must learn -how to plow it aright, how
to cultivate it so as to coax the moisture to the sur-
face. Moreover, he must observe the-laws of crop
rotation, must know the principles of fertilization,
and above all must recognize the necessity of alterna-

" ation of rest and production, if his land would re-

main fruitful throughout the years.

THE SEEDS.

Then, too, he must select his seed with care. He
must winnow it until it is free from all impurities,
and sow it at proper time and in just sufficient
quantity. He must protect it from mildew and wash
it until all parasitical growths are removed. Then
he must be content to scatter it in faith, believing
that He who feeds the sparrows will not disappoint
the children of men. y

L,

THE SHOWERS.

Nor is faith limited to the act of sowing. Every
day brings its anxiety. It may be that a drought
will weaken or kill the young:plant while it is still
in the germ, or while it is a tender shoot, or even

when the milk is in the newly-formed g'rai:n ; it may.

be that frost will blight when the plants are just
eovermg the ground, or when the grain is just turn-
ing from green to gold; and it may be that the hail
will ruthlessly destroy just as the fields are reach-
ing maturity. Which of us, knowing the fraility of
mankidd, and his ‘inability to endure material pros-
perity, which of us, realizing that “no nation ever at-
tained permanent destruction in act, legislation, or
morality which won its wealth too easily from the
soil,” would quarrel with Providence for sometimes
denying to us His best gifts? Then as we toil let
it be in all humility so that in our lives the twin
virtues of faith and works may be justly balanced.

THE MOST IMPORTANT SEED.

There is a sowing from day to day that is of in-

finitely greater importance than the sowing of grain. '

It is the sowing of ideals in the minds of our people,
more especially in the minds of our youths and our
children. The sowers are the parents, the teachers,
the public press and all the other agencies with
which we are familiar. It is a comparatively small
matter whether, as a country, we produce No. 1 hard
or No. 2 northern, and whether we produce a few mikl-
lion bushels smore or less than we expected, but it is
a matter of the utmost importance that our citizens
shall rank high in intelligence and morality, that they
become industrious and loyal and worthy of the tra-
ditions which we cherish.

THE PARENT AS SEED-SOWER.

When we find a parent who considers the effect of
€very word and act upon his children, when we find
him sceking to placg-hefore them all that is true and
lovely and of good report, when we find him living
for them, considering it more important for them to
be right in character and (undu(t and manner than
that he should possess money and lands and position
—when we find this we take heart and think that

. P .
it may vet be all right with our land in the years

to be. Rut when we find a parent in whom greed and
b“} they muy lead them into the possession of the
lust 7o swin have choked out every generous im-
pulse « that there is no kind and Ionng thought’ for

wife and children, no real unselfish joy and pride kn

the merits of his offspring, no lively concern in their"

intellectual and moral progress,- no patience with
their moral faults and no pity with them in their
failures, when we find that he is careless as to the
habits, tastes and dispositions that are being form-
ed from day to day, regardless of speech and be-
havior and attitude, then we have reason to fear for
our land, for we know only too well that it cannot
prosper unless its people possess that righteousness
which exalteth a nation.

THE PARENT'S OPPORTUNITY AND
RESPONSIBILITY.

. Whatpan opportunity the parent has for seed-
sowing/' . While the child is still in arms it may

have p nted in its heart the seeds of affection and

reverence, loyalty frid obedience. "Foolish is the
parent who thinks that these virtues can be acquired
later in life if they are not cultivated in early child-
hood. So also there may be inculeated good habits
of thought, speech and action. The old parable of the
wheat and the tares applies with peculiar fitness in

this field of habit, for wrong habits once acquired
, are practically incapable of eradication. '

For parents to do their duty in the education of
their children they require to give time and effort
and make no small expenditure of monmey. Those
who are not prepared to give this much should
not accept the responsibilities of parenthood. To
sow the seeds of intelligence means the installing of
a suitable home-library. Why can not every. farmer
spend the value of ten or twenty bushels of grain
in the purchase of readable books for his. children?
Why can he not also get one or two books with
good wholesome pictures, and a few musical selec-
tions worth hearing? The conditions in not a few
homes are perfectly digraceful. Never can we at-
tain to permanent greatness and glory unless we set
the verb to be above the verb to have. This needs to
be appreciated in not a few homes to-day.

Nor will books alone suffice. The. parent must give
his own life if he would produce life in his children.
Except a grain of wheat die, it abideth alone, but if
when cast into fruitful soil it dies it brings forth
fruit a hundrea-fold. So every parént who gives
forth affection, and who spends time upon his chil-
dren, who surrounds them with all that is beautiful
and true and good, will find his reward not only in
the returned affection and thanksgiving but in the

" knowledge that his loved ones have grown pure and

sweet and helpful because of his sacrifice and devo-
tion.

THE TEACHER AS SEED-SOWER.

Then the teacher must come to the aid of the

4 parent. Often she does more ‘than the home to

present proper ideals of life and behavior.. Yet our
schools are far from being as efficient as they might
be, because of the lack of proper support. The ap-
paratus and teaching conveniences are lacking,- and
werse than all the money expended is not sufficient
to attract teachers of first-rate ability. Nor can
members of the farming community say they are

‘over-taxed for education. A man should be willing

to give all he has for his children. They are all tHat
he has to live for in the longorun. _It is infinitely
better for a parent to spend a few hundreds when
alive than to bequeath a few thousands at death.
The cost of taxation -in country districts is
ridiculously low when compér&)l with the cost in vil-
lages and towns and cities.
pared with rates in other lands. Tt is ridiculously
low when compared with the expenditure for other
purposes. Let any one figure it out and see for
himself. If our country is to be great we must have
an educated people. This means tHat .we must have
good teachers, and ‘this means that we must pay
the price. The situation in Western Canada is posi-
tively alarming if the reports of those who are in
a position to know are worthy of credence.

But piven teachers of proper qualification what
opportunities theyx possess! Not only may they in-

Sowing.

It is low when com- .

~

fluenée their pupils with a desire to know and to do,
acquired wisdom of the race, and ‘train them for
efficient service in a world of active workers. Tt
is no sinecure this teaching school, and it is more than
likely that every faithful member of the body works
more hours per day and more days per week than
most of us. -Yet it is just possible for them as for
parents - to skimp the work, and to cultivate the
ground carelessly and sow seed that is not properly
cleaned and winnowed.' It is for them as for the
parent and the husbandman to enter upon their
duties in all lowliness and in meek dependence upon
Him who dispenses love and wildom While they
must toil as if everything depends upon their labors,
they must ultimately depend, just as does the work- )
er in the field, upon Him who sends the sunshine
and the shower—the God of love md wisdom.

THE PRESS AS sun-som

There is a seed-sowing-in our booh and magazines
and in the daily press, and in gha cities there are
countless other agencies at work and many of them -
of a pernicious kind. But what of the books? . Silent
teachers they are but powerful in their appeals.
They present ideals lovely or unlovely, inlplring or
degrading. Unfortunately the grain has not been
winnowed, and the parent and the teacher who

. neglect 'to supervise are criminal _in their negli-

gence. Yes, whether the parent proceéds to tell a
story or read a book she must not only learn from
the husbandman the art of tilling the soil, of water-
ing it in love, of changing the erop, but she must be
above all careful that no noxious weeds find their
way into the furrows. . Clean books, clean magazines.
clean newspapers—these we must and will have at
any cost. The blighting effect of the expressions o: -
party bitterness, the damning power of reports of
wrong-doing, can not be measured. The press is the '
greatest power in the land to-day, but ll & pow for
evil as well as a power forgood SRR

THOSE WHO SOW nns.

There is a negutive side to ued-sowing—-‘ da.rk and
terrible side. “And the enemy sowed tares.” Yes it
is all in vain that the parent cultivates the soil of
the childish hearts; it is in vain that God. sends the
sun and the rain; if the tares abound. "Need any
one name the malign forces in our l.ntl"tordsyt
Chief among these is the saloon—the common, grog-
shop. Have you, my good reader, ever thought of
the danger to your boy and to yonr 'girl in that
licensed institution?’ Will you' not join in the cru-
sade to abolish it' from our land? -Will you ‘not
winnow the grain that you are sowing in the minds
of your little ones? Yea, even a8 your f truth must -
contain no admixture of superstition and prejudice

‘and exaggeration; even as your beauty must con-

tain nothing of the deformed, the ugly, the diltuto-
ful, even as your good must be free from guilb and
filth and deception, so. your moral atmosphere must
not be contaminated by the presence of those insti-

tutions which are born of hell, and which have no.
redeeining feature. And as for other evils they are
too well known to be mentioned by name. Is it too
much -ta ask that in the name of childhood and in
the name of our country we shall jom in a
common resolution:— ;

“As a tiller of the soil I pledge myself that hence-
forth T shall use all diligence in the cultivation of
my land, and exercise all care in the selection of my
seed. As a cultivator of the minds of my children
I shall make it my endeavor to place before them in
the most effective way and at the cost of my own life,
all that is pure-and true and beautiful. Above all I
shall discountenance and oppose to the utmost of
my power everything in the social, political and in-
dustrial life o« my country that makes for @ishonesty,
immorality and vice. And with God as.my. guide
and support I trust that the seed T sow shall be
watered Ly His hand, so that my children will be
more efficient than I have been, and my country
more glorious in the future than it has becn'in the

past.”
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Rip That Oilcloth Off Your Kitchen
g ¥ .
Table and Paint It With JAP-A-LAC

Oilcloth isn’t Jasting and only sanitary until it begins to crack, and
you Znow ‘that within a few weeks of use it is bound to pee/, and
within a few months it must be replaced. Every time y\ou wash it, it
grows a-little more smelly. .

‘Oilcloth costs more than Jap-a-lac, and won’t give one-tenth the
service. : ;

Order a can of White Jap-a-lac today, apply to the direct wood—
and haye a permanently clean, waterproof table which can be washed
in an instant and be kept sweet and wholesome.

You can take your old chairs and with a few minutes’ work have
them looking brand new.

You can re-paint your ice-box or refrigerator. You can take the

paper off your pantry shelves and give them a waterproof cover of
Jap-a-lac which instantly puts them into a sanitary condition.

You Can’t Keep House Without

JBPRLAL

and Natural (Clear)
Rex;ewa Everything from Cellar to Garret!

For every use there’s a different sort. There’s a Gold Jap-a-lac to restore
picture frames, It is not only pure in quality, but comes in a ‘‘double -decked”
can, which makes it go four times as far as the old style gold enamels.

‘You pour out just as much of the gold and just as much of the lacquer as you
need for the immediate job, and then put it aside until yoy need it again.

There is a Jap-a-lac for your hardwood floors. It won’t crack and it won't
whiten. It won’t show foot-marks—you can take a hammer and make a dent in
the wood, but you can’t break the Jap-a-lac coat-
ing. It will follow the dent. A Jap-a-lac floor can
be cleaned as.often as you please, and after each
washing will come up again as glossy and fine as
ever,

Oil paintings should be varnished at least once
a year, otherwise their colors will grow dim. Use
Natural Jac-a-lac for this purpose thinned with
turpentine,

f the enamel has chipped off yourirgn beds, or
has turned yellow or dirty, take a little White
Jap-a-lac and a little time and you will have them
looking just like the day you bought them. |

These are juat a few of the things that an
industrious housewife can accomplish, by spending
a mere pittance of money and devoting a little
attention to.her home. .

We have published a book which tells about the
uses of Jap-a lac.. You need no experience to get
perfect results. The book tells of the many
directions in' which you are probably wasting your
money now by discardiug all sorts of things that

simply need a Jap-a-lac treatmient,
ap-a-lac is sold everywhere and wears forever There is
only one Jap-a-lac. It is a trade-marked name. It is made by
the Glidden Varnish Company. There is no substitute.
All sizes, 25c. to $3.50.

THE GLIDDEN VARNISH CO.

Factories;
CIQnQIand, O. Toronto, Ont.
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A Change of Luck.

By E. Margaret Stewart, Okotoks, Alta. Written Especially for the W.H.M.

staked out and that
there chunk of ore
sent off to them fel-
lers to test, we’ll
jest set around here
in Bow Crossin’ for a

N OW we got.our claim

little while and not |.
say mnothin’ till- we

gets word back. We don’t want no
Joshin’ from the boys if the stuff ain’t
no good.”

So spoke Hike Holmes to his friend
and partner Bill Brown, as they rode
their * buckskin  cayuses towards the
livery barn of the Alberta Hotel.

“Right you are, - Hike,” responded
Bill, cheerfully, as he dismounted. “By
the way, Hike, they’s a little dance on

nearly every night at Old Nixon’s. Let’s,

The Cook of

take them in while we’re
round.”

“Sure thing,” replied Hike, as they
led their horses into the barn. ’

When Hike and Bill arrived at Nixon’s
Hall that evening the dance was in full
swing. These dances were well patron-
ized by the young people of Bow Cross-
ing. The fiddlef§ were sawing away
vigorously and the dancers were giving
themselves up to a genuine, hearty, old-
fashioned “hoe down.” :

2n?
hangin

Hike and Bill seated themselves on [

the rough, pine board that ran around
Old Nixon’s hall: "The ladies clad in
glowing dresses made from highly
colored bolts of sateen purchased at Old
Peter’s general-store, were dancing. with
energy and vim. The cowboys from the
near by ranches, with their gay knotted
neck scarfs, added 'their dash of color to
the general scheme. .

~0Old man. Nixon” was displaying his
extraordinary gifts as a “ciller off,”

leading the dancers through long,: intri-

cate - figures ‘and : bringing every con
back wderringly ~ to ~ their  original
“stamping grounds.”

“Them is pretty fine girls.” This sen-
tentious remark was delivered by Mr
Holmes to Bill as they watched the closg;
of Old Nixon’s last and most spectaculap
figure, the breakdown.

“Ain’t they?” assented Bill admir.

ingly.

“and that one with the big pompadour
has got me roped and branded.”

“Not for mine, Hike,” said Bill, “looks
too pert and ‘sassy.’ Youse is welcome
to her for all of me. That’s Old Nixon’s
g;{} and she thinks -an awful pile of her-
self.”

“Guess I'll get busy,” responded Hike,
and as the fiddlers gave their last squeak
he rose to cross the floor.. “Glad I ain’t
got no carpet slippers on,” he muttered

asﬂhe stumbled across the floor. “Them

the Camp. .

knots in Old Nixon’s floor is as big as
ant hills.”

As formal ceremony had not as yet
invaded the .little social functions of
Bow Crossing, Hike -made the acquain-
tance of the lady with ease.

“Dance this with me?” said Hike and
they were off in a moment. For dances
were rushed on with alarming speed and
every couple made it a point to be on the
floor at the first squeak from the  fid-
dlers.

“Go on!” cried Miss Nixon, in re-
sponse to some flirtatious sally of Mr.
Holmes, as they see-sawed tln"ongh, the
“Heel and Toe Polky.” “I’ve heard fel-
lers talk like you before!”

“Betche have!™ replied Mr. Holmes,
admiringly, “and that won't be no josh!”

“Now, quit yer Lildin’!” exelaimed
Miss Nixon, vivacic “T'Il  bet
vou’ve said the same - to a dezen
girls this evening!”™ .

“I ain’t neither,” proi..
dazzled by-the charm . partee of his
partner. “Kin I have next three
dances—two_ quadrillex 1 a ‘Dutch
Pclky P

1 Hike, much

“Yes, siree,” continued Mr. Holmes,
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L “You. shorely ain’t?” gasped. Bill in

__ Bill to single out the offending intruder

¥

Winnipeg, May, 1911.
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; f pleasureable cxcitemept t.he

B e d, until the protesting cries
f roosters i 8

9’:%: guests of the apprqgch.pf day.

iMay 1 see yer home?” ifiquired "Mr.

5% €5, gallantly, and Miss Nixon, the

B fanuted belle of all these Bow Cross-

mz{so'cial affairs, graciously gave her

jon.

* In the weeks that followed, these dan-
‘ces at Nixon’s took a very prominent,
ace in the time and:thoughts. of Hike
and . his. friend Bill.- -To make up -for
_the desolation of- those. evenings..when.
there was nothing “on,” Mr. Holmes be-

came a frequent caller at the home of
Miks Nixon. i 0t s
“You shore is making a great hit with
0ld Nixon’s girl,” commented Bill one
day. . All the fellers is wild.”
“.4pijll,” said Hike, with artless confi-
“ dence, “Me and her has got things fixed
up_for good I guess.”

astonishment.

«We.  shorely has!” - returned Mr.

Holmes with decision, noting the look |’

of . disapproval on - Bill’s face.. “And
what’s more if we don’t hear from that
there ore right away quick, I guess -T'll
t back to the old Horse Ranch. This
_dance-to-night’ll -have. to- be. the
last. This kinda thing won’t do. I got:
ta earn some money.” =k
“Well if that isn’t the durnedest
note!”. observed Bill. “Cash is” gettin’
pretty” low with me too.. -They’re"that
spin’ - fer money in this here town.
Board .at the Alberta is at such fancy
figgers I can’t stick it out.much longer.
So.I’ll pull out when you do.” _
Bill danced hard that evening, feeling
that the gaities of the town were not
for him much longer in his low financial
condition. The thirst occasioned by the
violent exercise he. engaged in, forced
lim often to slake his thirst with the
dipper from the pail by the door. Turn-
ing from one of these long refreshing
draughts, Bill encountered Hike, "whose
face looked unnaturally. gloomy. == = "
“That:feller in the paper collar thinks
he’s” pretty slick, don’t he?” observed
Hike with ' some "bitterness. “There’s
getting too much dashed style about this
place to suit me.”
A glance towards the dancers enabled

whose. innovations were destroying the.
peace and harmony of the evening. Old
Peters’ new dry goods ' clerk, wearing
8 dazzling white collar, had relieved
Hike of all responsibility in the enter-
tainment of Miss Nixon. '

“How. did it happen, Hike?” inquired
Bill, sympathetically. ‘

Hike poured out the whole sad story
of how he had brought Miss Nixon to
the dance. “She seemed quieter nor
usual and on the way down asked a lot
about the claim, which a-course I told
her all about at the first.- I told her I’d
give up expectin’ to hear from it and
that T'd hev to get busy broncho-bustin’
agin. Baid I guessed' I'd never make
much money no other way but by hard
work. * 1 thought she seemed to ack
kinda indifferent like after that.” Hike
went on to say that at the dance when
his vigilance relaxed for a moment “this
feller” had got in the way and there
wasn’t any getting near her after-
wards.

"Bgtter try again, Hike,” advised Bill,
turning to take another drink. “That
feller don’t stand no real chanst agin
you.  Anyway, there are lots of girls.”

That ain’t the pint,” began Mr.
Holmes sharply, “Why, me and her——”
ut he was unable to finish what Ke
started to say as Bill, anxious to make
Up for lost time, was rushing to jdin
the dance.

“Did you tackle it again, Hike?” in-
quired Bill a few hours later when they
m.et’ In their quarters at the Alberta.
Bill’s vy spirits were slightly dashed
Now that the last dance was over with
e more of their kind in view, but he

evening ass: an adjacent building warn- |

.anyhow ?”

:]']as Ill;ﬁ;ifz:: an admirable attempt to
< 1OW & kindly interest in his compan-
on’s afinirs, <5l

13 .

“h(h«l. _returned Mr. Holmes, grimly.

“S}:\.' 4id you make out?” said Bill.
. ]‘ vvmed kinda high and mighty
tm act quite sniffy like when T tried
f0 bal] her” said Mr. Holmes. "“T’
VOUMU. fisht"hard to make any' con-
cﬁ‘l‘;ﬁln_t With that blinking owl of a
‘Shot .. m” round. so I asked her for a

\Well, she near took the head

offen ‘me. -
Holmes,

“Pretty- rocky,”, observed- Billl, after a
pause, full of sympathy.

“Hard - lines, all right,” said Mr.
‘Holmes sadly.. . “We’ll get back to the
ranch to-morrow.” - -

*Early ‘mextmorning-Bill was up and
away to get the ‘buckskins ready for

So I l()i)éd,” “concluded Mr.

‘the :ride- to - the :ranch ‘in the foot:hills. |

Hike had just.finjs.ed his breakfast and
was, standing « gloomily in' the" doorway
looking up ' the streét, when.:Bill -rushed
‘up breathlessly.. - . -

“Hike! Here’s a letter for us. Youse
open it while”I tie up the buckskin.”
With difficulty they deciphered it be-
tween them. The substance of -the let-
ter was that the ore had: been assayed
very high “and. their -claim was a very
paying proposition.

“A money maker!” cried Hike.
means no more broncho bustin’ for you
and mbe, feller!” and he slapped Bill
cordially on' the back.

“And -, the old, man and Susie can

leave off their rocky job trying to raise
grain and hens on-that sand bar they
‘call ‘a’ ranch east ‘of here!”. exclaimed
Bill ‘with satisfaction. “Heoray!”
. -“There’ ain’t no one to” benefit par-
ticularly outa my slice but myself now,”
said ‘Hike soberly, “me not having no
relations.”

- “Let’s hitch up the ‘skins’ to that old

buckboard ‘at the ‘-barn and we’ll go up

and 'see-how the old man and Susie |

take: ‘it,” cried Bill enthusiastically.
“Gee,. but I'll give them' a good time
now! You remember my old man and
sister Susie, don’t you?” = - '

.~ “I - shorely does,” - returned - Hike,
thoughtfully. It came back to him what
a “looker;” as he termed it, Bill’s sister
Sue was with her dark hair and bright

eyes, “and - “not” too blamed sassy
neither,” he -reflected.- = - s
“We'll” get them buckskins ready

soon _and ge,” said Bill. “We’ll tell the
folks about it” before we do' anything.”

~Within- the’ space of "another hour
Bill’s natural flow of talk had acquaint-
ed the people abeiit the hotel with their
good  fortune. " Hike and- Bill
themselves the centre of many admiring
friends and old Sandy Jones, the pro-
prietor of -the hotel, put himself to end-
less trouble to administer to the com-
fort of -his two guests. ‘

“You shorely -ain’t vexed at me for
that little- joshin’ I give you last night,
Hike,” observed Miss Nixon affably when
she met Hike on the street. “That guy
at Old Peters’ store.is too tiresome for
words. I just told him so plunk and
plain a while ago.” What’re you mad at
“I ain’t mad, I'm jest in_a
hurry as we’re drivin’ out a town, and
yow’ll find Old Peters’ clerk isn’t a half
bad sort neither. He just give me quite
a cut on goods I was buyin’.”

“Look-ahere,” said Miss Nixon, almost
in tears, “I ain’t mad if you ain’t. If
youre too stuck up to make “friends
jest because of a little money—" .

“Excuse me,” said Hike, with his
grandest manner, “But once turning
down ought to be enough for any fel-
low. It is for me anyway, so I'll wish
you good day.”

“All ready Hike,” sang out Bill
“The ‘skins’ is waiting.”

“Sorry to keep you,” said Hike, cheer-
fully, as he stowed away some curious
little packages in - the buckboard and
climbed in.

“Let ’er go, Bill!”

A Snowy Owl in Captivity.

“This |.

quality and refined appearance.

received.

This fashionable Costume
made to order in a Superior
Venetian Clothin a variety of
choice colors, Navy, Black, etc.
for $17.20,

“Samples, Price Lists, Meas-
urement Blanks, Style Plates, °
etqa mailed promptly and post
paid.

Superior Quality
- ““0Old Country”
wititir Clothing Fabrics
For Ladies, Gentlemen and Children
Ladies and Gentlemen interested in really high-class Fabrics of sterling

value, are cordially invited to examine E. B. Ltd’s. collection of patterns
. which represents a splendid variety of fashionable materials of excellent

Samples Mailed Promptly and Post Paid
4 : DAINTY COTTON FABRICS

in White, Plain Colors and Fancy Designs.
TWEEDS AND FANCY DRESS FABRICS
in Plain Colorings, Stripes, Checks and Fancy

TWEED AND FLANNEL SUITINGS '
in Attractive Designs and Colourings.
PURE WOOL ROYAL NAVY: SERGE
. the Clothing Fabrics which wear well, look well -

+ Prices from 49c. to $3.15 per ya.rd
Also in Cream, Black, Grey and New Colours.

High Class Tailoring
For Ladies, Gentlemen and Children -

y Canadian patrons f
splendid Fit, Style an :

Tailoring, and testify as to the excellent value

F. @—, wrote: ''The suit you made for me, which arrived
in December, is a good fit and is satisfa :
respect. | could not procure a suit of similar quality
double the money locally.**

Egerton Burnett, Ltd.
Wellington, Somerset, E-g.

24 ROYAL
WARRANTS

Designs.

and keep a good color." "

uently acknowl the
Finish of E. B. Ltd’s.

For Example ¢

ctory .in _every
ancouver, 22-1-11,
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Don’t

Judge a Bed
By Its Looks Alone

GUARD yourself against the pur-
chase of a bed that merely
* looks good.” )
Too often is the prettiness of a bed
coupled with glaring faults and many
weaknesses.

It is the tubing that's used, the con-

struction, the fastenings, the polishing
apnd lacquering that determines whether

& bed will look well always and last a life=

time, or become wobbly and go to pieces .

in a few months. :
In Quality Beds only, because of their
proved designs,

’ perfect construction and im

can you feel satisfied with your purchase.

80 sure are we of this, that every Quality
Bed is sold subject to a 5-year guarantee
that is just as good as gold. ;

" Quality Beds

Nearly 100 Styles to Select From to Harmonize With
* Room Decorations or Furniture.

Not only are Quality Beds guaranteed
for five years, but, equally important to the
buyer of refined tastes, the trade mark
printed below is an absolute assurance of
correct pattern and finish.

Every year we add new styles to the
‘“‘Quality’’ line —keeping apace -with the
artistic ideas of the discriminating pur-

chaser.

SEND FOR FREE BOOK

Our booklet ‘“Bedtime’’ will be sent post=
paid anywhere upon request. Write for
it to-day. It is an interesting storehoure
of facts on Beds of all kinds, and will enable
you to make a wise selection without the
trouble of shopping. ;

FREE TRIAL OFFER

With the handsome booklet we will in-
form you how you can get a Quality Bed on
30 days' free trial. Address Dept. ¢ 2

QUALITY BEDS, LIMITED
WELLAND, ONTARIO
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the deepest shadows.

Sulphide Toning.

L]

1

and the delicate sheen im
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. Carbon Bromide

A grade which retains the well-tried qualities of
the “WELLINGTON’’ Emulsions, and in addition
possesses the rich surface of a good carbon. All

,  detail is preserved throughout the scale of gradation,
parts a touch of ‘‘life’’ to

An ideal grade for the Bromoil Process and

WRITE FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS TO

. Wellington & Ward, 13 St. dohn Street, Montreal, P.0.

)
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| ROBINSON & CLEAVER L¥

[RISH LINEN

WORLD RENOWNED FOR QUALITY & VALUE

§

[

nett prices.

.country in the world.

Established in 1870 at Belfast, the centre of the Irish linen trade, we have developed
our business on the lines of supplying genuine Linen goods direct to the public at the lowest
For manufacturing purposes we have a large fully-equipped power-loom
linen factory at,Banbridge, Co. Down, hand looms in many cottages for the finest work
and extensive making-up factories at Belfast.
Apﬁointmcnt since the year 1878, and have furnished Mansions, Cottages, Villas, Hotels,
Clabs, Institutions, Yachts and Steamships with complete linen outfits in almost every

We have held Royal Warrants of

SOME OF OUR LEADING SPECIALITIES:

Household Linen.

Dinner Napkins, £ X} yd. $1.42 doz. : Table-
cloths, 2§ Xf yds., $1.42 ea. Linen Sheets, $3.2¢
ir. Linen Pillow Cases, frilled, .33c each.
‘nen Huckaback Towels, $1.i18 doz. Glass
Cloths, $1.18'doz. Kitchen Towels, $1.32 doz.

Embroidered Linen.

Afternoon Teacloths, from .90¢c ea. Sideboard

Clot 1s from .90c ea. Cushion Covers from .48¢
. ea. Bedspreads for double beds, from $3.30

ea. Linen Robes, unmade, from $3.00 each.

Dress Linen.

‘ Whit: Dress Linen, 44in. wide, soft finish,
.48c yard. Coloured Linen, 44in. wide, 50
shades, .48c yard. Heavy Canvas Linen, in
colours, 48in. wide, 42¢ vard.

Handkerchiefs. p .

Ladies’ All Linen Hemstitched Handker
chiefs, $ & §in. hems, .84¢c doz. Ladies’ Linen
Handkerchiefs, hemstitched with drawn

. thread border, $1.08 doz. Gent's Linen Hem. -

stitched Handkerchiefs, ¢ in. hem, $1.66 doz.

Underclothing & Laces.

Ladies’ Nightdresses from .94c ea. Chemises
trimmed embroidery, .56¢ ea. Combinations,
$1.08 each. Bridal Trousseaux, $32.04. Lay. _
ettes, $15.00. Irish Lace goods direct from
workers at very moderate prices.

Collars & Shirts.

Gentlemen's Collars, made from our own
linen, from $1.18 doz. Dress Shirts, ** Match-
less "’ quality, $1.42 each. Zephyr, Oxford, and
Flannel Shirts, with soft or stiff cuffs and sofs
fronts, at manufacturers’ prices.

Colonial and Foreign customers.

N.B.—Illustrated Price Lists and samples sent post free to any part of
the world. Special care and personal attention devoted to orders from

PLACE

ROBINSON & CLEAVER LIMITED
44 S. DONEGALL BELFAST, IRELAND

so
Telegrams: ‘‘Linen, Belfast,” LONDON & LIVERPOOL

| straggling over her shoulder.
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AYBE you don’t like
the job, Barney, but
it’s got to be done.”

The man  sat there

ering in the chilly
night air, his_tousled
head dropped for-
.ward upon his chest;
the blanket that had covered him, as he
lay snatching a brief sleep, hung in de-
jected folds to the floor. ] :

“I just can’t, Maggie.” His voice came
hoarse and muffled and, notwithstand-
ing the brave show of the words, there
was-in it a note of indecision that told
his wife, as she bent over him, that she
had only to.press the point and, the
victory was won. . .

“Barney, look here; the childs dying
for want of .nourishing food and how
are we to get it? And you know -why
we haven’t it to give him. We’ve sold
all the bits of furniture we had and
now it’s only beg or—" ‘she hesitated,
“or borrow,” she finished stooping. a lit-
tle nearer.

He turned his head and looked:at her,
thin and scantily clad, holding a small
night-lamp in her hand; an old shawl
{ wrapped about her and one lock of hair

“Maggie, if we’d wait a bit, maybe I
could find some small job to-morrow.”;]

“How long do you think the child can
live without eating? Not a bite has
passed his lips this day and,” her voice
grew sharper in its hushed intensity,
“it was your own doing, Barney McKay,
that got us to such a pass. If you could
have kept a still tongue in your head
you, might have had your job yet; but
when a man. undertakes to tell his boss
what’s the proper, thing to do and lays
down the- law as knewing as you did,
he may expect to get the bounce, and
small wonder.”

Barney’s .head went down again and
she felt she was gaining ground.

“We know the house is alone to-night
and it seems like Providence ordered it
that way. You know the premises well
and it’ll take you but a short time to
get a little something for the child.
It’s only to Lorrow it. When you get
the money you can pay it back, and you
won’t see the baby die, Barney.”

Her voice ended with a wail and she
put her hand over her face and eaught
her breath with a sob.

“There, there, Maggie,” he laid his
hand soothingly upon her arm, “Don’t
take on. Tl do what I can and the
Lord have mercy on my soul.”

He got up and put on his patched,
shabby, old ulster, got a bag and a little
lantern and went to the door. With his
hand on the latch he looked back. “If-
if I don’t come back, if they get me,
Maggie, send word to the boss’s mother.
She’ll scold and fuss but she won’t see
you and the kids starve.”

Then he went dut and shut the door.
“Lord, it’s tough,” he muttered when he
found himself alone in the alley. “It’s
an honest man, if not an over-wise one,
I've been all the days of me life and
now to come to this.”

Through alleys and side-streets and
devious ways he went, cowering and
starting and looking back, lest a police-
man come unawares upon him.

As he neared his destination, the resi-
dence of his late employer, from whose
household stores he hoped to replenish
his ‘'own empty larder, he made a wide
detour in order to see if time and con-
ditions were favorable for putting his
plan into effect. His familiarity with
the premises, 'he having been gardener
and general utility man fer a consider-
able time, would enable him to gain a
comparatively easy entrance to the
house, now that the occupants were out
of town, provided he met with no ob-
stacle in the shape of a too officious
public guardian.

;His reconnoisance showed him the im-
portance of ‘proceeding with extreme
caution; for there in the street in front
of the. house a big, policeman walked
leisurely to and fro: and Barnev won.

Barney and Another.

By Beth Porter Sherwood, Woodstock, -N.B, Canada. °

& huddled heap, shiv-

&

nights.

“Bad manners to him, &and is there
nothing in the whole téwn for him to
do, but meander back and forth for all
the world as if he had a string to him”
ruttered Barney, looking with the ut-
most disapproval at this mode of pro-
cedure. s

“The front of the house, however, wag
not the back, and as trees and, shrubg
grew in profusion his movements would
be fairly well covered. Accordingly, he
made his way cautiously to the rear, and
knowing the infirmity of the fastening
of a certain window on the second floor.
he resolved to discover -
junction of the branch of a tree and the
corner of a piazza roof would effect ; and
without more difficulty than a novice
would experience having this knowledge,
hindered by much nervous apprehension,
-he found himself in due time in a small
room at the end of a passage.

Trembling in every limb he sat down
and wiped the perspiration from his face
while he strove to get ‘a grasp on his
wavering courage; but the thought of
Jim Cassidy down there with liberty to
do openly. what he did in fear and
trembling added nothing to his cool-
ness.

By and by from a window on the op:
posite side of the narrow hall he look-
ed, and now he could see Cassidy stand-
ing upon the drive regarding the house
with much apparent interest.

“Just staring the house out of coun-
tenance, confound him. It would do mé
a whole lot of good to ge down there
and upset him into the ditch,” muttered
Barney, much incensed.

The memory of the little sick child,
however, kept him from indulging in
any such pleasantries and going back to
the starting-point he took off his boots
and when he reached a place where he
was , convinced that no tell-tale flash
would reach a too-communicative win-
dow, he lighted his lanterr and went
forward. ]

Once inside the house he had imag-
ined that his anxiety and apprehension
would be at. an end, but it seemed to
have only begun. The very darkness
seemed to be something alive = and
tangible,- and assumed bulk and black-
ness before his eyes. Then, too, he had
an uneasy feeling that something or
someone. was looking ‘at him, and the
feeling that at any moment a bony
hand might grasp him sent cold chills
creeping up his spine. The floor creak-
ed under his feet and there was a semb-
lance of sound, a sort of rustle or mur-
mur that crept down the passage ahead
of him. ?

A cold perspiration, broke out upon
‘him as a tingling sensation assailed him,-
and he clapped his hands to his face,
extinguishing the feeble light as he did
so.

“Heavens above, I'm going to sneeze,”
was his thought, and the snegze came,
well-developed and vigorous, despite his
efforts to suppress it; and then his hair
rose upon his head and his jaw drop-
ped in mortal terror, for almost at his
feet came a groan, low, harrowing, full
of agony.

back by the way he had come. _Then
some force, stronger than his fear, im-
pelled him to stop. Someone was speak-
ing. His terrified thoughts flew to Cas-
sidy; but that was not Cassidy’s voice.
He listened. )

“Come here. Come here. Do you
hear me? Whoever you are, come here.”’

It was the voice of a woman, im-
perious, commanding. L
“It’s the old lady or worse; her
ghost,” groaned Barney. “Oh, why did

I come here this night?”

Again came the command to return
and Barney dared not disobey. Dully
he wondered why she should be here.
He knew she had gone to visit a relative
in a neighboring town while her son and
his wife were absent.

He shook his head. It was a puzz!e
he could not solve and in spite of his,

dered what imp of mischief drew him to

dread and reluctance he relighted 11/18
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lmtem ‘and went slowl): back; and | the window, and as he neared a door
there at. the foot, of .a staircase leading |;some way along, a feeling that someone

er floor was what at first sight
m?;e&lpap heap of clothing.- As he drew
nearer he made: out a head crowned with

y hajr.and from a pain-blanched face
kaed a pair of great, dark, indom-

eyes.
~m1?:est(’)0d looking at her, his “boss’s”
mother, hardly knowing what was re-
\, quired of him. - o
" «Here,” she said sharply, “lift me and
ut me on-a bed somewhere; anywhere.
i fell down these stairs and broke my
leg. Now be .cdreful,” she reprimand-
_ed as he fumbled awkwardly, “and re-
member I am not a sack of coal.”

“Indeed  and I know that, ma’am.
It’s something better you are.” :

He lifted her as gent]y “as he. knew
how, but before he had taken a step her
thin, white hand gripped his shoulder
and with a gasp she fainted away in
his arms.

“Oh, I've murdered her entirely,” he
groaned, dropping upon his knees and
laying her back upon the floor. But he
had hardly done so before the dark eyes
flashed open ahd she looked rebukingly
into his face.

“Why don’t you put me on a bed?”
she asked angrily.

. “Oh, I daresay,” he answered, wring-
“ing his hands. “I'm afraid yowll die
in me hands.” .

“Pll die if you leave me here. See,

the place is cold and I'm on the floor.

"\ .

was” near warned him of danger. He
drew. back into an angle and waited;
and then between him and the window
he saw a figure pass.

“Ah,” he whispered, “there’s two of
us, it seems.” ' .

-With every nerve tingling he paused
until the advancing intruder was swal-
lowed up by the blackness of a half-
opened doorway; then with a dash for-
ward, Barney sent him reeling into the
room directly behind him, and throwing

' himself against the door locked it, just

as a heavy body hurled itself against it

from the inside.
“The poor old lady! God help her if

‘I hadn’t been here,” he soliloquized.

“But I’ll fix him when I come back.”

Feeling his courage grow with the cap-
ture of the midnight intruder, he deter-
mined- to make his exit by the side-door.
Accordingly he went downstairs, looked
cautiously out and seeing nothing of the
redoubtable Cassidy, he unlocked the
door and went out, still keeping a wary
eye out in case of surprise.. .

“He’ll be at the other end of his beat,”
he concluded as he sped on his way to
the Doctor’s office. '

Leaving the doctor to follow, he hur-
ried- back, looked in to see.that his
patient was all right, made up a fire in
the open grate, listened at the door of
his captive and thought how pleased
Maggie would be and how very accept-

n

The Empress Hotel Victoria.

You must get me away.”
Poor Barney walked around and
around looking at her helplessly and

stretching out his arms as if about to.

li_ft 'her, then' drawing back to repeat
his_ ineffectual attempts in some other
way.

“You act as if I were. a red-hot coal
and~you were trying to find out which
side would be the coolest to take hold
of,” she burst out scornfully at length.
Lift me up anyhow and if I faint
keep right on and don’t put me down till
Jou get me to a bedroom,” she ordered.

gently as possible, Barney convey-
ed her to a chamber and laid her down,
covering her tenderly and murmuring
SOgthmg words as'if to a child.

There, I'm all right, Barney; now
g to my son’s office and telephone to
Dr. Johnson; tell him to hurry.”

He went out and to his consternation
fOBHd that the office door was locked.

'b‘Tow the 1ord help me,” he mutter-
ed, “I'll have to go out and as likely as
not that murdering villain will have me
before 1 get the length of me nose; and
the poor lady will die and never a soul
to give her 3 helping hand.”

€ went bhack and- reported. ;

She turned her face, gray with pain,
toward him. “Youwll have to go,” she
Whlsp‘ﬂ‘j'l =0 faintly that a spasm of
€ar gripjed his heart. Oh, if he could
?}’:]." g0 -t of the side door and along

€ eros--<treet it would be such a little

| Way; i o< it was he would have to
{ ~kulk and keep out of sight

lown the passage, dark ex-
+ light that came in through

able a reward would prove if his prisoner
should’ turn out to be someone who was
wanted by the' police. Then he hur-
ried down to ‘admit ‘the ‘doctor and
thanked a merciful Providénce that was
giving Cassidy something to do to pre-
vent his meddlesome presence - in this
particular part of the town at this
present moment. ‘ :

“Doctor, there’s a little job I've got
for you when you get the old lady fixed
up all right.” .

“Very well, McKay,” replied the doc-
tor. “I noticed you were snot looking
very well. You’re a gooddeal thinner
than you used to be.”

“I am that,” agreed Barney cordially.

“1Is your appetite all right?”

“Indeed; the whole trouyble is with me
stomach,” admitted Barney. “It has:a
sort of gone feeling most of the time,”

he added, chuckling to himself over his |

joke.

the doctor as Barney opened the door

,and ushered him into the presence of

their patient.

When at last the lady was made com-
fortable, Barney, with an air of mystery
hanging about him like a garment,
beckoned the doctor from the room.

“What’s the matter, /
have you got that jfope for? You're
not contemplating sdicide are you?”

“Never a bit; but;”doctor, there’s a
burglar in one of the rooms and it is
meself’s got him locked up, and I want
and thus add to the length of his
journey.

“Um, indigestion probably,” suggested-

i
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. Children Like
Fairy Soap 2
Its whiteness suggests its purity — arid appeals '
- to them. It floats always within easy reach —the =
youngster doesn’t have to dive for it. The shape of the '
cake is oval — it fits the hand to a nicety. : F
Being made from edible products, Fairy Soap agrees
with even the tender skin of a babe, and cleanses
thoroughly without irritating. = ° e
" Try Fairy Soap in your nursery and learn why .
—it possesses more soap virtues than any !
other soap at any price.

THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY
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Entertain and Surprise

Your Friends.

Learn to play the Piano or Organ in One Hour
with Peters Musical Scale.

.. No lessons, no practice. “Simply sit down at your piano, follow the directions énd - *
pick out the notes.” You will be s ised at yourself. ; 5
No knowledge of music required.  Just a simple little device whereby anyone,
you:f or old, can learn to play the piano in one hour’s time. ‘. You simp) cannot
afford to be withootit. Read our generous offer below. ; . /
A valuable adjunct to the music teacher, for it teaches the music syste ld 3 :k:”»
or |

T

greatest p. ofessors on earth in a simple and effective manner. Just the thing
boy or girl who hates to practice.

Special Introductory Offer.

The reiular price of Peters Musical Scale is $5.00, but in order to introduce it a ¢ 3
once, and place it before the public, we make the following offer:—The scale, with full -
directions and book - of selections, will be sent to any address, all charges paid, upon
receipt of $3.00, the names and addresses of five friends who own a , and the
coupon below. Don’t wait. Don’t delay. Simply pin $3.00 to the coupon and mail
it to us to-day. ' You will receive the scale by return mail, and can start to play at
once., * Ly
Remember, we absolutely guarantee that you will be able to plnH on your l?-
“;mn‘:el:it within one hour after_you receive the scale, or your money will be promptly: -
reiu o 4

Special Inducements to Age:its.

-
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Special Introductory Offer Coupon.
$2.00 Value $2.00

Avallone & Co., Inc., Department. A, 2057 E. Addison Ave., Chicago, Ill. 3 ;

Gentlemen,—I am sending you this $2.00 coupon, and the names of five friends
on a separate sheet of paper, and $3.00 for which please send me a complete $5,00 set
of Peters Musipal Scale by return mail.
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Blackwood’s

Black Che_rry Wine, Ginge{' Wine, Peppermint
~ Wine, and Hot Todd,
‘ Gumlged ‘Non-lnlovxleants
Price 40 e¢ents per quart bottle
. Ask your dealer for them

-‘-'l'lle Blackfwood’s Limited, Winnipeg—
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OU’RE a fool, Melindy,
to throw away sich a
chance!”

“That’s what I tells
her,” said the second
of the three women as
she plunged her well-
frayed stick deep into
the box: ofdsnuﬁ she

ing in her. other hand. . -
oy :;kivege sitting on “tilted sp}it-bot—
med chairs in the shade of a big wal-

aut tree, which graced even the rough’

log eabin standing ‘On the. edge. of the
ofherwise bare common. -~ .
The irregular mountair® chain facing
the eabin, its seductive shadows alterna-
ted with patches of glimmering sun-
ghine; the quiet tree-hegirt village on the
left; and on the right rolling green mea-
dows, with here and there a strip of
woodland, waving with slow grace in the
ool breeze, made up a picture good to
look upon.

But the women were too deeply en-

ossed with their snuff-boxes and their

 gubject (even if familiarity and other

i had not blighted their sense of
joy in the beauties of na.ture) to pb-
gerve the fair picture, though in a dim,
half-conscious way it often whispered to
them of God and Truth and Purity—
things of which they had almost ceased
to dream.

“ Two of the women were past middle

, and wore. that unmistakable look of
hardened shamelessness and shattered
energies which told ‘their story at a

ce. The other one was young, and,
dging from her face, had not yet be-
come inured to sin and shame..

“Women like us,” continued Mollie, the
first speaker, “don’t have no’chance any
how; -and since the Good Bein’ give
Melindy: her purty face, seems to me she

t & right ‘to make a fortune out of it

she can.”

' “Who said anything about a good for-
tune?” scoffed Melindy.

“Well,” responded the second woman,
who-was the girl’s mother, “he offered us
& plam_support, and promised me you
might wear all the fine clothes you
wanted.”

“T. don’t keer if he said two thousand
dollars a year,” replied the girl.

“Yes, an’ he said maybe he’d marry
Melindy some day, if his sisters ever got
married and moved away from here—
and I know they will,” eagerly continued
the mother.

“I see him marrying me now,” replied
Melindy, flushing hotly; “and I don’t
know as I'd keer to marry sich an old,
ugly, deceivin’ critter as he is, even if he
was willin’.”

“It seems to me nke you wuz puttin’
on a mighty heap of airs, Melindy,” put

the visitor, “’specially -after what
your mother’s done for you, and her ex-
pectin’ you for to<be her support in her
o days, too.” y

“Done for me!” exclaimed the girl,
§pringing from her chair and facing them
with blazing eyes—“Done for me!
Twould have been a mercy if she had
never brought me into this world, to
!ls;ve everybody p’intin’ at me and turn-
" up their noses at me; and men, sich
28 old Squire Thompson, a-biddin’ for
e same as if T wuz a filly at the horse
fair.” I

“Bhe’s a queer’ girl, Mag, and I can’t
make her out,” said Mollie, dipping snuff

. Yoraciously, as they watched her pink

gingham skirts disappear along the path
wl}‘xch led to the woods near by.

Yes, she is kinder queer,” replied the
mother, calmly, as she also took another
dip; “but she’s yourig yet, and she’s
Purty much had her own way ever since
she wuz born. She’ll come to her senses
before many months, when wintertime
tomes and there ain’t no meat nor wood
m the house”
~ Somewhere among the tainted streams

which  weye commingled in Melindy’s
blood there had entered one purer than
the rest, and by one of those unexplain-
ed forces (f heredity its influence was
more plainly visible than might ever be
agam. unler <imilar circumstances.

Th]s. sitle force gave to her face a look
of purity. (o Lier air a touch of grace, dnd

'Nkhﬁb  :

By Willie Walker Caldwell.

| mood came to her—was far preferable

‘provincial idioms and her awkward, coun-

)

to her manners a semblance of refine-
ment. It led her to avail herself of her
limited advantages of education, and put
into her heart aspirations after better
things than those she had known. Born
to shame and poverty, reared amidst de-
grading surroundings and destined from
the first to a career of vice, Melindy had
not been given a fair chance in' life.
Twice her mother might have secured a
home for her with respectable people,
where she would have been "decently
taken care of and inured to hard but
honest labor, had not her.mother’s pre-
judice to virtuous and seemingly hard-
hearted humanity led her to fiercely
reject such offers for her daughter, who
promised to grow up too pretty to need
to work for a living. Melindy, also, as
& child, had felt that her present life—
while she could laze in the sun or shade
all day, hunt wild flowers or pick berries,
swim, fish, or climb mountains as the

to hard work and strict control, even
though coarse bread and meat was her
daily fare and gaudy calico her clothing.

At fourteen, Melindy was tall and slim,
with feet and hands too big, limbs too
long, a tangle of reddish-brown hair and
a clear, healthy skin, tanned and rough-
ened by exposure and lack of care. Her
large brown eyes softened by drooping
lids and long lashes, a straight nose and
even white teeth, redeemed her face.
At seventeen she was heautiful,-and. be-
gan to feel the self-importance derived
from the knowledge of that fact. Her
mother had guarded her thus far with
the féeling that she was still a child.
Now, seeing her beauty to be greater
than she had supposed it would be, she
valued her accordingly. :

About this time a suitor, rich and res-
pectable enough to command the mother’s
consent, appeared. Fortunately, he was
neither young, handsome, nor fascinating.
He trusted to his money to buy the
mother and to her to control the girl.

Melindy did not like him; her self-
love was offended by his mode of pro-
ceedure, and her natural combativeness
led her to resent. being made an object
of barter by her mother.

These feelings awoke within her ‘the
half-dormant sense of womanly purity,
and once aroused it proved a powerful
ally to her unconquered will. Her
mother’s tears, entreaties, complaints and
threats availed nothing, though they
made her very miserable and finally
determined her to run away from home.
She had heard of a woman boarding at
the hotel who wanted a servant to take
back to the city with her, -Having se-
cured the place, she slipped out one morn-
ing, while her mother. was still sleeping,
joined Mrs. Winter and took the: north
bound train for her new home. She felt
a good deal frightened and a little regret-
ful when she realized that she was rapid-
ly leaving familiar scenes and faces be-
hind her. After shedding a few sur-
reptitious tears as she huddled in the
corner of her seat, she began to feel the
excitement of her adventure and to re-
alize that it was a glorious thing to have
her life in her own hands to make it what
she pleased. "

Mrs. Winter, who kept a second-class
boarding-house for clerks, mechanics and
other young business men of moderate
salaries, was a kind-hearted, easy-going
woman, and for two or three weeks she
allowed Melindy to get gradually ac-

quainted with her new life and duties™{

The boarders were much amused by her

try manners, but they liked to look at
her pretty, fresh young face, and did not
laugh at her more than they could help.
Most of the young men alternately flat-
tered and teased her whenever they met
her away from Mrs. Winter’s presence,
and several of them were inclined to be
impertinently familiar with the poor girl,
who hardly knew how to command res-\
pect.

One day, after Melindy had been sev-
eral weeks in the house, Mrs. Winter was
ill, and unable to preside at the dinner-
table; so Melindy was entrusted with the
duty of serving the meat, dessert, ete.,
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grade Talcum Powder, contains ‘'
about double the quantity ‘of -|

powder in usual size packeges. |
Exquisitely bland, cooling end
soothing. Perfectly absorbent— ||

easily brushed away, leaving skin and pores cleer. |

Delicately scented with the charming Royal Vinolis "}
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established, self-supporting and unboomed district,
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rtain Mr. Tomlins, who had annoyed
~ Melindy more than the others, came late
and was left in the dining-room alone

jith her. While eating his dessert he
amused himself teasing her until she be-
came really confused and distressed. . As
he rose to leave the dining-room he
walked around by her table, and in pre-
téended kindness pat his arm about her
e and -patted her cheek familiarly, as he
A id: “Poor little country girl; she is

rm, and you mustn't mind " me,
w're such a little darling a fellow can’t

* sgooped to kiss her. \ :
i Melindy’s face -turned scarlet, more
: with anger than shocked-modesty, and,
rning, ‘she pushed him from'her with
" _her strength. The attack was unex-
, and the_young ‘man fell heavily
‘ a chair, his head striking the wall.
lay there partially stunned for a mo-

empt and disgust .in her face. As con-
seiousness came back to him, and he took
in the fill meaning of her expression,
Tomlins grew furious, and springing to
his feet seized Melindy by her shoulders
and shook her until her teeth chattered.

“Stop that, you impudent coward!” a

came thoroughly frightened at realizing
that. Tomlins was drunk as well as angry,
and in another minute the unlucky youth
was again sprawling on the floor. .
. “This is none of your affair, Grafton,”
gmwle‘d"l‘omlins, “and I don’t want any
f your interference.”
y | _“It is my 'sffair,” answered Grafton.
I 'mot stand by and see a man do

violence to a woman while I can lift an
arm in her defence.”

“She struck me first,” he answered,
“or I'd never thought of harming her.”

“I1f I did,” said Melindy—*“and I didn’t
striké him, sir,” turning to Mr. Grafton;

" “I only pushed him off—it was because
he was very impudent.”

“I only tried to kiss her,” put in Tom-
lins, “and the saucy jade needn’t be put-
- ting on airs, for 1 don’t doubt many a
fellow has kissed her before now.”

“That is not so, Mr. Grafton,” Melin-
dy .answered, her voice getting husky,
“and besides, if it was,” she added, de-
fiantly, “I guess I don’t have to kiss them
as I don’t please to.”

“You are right, Melindy,” said Grafton,
repressing a smile; “and I am-surprised
at Tomlins here. I do not believe he
would have forgotten to be a gentleman
if he had not taken too much whisky
this morning. Come with me, Tomlins,”
he added, turning to the young man, who
had dropped into a chair; “bed is the best
place for you just now.”

From that time Melindy regarded Mr.
Graftén with sincerest resjprect and ad-
miration, and he took a kindly interest
in the friendless girl, whose feet seemed
set among pitfalls. Several times he
loaned her books to read, adroitly sug-
gesting that they were the books ladies
>sually read, instead of the yellow-back-
< French novels and sensational papers
which were found on the tables in most
of the young men’s rooms, and which he
had seen Melindy reading. Two or three
times he gave her tickets to a matinee,
such as he would have taken his sisters

ly teased. Well, I didn’t mean any

lp noticing you, you know,” and he

nt, Melindy standing over him, con-.

clear voice ran% out, just as- Melindy be-
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Galicians. Pulling Flax.

‘learned that Saturday afternoons were
hers, and that she did not-know what
to do with them. | :

These kindnesses, which grew out of
the natural impulse to helpfulness, which

more truly in.a man, even, than in a
woman, made a still deeper impression
on Melindy. The other inmates of the

her small tips, but-he was the only one
who seemed to care that she should
to .the right places and read' the right
books, and who blénded respect and con-
sideration, such as Melindy had never
before known, with his kindness.: His
tall, supple figure, which he’clothed neat-
ly, ‘but somewhat " carelessly as.to cut
and fit, his clear ‘gray:'eyes, dark hair,
high-bred ‘countensnce, and dignified, yet
gentle ‘manners seemed to Melindy the
perfection. of manly beauty and grace,
and his name, Donald Grafton, the most
musical she had ever heard. S

It was some weeks before she acquired
the meagre facts concerning him known
to- Mrs. Winter, which were these: He
was a Virginian by birth, the only son
of a widowed mother of limited means,
and was practically acquiring the pro-
fession of machinist, after a college edu-
cation looking to that end, in one of the

city machine shops.

to dream of the dignified young Virgin-
ian by night, and to build castles for him
by day. At first she had no part in these
day-dreams. He was simply “the: hero
of the romances of her imagination, and
she delighted to - make  him’ ‘perform
mighty deeds of valor and chivalry, such

) - )

as she read of in some of the books he
loaned her. A

After awhile she began to imagine her-
self his trusted servant, and thought how
delightful it would.be to minister ‘to bis
comfort always, anad to share in a re-
flected degree some ¢ f the success and
glory with which she delighted to sur-
round hjm in her thoughts.

About the middle of December, Donald
was sick_ enough to be compelled to spend
several days in his room.-Melindy, whose
duty it was to wait upon him, was un-
ceasingly thoughtful for his comfort.
One day she went to renew his fire, and,
after “having done so, she said, apolo-
getically:

“I'nn wait-a bit to take off the blower.”

Donald felt lonely and bored, and
responded, cordially:-

“Well, sit down, Melindy, and  talk to
me awhile, I am lonesome &nyhow.”

The color surged into her face and her
lips parted in a pleased smile as she sat
down at a respectful distance.

“Tell me what you.think of the city,
Melindy,” said Donald, feeling that he
had nat acted wisely, but anxious to ig-
nore that awkwardness of the situation.

“I haven’t gotten much acquainted with
it yet, sir, but I like the house, and Mrs.
Winter, and—everybody,”. after an in-
stant’s hesitation.

“Don’t you get homesick for the coun-
try sometimes, and for your people?”

“T haven’t any people except a mother,
Mr. Grafton, and T despised the stupid
little town we lived in. But I think,
cometimes.” she added, as her face kin-
dled, “that I'd give anything to see the

to see, or to a popular concert, when he

blue mountains smiling- in the sunshine,

is the unfailing desire of a noble heart, |/ -

house w«;{e kind, too, and they often gave |

bi
,'%t was not long before Melindy began |
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Is your garden a source of pride and

-, pleasure, or simply of common “garden
truck?.” That will depend largely on"

“ “ your choice of seeds. -Peaple who sow

- EWING’S
and give them proper care, get big crops—sure crops—crops
-of superior quality. Whether you garden for pleasure, or
profit, or both, discriminate on: the seed question.
Get EWING’S, the seeds that have proved
their quality by over forty years of
-bumper crops. -

If -your dealer hasn't Ewing’s

write for our lllustrated Catalogue
and buy from us

direct. 5 %\.E r$ g-& COY.JLI
PiSeedsmen

cGill St.Montreah,

In'm'aking yaur plans for the coming crop season are you
giving due consideration to the very important matter of

‘Hail Insurance

If you are it is safe to say that you have decided or will
decide to insure with us. Close inquiry into our business 3
methods, our rates of premium and our treatment of patrons.
who have been claimants for indemnity for loss could lead
you to no other conclusion.

Eleven years of successful operation and increased patronage
from year to year proves the merits of the plan on which we |
conduct Hail Insurance, and we invite the most searching
‘inquiry into our record. :
Our home offices are here in the Provinces where we ‘solicit
patronage, within easy reach should we fail to make good on
anything we undertake. ;

Full information and the names of satisfied patrons in any
district where we have done business will be furnished on
application to

ANY LOCAL AGENT, OR

Insurance Agencies, Limited

General Agents: Brarndon, Winnipeg, Regina

The Central Canada Insurance Co.
The Saskatchewanr' Insurance Co.
The Alberta-Canadian Insurance Co.

_employ the most expert London and New York cutters,

Get Your Spring Suit

FROM US BY MAIL

and get more style, better cloth and better fit than you can get from
your local tailor at any price. This is not mere talk. We guarantee
abso:utely to do what we claim or refund your money without
question, ) :

The 2 Macs is the largest establishment in Canada, confining <
itself egclusively to Men's and Boys' Apparel, We can supply all g
your personal wants by mail better than you can buy them in your - (
own town.

We do business on such an immense scale that we can afford to

Try one order. If you're not satisfied, say so, and we’ll refund
your money, .

FREE. Send for our illustrated catalogue. . It contains over 100
pages of everything men and boys wear,

Cloth Samples and Mgasurement Blanks free on request
Ask your local iiember of Parliament about
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.nd the long soft shadows here and there.
::;xere the cool, shady-gorges are, full.of
tall ferns and white laurel blo.ssoms, with
the clear, singing brooks running through
thﬁz'll.-e‘ you your mother’s only child?”

asked. ¢ ;
he“;ses, gir,” replied Melindy, playing
with her apron-string.
“Then she must miss you very much,

and you must want to see her some-
jmes.” sl
tIA; hard look.settled about the young

face as she answered: “I don’t know
how: she feels, Mr. Grafton; but_ I”know
that I hope never to see her again.

“But that isn’t right, Melindy, -She’s

our mother, and you ought to.love her.”

“Mrs, Winter says the same, sir; and
gﬂe says that God says so, too, in His
book. But I don’t think you and her
can understand about a mother like mine
—that don’t care nothing for you except
to make money out of you; and I don’t
believe  God expects me . to loye her
either.”

“Well, perhaps not, Melindy. I don’t
know your mother. But whether you
love her or not, you ought.to write to
her sometimes and send her a part of
your wages, and maybe you could help
her to be a better woman.”

“Do you think so, sir? Then I'll do
it. Ill do anything you tell me,” she
added, eagerly, as she looked up at him
in undisguised admiration, “for you have
been & good friend to me.”

“Pm glad to have befriended you,
Melindy; and I’ll help you any time I
can.”

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Grafton; but
you'll go away some time, and I don’t
know what I should do without you,
sir.”

Just then, to Donald’s relief, Mrs. Win-
ter called: “Melindy, Melindy, where
are you?” and her hasty departure ren-
dered an answer unnecessary. On the
next day Donald felt languid, sick’ and
nervous, Melindy again came in after
her morning duties were ended ‘to replen-
ish the fire. This time the blower was
not needed, so after straightening the
fpom a little and receiving no notice from
BDonald, who lay on his couch before the
fire with closed, eyes, she stopped near
the foot of the couch and said, in low,
beseeching tones:

¢ % “Would you like me to shake up your
pillows for you, Mr. Grafton? I can
make you more comfortable.”

With a languid assent he sat up to
allow her to rearrange his pillows, which
she knew how to do quickly and deftly.
As she did so, the graceful and slightly
voluptuous curves of her figure, the soft
pink flushed cheek and the full red
mouth were temptingly near him. He
thought she lingered over her task, and,
resenting the temptation which willingly
or not she threw in his way, he closed his
eyes, settled back on his pillows as quick-

) ly as possible and said somewhat irrit-
N ably:

- “That will do, Melindy, and I don’t
want anything else this afternoon except
to be alone.”

He saw her eyes filled with tears, and

her lips quiver as he watched her under
half-shut lids, turn slowly away and
leave the room.
. All that afternoon her pretty, plead-
Ing face haunted him, and when he fell
asleep her-image, now dim, and ethereal,
now life-like and very human, filled his
dreams. She looked so grieved and hu-
miliated and so physically lovable that
evening, when, she came up to bring his
tea that it was only by a strong effort of
self-restraint that he controlled the im-
pulse to put his arm about her and
caress her into smiles and happiness
again.

The dangerous knowledge that he could
do.s0 had come to him that afternoon.
If another ingredient is needed in the cup
of temptation, which the devil mixes for
8 man when he puts a young and beauti-
f“_l woman in his power, it is the con-
Sclousness that her happiness is bound
Up in his favor and that she will find

Joy in yielding all he asks without
thought of sacrifice or fear of reckoning.

€W men can resist the cup so flavored,
and with the incense of adulation filling
their

nostrils and turning their heads

even hefore the cup has touched their
lips.

h 14:\'!“!1' awake that night Donald saw
oW mear lie had come to the edge of a

Precipies, and realized that it would take

e e

-

all the self-restraint upon which he
prided himself, baeked by all the remem-
bered admonitions of his dear, - wise
mother, to. help him through the days
which must intervene before he should
be strong enough to go home,

But Donald Grafton’s Scotch blood gave
him something of that stubborn defiance
)| to that which his sense of right condemn-

ed which characterized John Knox. He
knew, too, what his mother .expected
from him, and he remembered ‘the even-
ing when, both his sisters being absent
from ' home, he sat on a low chair by his
mother’s side in-the firelight, and ‘as she
stroked his hair with soothing, gentle
fingers, as he had loved her to do “since
his earliest recolection, she told him of
his father, who had been killed in the
Civil War before his children were old
| enough to remember him. - She had:told
him of his bravery and heroism and of
his gallant death while leading hiscom-
pany to .the charge at Chancellorsville;
of his - lofty principles and knightly

life. “If you are to be a worthy son of
your father, my dear boy,” she had said,
“you cannot sow any wild oats as most
boys do, for tnere was not a smirch on
your father’s manhood, nor a stain on his
honor. If I can persuade you to exem-

brief life,- what a God-like thing is a
noble manhood; -and if you shall some
day bless and crown a true woman’s life
as he blessed and crowned mine, then I
have not lived my lonely widowhood life
in vain.” Donald’s soul kindled as he ‘re-
called his mother’s words, and once again
ﬁe vowed never to grieve and disappoint

er. 5

For the next three days Donald talked
very little to Melindy, and was always
engaged in reading or writing when she
was i the room. On the fourth day he
was to start home. His train left at mid-
day, and he spent the forenoon making
purchases' for his mother and sisters, re-
turning to the boarding-house just -in
time to lock his trunk and take a hasty
lunch. He called to Melindy, who was
dusting the room at the head of the
steps: )

“I have a package for you,” he said,
when she came, “but you must not open
it until Christmas Day.”

As she took the package out of his
hands .and looked up at him, trying to
say thank you, she burst into tears, .

“Why, Melindy, what’s the matter?”
asked Donald, “Has Tomlins been an-
noying you again, or has Mrs. Winter
been scolding you?”

“Neither, Mr. Donald; it’s because you
are going away. Christmas won’t be any
pleasure with you gone.’s.

“That’s foolishness, Melindy,” he
answered, some impatience mingled with
the kindness of his tone. “I’d have noth-
ing more t6 do with your Christmas than
the rest if I stayed.” ;

“Oh, yes, you would, sir, for I'm happy
so long as you are here, and I cannot
bear to think of.anyone else waiting on
you .for two whole weeks.”

“You must not talk that way, Melin-
dy. You are a pretty, smart girl, and if
you try to be sensible and good, too, you
will marry a worthy man some day who
will be very proud and fond of.you and
make you very happy.”

“P’ll never marry, Mr. Donald,” she re-
plied, as she threw herself on the floor
beside his chair and seized one of his
hands in hers, still crying as if her heart
would break. “No man who respects
himself will ever want me, born and rais-
ed like I have been; but if I ain’t got a
right to be respectable and:to hold my
head up like other people, I’ve got a right
to be happy in my own way, and that’s
what I’ll be if only you let me love you
and wait on you; Mr. Donald.”

As she poured out this wild talk she
'looked up at him with tear-filled eyes,

and then in an abandon of childish grief
laid her head on his knee and sobbed.
Involuntarily Donald stroked her hair
with a sort of tender, pitying touch, and
in another instant her head was on his
breast and his arms about her. For a
second of time Melindy’s whole being
thrilled with supreme happiness. In that
second the clock struck the half-hour, and
Donald’s conscience awoke as his mental
faculties returned, telling him-that he had
not more than time to make his train.
With an effort that made his nerves feel
tense and vibrant, he put her gently

chivalry, of his loving heart and pure-
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A Marvellois 1O
English Gustom Built

Suit or Overcoat

Delivered FREE to your door,
produced by the London Tailors’ Association, the most
powerful tailoring organization in the British Isles,
‘guaranteeing to supply the public direct with single
garments to measure at wholesale rates. Fit assured

in any part of the Dominion by means of our unique

f-measurement.
fed Cut,

and simple system for sel
Unequaliled le, Ui

p Uwclu Value. :
Apply to CLOUGHER SYNDICATE (Dept. .,L'
“ 50 Confederation Life Bulldings, TORONTO,
Tt for Free Patterns. = b
THE LONDON TAILORS’ ASSOCIATION (Dept.25) . -
' 251/3, Old Street, London, England . .
Reference : Canadian Bank of Commerce, Torgnto
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of N“""YQSW} ." All kinds of Forest Trees, Shndard
es, Crab App ;o'. Compass

5,000,000 2. A mpass Cherry Plums. ~All kinds
of ,Small Fruits, Ornamental Shrubbery, Perennial Flowers and Bulbs.
Everything that will grow in/this Western climate. ' All grown in tlwhtpt
nurseries west of thg Lakee Write for eftqlogugo. ' : B ;

~ Spring Park Nurseries, Limited, Brandon, Man.

B. D. WALLACE, Manager

ting,
* bathing and fishing. Markets for our products unlimited andbl?rghut

_it grows a grade of fruit superior to that grown at any other point in

KELOWNA_ FRUT LANDS

(IRRIGATED)

Ready to plant ; 5, 10 and 20 acre lots situated from 3% mile to b miles
from the town of Kelowna (population 2,000) in the celebrated

OKANAGAN VALLEY, B.C.

These lands are practically level and the greater part plowed. Considering
location, quality of soil, marketing facilities and climate, we feel safe in
sayinithat they have no equal in grithh Columbia. Our irrigation system
is of the most permanent nature, being all of steel dpl&)e, steel flume and
concrete lined ditches. The Kelowna District has definitely proven, time
and again, by the winnings made at the different Fruit Exhibitions, that

British’' Columbia. level fruit lgg‘d

Kelowna has the lar,
Good

: area of go

surrounding it of any other point in British Columbia.
rices obtained. . -
rices $200 per acre and upwards. Terms one-fourth cash, balance in

three equal annual payments’; interest at 64.

If interested ‘write for illustrated booklet and further information to the

CENTRAL OKANAGAN LANDS, LTD., KELOWNA, BS.
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in splendid quality fabrics at charges as low as $7 the suit. Our factory is in the
égnstge (l:f lt:h::l“grea.yl: woollen indust: g, and we only make up thoroughly reliable cloths
which will give satisfaction. Unsolicited testimonials from all parts of the world con-

firm this statement. We will send you free of charge our handsome assortment of 150

K:gtems with particulars’ of measurement, and can make your suits in best English or

erican style. Write to-day. Groves & Lindley, 42, Lion Bulldings, Hudderstield, llt.\v
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If you are going to paint this spring, you
want to do it a‘édq::zieaﬂy as » ible.
o Your first idea may be thatyou :i?'buy

i ; cheap paint and thus save money. True
¥ economy in painﬁnt.gom ver, is.iot what the paint costs
per gallon, but whi:t a gallon will cover ug:owothng it
Figure it yourself—cheap paint not cover
well, it does not wear; in 2 year or s0 you have to re-

. paint. - The labor of the paint is two-thirdsi of |
it erne T ksl el

every year. Buy a /paint, it will cover more -sur-
face, zok better

, . er than chea
paint or hand-cuixed lead and of Anp st R T
' - in'your town and he will tell you all about SWP,

The Little Paint Man.
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: a OFFICE.BRANDON. @

“ ' AUTHORIZED ' o FULL . |

CAPITAL GOVERNMENT
$500,000.00 . DEPOSIT

Northern Agency Company
General Agents . .519,MoIntyre Bldg., Winnipeg, Man.
AGENTS WANTED IN UNREPRESENTED DISTRICTS.

A, E, McKENZIE, Esq., Major A, L. YOUNG, ) F. J. CLARK,
President Vice-President + Managing-Divector.

WALL PLASTER

For Wind prbof, Damp proof, ‘and
- Vermin proof dwellings, use Sackett

Plaster Board and Empire’ Brands of
Wall Plaster. |

MANITOBA GYPSUM CO. LTD.
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away from him, rose from his chair and

turned to lock his trunk. g

“Good-by, Melindy,”. he ‘said. “You
will have forgotten this folly by the time
I come back, but if you think as much
of me as you say you do and want to
prove it, be a goodggirl and some day
You will thank me for seeming unkind
to you now.”

" Donald’s victory was not yet won, how-
ever, and for the next two, weeks the bat-
tle was renewed whenever he was left
alone. “Why should you set up such a
lofty standard for yourself?” the devil
would say. to him. “Are you wiser and
better and better and stronger than

ence, men of 'the world would laugh
at you for a prude and a narrow-minded
ascétic. . Besides, your squeamishness is
mere folly and“to no purpose; that .girl
is sure to throw herself away on some-
body ;-she was born to do it. Providence,
not you, is responsible for her tendencies,
and if you don’t accept her affection
(and she is evidently devoted to you)
some other man, who will not treat her
with half the kindness you.would, will
| make_ her 'his victim. She is as pretty
as & woman can be;—she will be your
humble slave all your life, and will not
expect or require: what a wife would.
Besides,” the devil continued adroitly. to
‘suggest, “you cannot afford to marry for
several years yet, and in the meantime
you must break this poor girl’s heart and
worry . yourself sick in order that yo-

= Pleasures of

may not disappoint your mother’s quix-
otic ideal (and she need know nothing
about it) ‘and ‘may be entirely worthy
the exalted type of womanhood you hope
to marry some day, but who will think
none the less of you because you do not
tell her all your past.”

Afterward Donald felt very thankful
that the struggle took place amidst the
scenes of his innocent aspiring boyhood,
and with his mother’s loving, trusting
presence to unconsciously help him.

On -his return to the city he secured
another boarding-house, and only twice
during tne ‘several months he remained
did he visit Mrs. Winter’'s. The first
time, soon after his return, Melindy was
lingering in the hall as he took his de-
parture, and preceded him to the door
to open it for him.

“I just wanted to say, Mr. Donald,”
she said, in low tones and with downecast
eyes, “that T know you did it all for kind-
ness to me, and T am grateful to you.”
“I am glad you know that, Melindy,”
and then, driven by an_ impulse to show |
in some way his interest and kindly
feeling, he drew a small picture of his
mother and a tiny Testament she had
marked and given him from his pocket
and handed them to her. “I want vou
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subtly inspired to
nobler livisg. j

His next visit was to'say good-by. [
was June, and Melindy was waterir{g the
plants in the tiny green yard as he was
leaving. He offered her his hand in fare-
well, and, as she took it she said, feel-
ingly: g

“T keep your mother’s picture and-the
little ‘book on the table, Mr. Donald, and

purer thoughts apg

why you are different from other men,
and I am trying hard to be the sort.of
girl I might have been if she had been
my mother. That is'what you meant by

many - wise, and great and even | giving her picture to me, wasn't it, siry”
good .men who have yieldled under | “That was it exactly, Melindy” he
less temptation? Men of experi- | said, shaking her hand heartily, “angd

with the book to help you I know you
will succeed.”

A few months later Donald secured g
lucrative position in Chicago. Reluctant:
1y they sold their dear childhood’s hone;
and his mother and unmarried sister
moved to the big West with him.

Three years of energetic effort brought
success and prosperity. About that time
Donald married a woman, who was en-
tirely satisfactory to himself, and, whick
is much more suggestive, was equally so
to his mother. Among other Eastern
friends he sent cards to Mrs. Winter and
Melindy. In response he received a pre-
sent for his bride from Melindy and a
long letter for himself. In the letter she
told him something of her life since he-
_had last seen-her. - How Mrs. Winter-had
broken down in health, and she had be-

the Camp.

come her housekeeper. How, about two
years before, a young carpenter from the
country had come to the boarding-house.
How he had been nice to her, and they
had fallen in love with each other, and
only a few weeks before had been mar-
ried. That she -had wanted to®write to
him to tell him about it, but that she
did not know his address. That Mrs:
Winter was going to close her house
soon, and her husband, who had been suc-
cessful and was getting small building -
contracts now, was puilding a pretty lit-
tle cottage in the suburbs, and they
would begin housekeeping in the spring.

The letter needed no commeént To.prove
that Melindy was a good, true woman
and a proud and happy wife.

_There was but one note of salness in
the letter, and that was in the lines which
said: “My mother died more than a year
ago, and I went back to the village to see
her decently buried. I have tried hard
to forgive her, and T pray that God has
done so. Thank. you, oh, so truly, Mr.
Donald, for all your goodness to.me:
and thank God for having givén you
such a mgther.”

<
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; that he had felt by a woman-like intui- | Pu80e w8 oy fo ol ni meumptive Syrub,

. : tion that Melindy cou!d not leok often on | undlungs. .

8o pure and noble a face without being S

look at'them every day. "I know now.
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7 IGHTY-FIVE, ninety,
ninety-five,  ninety-
six, nine-seven, eight,

nine, one dollar. One

dollar, you said, sir?

And you’re sure

they’re the best—the

: had ?” :
ing eyes turned upward to Bill
%s. rough, weather-beaten face.

Smith stared. 80’

ne looked at him, appealingly or

. Folks just “slammed down
coin, grabbed up the pasteboards,
made off,”. without' so much. as a

for -the automaton “on the box.
id: at the pitiful little heap of
' ennies, and = dimes, - and-’ past
these into her eyes.. Then he said, more
gently than. a ‘“barker” is supposed tg
uy anything: _

“Sure, lady, the best they is. The
kid. kin ‘see three- rings an’ the “stage
all to‘onc’t, if. he looks sharp enough.
His first: circus, ma’am?” gallantly, and
with splendid indifference to" the long
line “shoving - up.” ;

‘A swift change came into the eyes. It
was, almost as though they contracted
; The little woman clutched
the boy’s hand tightly—hungrily, it
geemed to Bill Smith. “Yes,” ghe said
simiply,”“his” first " circus—and his last.”

-“gis ‘last’ circus! -Oh, I say—"

Biit they -were gone across the trodden
field; - Someone was tapping a silver
half-dollar on the board. “The mext
geat,”'said that someone authoritatively.
“You'‘understand? Next -to the ones
yon: just. sold.” ‘ :

“8mith turned his eyes from the
. ‘woman in' faded black and the
oy in the .patched and quite evi-
v -home-made " suit.  “Friends of
n?” he couldn’t help asking as he
d' forward ‘the green ticket.
N said the man shortly, and pas-

ell,” said Bill Smith to himself, as
with: &' dexterity of years' standing he
flupgithe coin into his tin box. “He
don’t look like a masher, but-you can’t
never tell,”

He did not look in the least like a
“masher.” ' Such gentry are not of &o
serious ‘'a mien, so well-dressed, mor
have they shrewd, kind eyes that look
the world squarely, understandingly in
the'face. ~He took his seat quietly—
it was next the little, fair-haired boy’s—
and sat there, heedless of the charms of
“Zulu Annie” or the daring of the “Bro-
thers Du Scharme.” Ralph Merrill was
studying the sea of faces, glancing now
and then toward the profiles next him
and wondering why -he should be here—
in a circus-tent, of all places. On this
particular day of all days, when a host
of his old friends waited to .bid him
“Welcome Home!”

Perhaps it was just the air of the na-
tive land.
made him a ‘boy again. Where in the
0ld World could you find a stage-setting
like this? The vaulted roof, the saw-
dust ring, tiers on tiers of nddding heads,
glitter, laughter, hubbubq!» It was
America  through ~ and tl*rough—and
America was—home. \

What fate had brought him to the
Bide of this fair-haired youngster, whose
Tinging voice stirred "half-forgotten me-
Mmories . of a day more years ago
than Ralph Merrill cared to count? A
day when he sat{ breathless, eager,
clutching the hand of a little fair-haired
Woman in black, who had smiled upon
him Just as happily when he questioned
as did this youngster: j
- “Mother, ain’t it ever goin’ to begin?”

The velvet curtain swayed, now in,
Dow out.  Kyes turned toward it, lips
Wwere huslied. There was a crash of
Musie, dewfening in the great silence.

It got into the blood, and.

 His Last Circus.

By Bertha Esterbrooke Goodier.

very best that can be

. It wasn’t often |

| was something strangely familiar in the

- laugh tinkled out.
| of course!

Unseen lands drew the crimson folds
apart. Phe grand triumphant entry —-
- Was on! N !
. Slowly splendidly, with blaring of
trumpeis. with fanfare of drums, they
g‘an}e_:ﬁ,;, lts in ﬂgshing armor, ladies
"l"”mm ¢~. charioteers, foot soldiers,
elephant  1:ivers,  Bedouins, Indians,

clowns, jockeys—a motley array to eyes
grown dim with glitter and tinsel and
pinch-beck, yet to the little mother and
the fair-haired boy, all very curious, very
gorgeous, very real.

They sat motionless, their faces gra-
ven marble save for the warm °blood
coloring ‘the boy’s cheek as he leaned
forward, his blue eyes half closed. There.

pose. .
“Mother! - They’re coming.” It was
almost a_ whisper. A, S
“Yes, dear, - You can see them?” with
a little note of terror. S .
He turned) toward hér wonderingly.’
“What a funny little. mother. Of
course. An’ it’s all just like thé pic-
tures you told me ’hout. - “Joe Dobson,
he said circuses was ‘fakes.’ It’s such a

joke on Joe.”

" The magnificent cavalcade drew nearer.
“See, Danny—the funny elephant loll-
ing his head from side to side, flapping
his great ears, and. the little boy riding
isn’t a bit afraid.  He’s looking this
way, dearie. He’s waving”his hand.”
“Where—oh, where?” - :
“There,,-dear.” = She peinted a white
finger. “Oh, you-do see him, Danny!”
Her voice was all a-tremble with a great
eagerness. :
. “Why, yes, of course. ~The funny
elephant—clumsy old. -thing. - -Will “he
see me if I-wave my hand to him—the
little boy in black and yellow?” -
“Red and yellow, Danny——" "*
“Why, of course,” the shrill, boyish
“Red and yellow,
You’ll think. me so stupid,
mother dear.
thing behind them?” - -
“Another elephant!”

boy!” . o T
“His name is on that ‘velvet':banner.
What is it, Danny?” . She had: waited
till . the huge bulk swung directly in
front of them. T
The boy colored, quickly.
ther’s eyes searched his face., ~It s¢emed
as though her: very life: hung on ' his

answer, as he leancd forward; drasving |

his brows together in a little’ perplexed
frown. ill kn an
was trying, not so much to see, but-to
remember. . £ el

Suddenly he sat up véry straight, his
fair face aglow. -~~~ =~ . ... .

“It’s the Rajah, mother!  What a
splendid old elephant! Not much ‘fake’
about him!”

The man beside them  drew a sharp
breath. It was such palpable guess-
work. The tinseled letters didn’t look
in the least like “Rajah,” nor the mild-
mannered “Hebe” like that fierce leader-

of-the-herd. 'Why should Danny quote
Joe Dobson? What would the mother
say now? '

She smiled bravely, though the blue
eyes were filled with tears. She l(‘glrew
one arm across the boy’s shoulders, as
though to shield him from all sorrow and
care. There were no more questions.
Perhaps. she dreaded their answers.

Presently she began to speak in low
tones, lest she disturb those near:

“Danny, a girl is going to swing from
a high trapeze. She is-right out in the
middle of the tent, ever so-high. She’s
a very pretty girl in her pink suit, with
the great rose caught in her dark, dark
hair.” : ) -

“T like yellow hair best—yellow, with
shiny threads running through. Like
sunshine, you know. Like yours,
mother dear.”

He had forgotten the beautiful tra-
peze performer. His face was turned
toward hers wistfully.

In a fervor she caught his little hands,
and bending, kissed them.

“Danny, do you know you’re the dear-
est little son a mother ever had!”

“Hush, sweethbjart 2
“And the most beautiful ”

‘“Flatterer!”

And that big black some- |

. “Why, of course..  I’'m the stupidest |

The mo- |

“’Cause you.?);% the dearest .mother
» B

Ralph Merrill knew that Danny |

The wise house- .,
wife knows the
importance of
always keeping a
good supply of
Windsor Dairy
~Salt on hand.

She knows that
Windsor Salt
_ S ‘makes the best
- butter—and she is not satisfied to make:
any other. ko e

'} maker and a money-saver. '

It makes money for farmers and dairy-
men’ because it makes butter that brings
the best prices. | Rt

~absolutely pure, it requires less to properly
- salt'the butter. o ke -

b oo

T8 1

- .

The “Dﬁz-it-d“ll”

DIRECTIONS

THE Conmaewd

R Ve —

“Press the Lever—Push the Slide—The Ploture is finished
| Pus ‘,

=T sounds too simple to be true, doesn’t it? :
= o ?fut' tﬁ'a{“is - m:ﬁni'.'yﬁ"it i t"Iedliee' will give of these
! “ " If you will answer 4 s, 80 prompt, we you one
‘- ol onitfits absolutely free. First'of all, you put a dozen Httie Button Filkos in the maga-
. zine at the back of the Camera, then get your ‘‘customer” to *look pleasant.” gmﬂ:m

" the lever, then the slide, and in one minute the pretty little Button Picture
all ready to mount into a locket, a brooch, or in any way you like. . You can make 6ASYy
money selling these pictures to your friends at 10c. to 25¢c. each. The Winter is the
very butti:;:dtogetroﬂl,‘ good Pictures and we want to get these Photo Button Cam-
. eras introd into every section of the country, and in order to do this quickly, are
going to give away 2”0;5 (3,600) of them, absolutely free. Now act , because
you want to be the first, around your vieinity, to get one of these and have some fun
and make some money with it as well. Now, all we ask you to do in return for this grand
1 present, is that you introduce among your friends, only 24 of our fast selling, size 16 x 20,
: multi-color, Oleograph reproductions of Famous Paintings, the originals of which cost

“It’s true!” »
“And pretty soon your old mother will

be getting so conceited. But, dearie, '

hundreds of dollars, and include such popular subjects as *“The Village Smithy,” ‘‘Can’t

You Talk,” ‘“Home Again,” and many. others. These Pictures sell in Art Stores at 50

cents each, They ate all suitable for framing and at our gm of 16 cents each
you can sell one or more to every person you show them to. - as ‘we will semi

- you a Prize Cou , to glve with every Picture, which will entitle the holder to receive
an extra present from us, absolutely free. When sold, return. us our money, $3.60,
and this grand Camera, with supplies, will be sent to you at once,

SPECIAL OFFER.—In the regular way, you would have to pay express or .posta
charges on your Camera, but in addition to giving you this splendid outfit' absolu
free, we are going to prepay the charges on' it ourselves, direct to your town, provided
you_will be prom})t and return our money inside of four weeks, (10 days extra allowed
to places west of Winnipeg.) Write to-day. We will sepd the Pictures by return
m&. postpaid. Then the rest is easy. h X "

Address, COLONIAL ART COMPANY, DESK . ., 'l"O!ON'l'O. ONTARI

Photo Button Camera

' Windsor Dairy Salt is both a money- |

"It saves money for them because, being 1
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“we musn’t miss this pretty giil riding
the great white horse. Her hair is yel-
low enough. She’s going to jump
through & great paper ring. The clown’s
holding it just right ”

“Mother, she won’t fall!” shuddering.

“Fall? No, indeed. She has done it
hundreds of times before. There, she’s

: through—away she goes! Now a troupe
of Japanese are coming. Jugglers, ‘you
know, Danny. Such funny, dark, little
)eople, with queer slantel eyes and
mk satin robes with gold flowers on

* them. They pick their way across the
sawdust as though stepping on egg-
shells.” ,

; “Funny little Japs. And they’re going
to tods plates and big silver balls and
hoops -into the air, and never let one
slip. Joe Dobson, he—oh, mother dear!”

8ut ‘in ‘the center of the sawdust arena
sat & group of red-coated men, their
great’ brazen horns at rest,”their eyes
intent "pon that single, upright figure.

A silver cornet was raised: Out upon
the hushed air went one long, sweet note,
throbbing- upward to the tented -roof,
onward and outward to bid that chatter-
ing audience “Be still.” . _In wonder they
stared and -listened. = “Paul Maurtiz”
had been but @ name upon the show-

bills. No one had guessed that he ‘would

play like this! e

For but a passing moment, it is true,
may: one man’s magic hold thousands
bound. The moment lived, riders would
léap upon their shining horses, clowns
would tumble and grimace, whips crack,
horns blare, the mad hurdy-gurdy of the
circis go on. Yet for that moment no
.- sound was heard through all the great

tent, save only that clear, sweet, si%:ery
note.

The little boy breathed deeply as
though he would draw in the very soul
of the music. And when the last tone
sobbed and trembled and “died away, he

" put one tiny hand to his.eyes, then hid
chem against his mother’s arm, whispex-
ing: '

“Oh; mother! mother dear!”
In the storm of applause that followed,

Ralph Mel/'rill leaned forwa Almost

reverently he touched her arm. ' He
asked, as simply as had Bill Smith—
for he felt that he must know:

“His first circus?”

The little mother turned. With half-
frightened ' eyes shé searched the grave,
earnest face. What she saw written
there I<cannot tell, yet she answered as
simply as she had answered the rougi
ticket-seller:

“His first circus—and his last.”

“It. meed not be!” The impulsive
words were out before he knew.

“It need not be? Oh, you do not
understand! You do not know that
next year——”

“Next year?”

“He will be—blind!”

The whispered words shrieked out
above the cracking whips, the brazen
horns, the screaming clowns. . He thad
‘guessed it in' his. heart—y®8t-spoken, it
.overwhelmed him with itsdespair.

_“Blind—oh, no!” he-protested:gharply ;
then, when he saw the look upon her
face: .

“Won’t you tell me all about it?”

His kind voice was not quite. steady,
yet, because' keen sympathiy was its - un-
dertone, she told him the gad little life-
story—the impending trafedy” of blind-
ness—as simply as though it were but a
lesson she had learned. N

Widowed, almost penniless, ‘frail, yet
she had woven with her shining needle a:
gay ‘little world where there was only
Danny and herself. And they had Been
happy—so happy—till & terrible day
when Danny had put out; his trembling
hands and groped his way to her, ery-
ing: “Mother! mother dear!
there? You seem so very far away!”.

She had sewed and saved and staryed.
From one doctor to another they went.
Always, always to meet the reply: :

“He is beyond our help.. The retina
of the eye is affected. We can do noth-
ing, madam, nothing!” N

“I look into his eyes a hundred times
a day!” cried the poor mother-heart.
“They are so clear, so beautiful. Will
God let the light go out forever? Some-

times I won’t believe! @ Then he tries
gt

Are you [i

80 hard, and I pretend not to know, and
he tells me of the things he sees. It
is a hopeless little game, sir. Some
day it will break my heart; yet now I
must be brave for Danny’s sake.. I
must not make it harder for him—my
poor, poor little boy!” )

“But surely there is someone—’

“Yes, one. He is in foreign lands
now, and his price—ah, sir, if I were
rich my little boy need not go into the
darkness, but five hundred dollars! It
might as well be five thousand.”

‘The words upon Ralph Merrill’s lips
were stilled, yet'the light did not leave
his face. When the last rider had dis-
appeared through the velvet curtains,

y

surged down the rickety boards, he quiet-
ly took possession of the boy’s hand.

““You must let me guide yon out of the
crowd,’* he said to the fair-haired woman.
“People jostle and shove so, it is a won-
der more are not hurt. Take my arm,
please, I'll look after Danny.”

They went out into the waning after-
noon, this strange trio, the little boy
clasping tightly to the hand that guided
the mother: close behind. They passed
beneath the ticket-wagon. “Lord!” mut-
tered Bill Smith, his faded blue eyes fair-
| ly bulging from the very red face.

. When he had seated them in the car,
Ralph Merrill lifted his hat, and pressed
! something into the tiny hand.

<1 want you to tell your mother to
_bring. you to this address to-morrow
' afternoon, Danny,” he said. “You’ll do
it, won’t you, my boy? Perhaps I'll
have very good mews for you both.”
Passengers in that car glanced curi-
' ously at the little womian in shabby
black, who held a small white card as
: tightly as though it were the most preci-
-ous thing in the world. And some of
' them smiled kindly when they saw her
; hide her face against the boy’s fair curls,
though theycould not hear the gladness
in her sweet voice as she whispered:
“Danny, Danny—it is he. The doc-
tor, Danny.-. The one, you know. And

i I'm to take you to him to-morrow! Oh!

and with one accord the vast tentful-

Isn’t He good!” -

Danny looked up at her with eyes that
were clear and blue and beautiful. He
wondered at the great tears. - Wag
mother crying or laughing? A litt)e
of both, had he only known.

“Why, yes,” said Danny, “didn’t you
always say He wouldn’t forget?”

——
——

A Successful Hunt.

Count Witte.—Throughout Europe
there is not a nation which dreams of
invading another nation; they all dream
of being invaded.

A Pill for all Seasons*—Winter and summer
in any latitude, whether in torrid zone or Artic
temperature, Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills can be
deﬂended upon to do their work. The W
will find them a friend always and should ecarry
them with him everywhere. They are made to
withstand any climate and are warranted to keep
their freshness and strength. They do not grow
stale, a quality not possessed in many pills now on

my. little boy, isn’t God good. to us?

the market.

—

of Our Leading Lines

Here are two charming and worthy examples from

our immense Spring and Summer range of
Ladies’ and Misses’
Ready-to-Wear Garments

They are the most stylish models for the‘wseason 1911 and will

—

[

our price,

appeal to the exacting taste of every refined woman.
Material and workmanship are of the best, the price being the
lowest possible and cannot be equalled elsewhere at anything near

3

We Guarantee Satisfaction or Cheerfully Refund Your Money

ZN120—Exquisite Lingerie Dress
of fine mercerized mull. The front has-
effective trimming of broad lace. Belt
is alsoformed of lace, the skirt“having :

roups of vertical tucks back and. front.

entre of skirt has wide band of lace to
match front of waist.” The deep flounce
is effectively tucked. The back is also
neatly tucked. Comes with high neck
and ¥ sleeves. Shades of pink, white or
black. Sizes 32 to 42. For a beautiful
mull dress, our price is wonderfully low

$3.50

ZN149 — Fashionable Pure Wool
French Panama Suit. This elegant
tailored suit is cut in a 28-in. semi-fitting
style. The wide collar is made from black
satin, also the cuffs, both being trimmed
‘with Soutache braid. The pockets are
made in a V shaped novelty style. The
skirt is theslatest designed- style. The
lining is of silk serge, comes in shades

- of navy, grey, green, brown, wisteria and
black. Sizes 32 to 44. Judged from every

standpoint a highly satisfactory suit. Price

Do Not Forget to State
Size~and Color

Mail Order Department

RN RS AR A SR T oS By 47 S T

 $14.98

Montreal, P.Q.

Dept. W.M., '

Do Not Forget to State
Size and Color
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: The Beachcomber’s Daughter.

By Don Mnnday.

INSLEY. did not know
-he was staring at the
moon, and perhaps the
moon did not know it

either, *for like ' a
bright bit of orange
peel it slid down be-
{73 hind the black ridges
A of Bowen Island, ut-

Iy regardless of the mooCy young man.
t;rgeynseg)g finality, a feeling of “dust apd
ashes, dead and done with,” was pro-
duced by moonset as the in-steal_mg mist
blackened the wgters of English Bay.
It was :as though the Recording Angel,
in scrawling “Finis” across the day’s ac-
count, had splashed the whole page with
mE’Forget her!” he muttered, referring
to the girl in the case. In an effort to
forget his disappointment he made ready
for.a refreshing plunge in the bay. He
swam towards the Jessie Mac, which was
anchored a hundred yards from shore
with a big boom of logs. The tug’s
lights were scarcely visible from the fur-
ther end of the boom, where he clung for
& while, allowing his body to float in
the undulant rise and fall of the strong-
ly ebbing tide. !

"The bell on Spanish Bank tolled son-
orously, and the fog-horn on Point
Atkinson answered hoarsely through the,
darkness. Unseen in the fog, a liner
tore -seaward; the swell  attendant. on
her passage rolled chattering against the
gravel beach, and the logs heaved un-
easily against each other amid the mani-
fold ‘spoutings and gurglings of the ob-
structed waters.

Ainsley was about “to- loose his hold
and swim ashore, when he detected on
the black water a blacker shape ap-
proaching. A mesh of ribbony sea-weed

. washibd across his face and chest; he left

it there, an opportune screen against
discovery by the occupant of the boat,
for such the object proved. Ainsley
took & sudden whim to know this man’s
business in approaching so cautiously.
The boat bumped lightly against the
boom, within arm’s length of him.  He
félt certain the' prowling boatman was
McMasters, a beachcomber and fisher-
man, whom he knew held a grudge
against the owners of the logs. Ainsley
ran his fingers along the patched bow
of the boat. He could swear it was
McMasters’ boat, at anyrate.

He paddled softly away from the
boom and watched. When the tension
on the bboom-sticks slackened 'in the
cradles of the swells, the boatman slip-
ped the cross-ends of the boom-chain
through the holes in the ends of the
boom-sticks, which at once swung apart.
Like cattle through a gap in a fence, the
logs scattered seaward. The crew of
the Jessie Mac would certainly attribute
the _mishap to a' broken boom-chain.
“ Ainsley struck for shore. Having
dressed, he picked his way through the
darkness towards the beachcomber’s
house. He was exultant. Fate had
played into his hands, and as a rejected
suitor of Bessie McMasters he thought
his knowledge might be utilized. Near-

. ing the house, he heard a boat being

drawn up on the beach. “That you,
Mt‘:‘Mast.ers?” he asked casually.

Yes,” was the growling response he
Teceived.

“I just strolled down for a little busi-
ness talk,” remarked Ainsley, unasked
followl‘n;: McMasters into the house.

Bessie McMasters, with a slightly con-
strained greeting, offered Ainsley a chair.
An’almost imperceptible menace in his
manner struck her with an appreherfsion

_of impending trauble. - From childhood

the motherless, sensitive girl had had to
re!:\- o "her own swift intuition.
' Well. what is it?” demanded McMas-
ers’ " as he seated himsel i
Amsles. himself opposite
y Tt “;iziﬂ.ﬂ.\' concerns your daughter
tllere. replied Ainsley, flashing a look at
e girls pale, attractive face, framed
With Gk brown hair. '

she?h“ refused you once already, didn’t
Doc.. - ‘ ell, that settles it, I guess.
rénirilg - Bess?” McMasters glared at
the 1 ~ho merely rose and leaned on

€ vigof his chair. It seemed safer

to be in a position to move quickly. His
drowsy blue eyes were hard and narrow
when he spoke again, and his voice rang
hard as wire.

“Perhaps she will reconsider her deci-
sion,” he said, adding with calculated

-emphasis, “to save her father from a

jail sentence!”

Man and girl were on their feet in an
instant—the girl white with dread, for
she felt the deadly truthfulness in Ains-

ley’s wvoice—the father pale with "con-

self that Ainsley could know nothing of
that night’s doings, that it must be some
other charge and therefore a mistake or
a bluff.

Bessie mutely
continue.’

“I know who broke the Jessie Mac's
-boom of logs.” .

Choking an oath, McMasters flung him-
selfVat him "with an axe from beside
the stove. Bessie flung herself between.
Drunk_or sober,-he had never struck the
girl. ~Her mother’s eyes looked out of
hers and forced the madness from his
brain. He dropped back limply in his
chair. She- bent over him, not ques-

motioned Ainsley to

tioning;’ but asserting, “It is true!” He
: ‘

scious guilt, yet trying to convince him-

affirmed it with a groan. She turned
again to Ainsley, who briefly recounted
the occurrence.

“You make me  the prite of your-sile -

ence ?” she asked in piteous appeal when
he finished speaking.

“I do!” he answered in
triumph.

She threw herself at his feet—tears, re-
proaches, entreaties were alike wasted on
him. Seeing at last the uselessness of
her pleadings, she rose, swaying against
the table for support.” Ainsley was
unmoved by her appeal as was the drft-
wood outside the door. MecMasters
looked on remorsefully, helplessly. He
took the heartbroken girl in his arms,
but had no word to:comfort her, for he

smothered
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knew it- was his cowardice was wreck-
ing her piness.

“Father, father!” the girl sobbed on his
breast, “I love—love—love Dick Renfrew,
and it is sin and shame for me to let
another call me  wife—but I will do
it for your sake!”

Ainsley knew he had won; he did not
care how. = He had correctly estimated
the father’s cowardice and the daugh-
ter'’s self-sacrifice. Smiling éxultantly,
he passed out into the darkness.

. Ainsley was employed as helper to
Dick Renfrew, who was powder-man of
the Government gang clearing and grad-
ing the Marine Drive along the shore of
Point Grey.. He could not but observe
that . the powder-man was growing
markedly careless. He was seated on
a log, engaged in the hazardous perform-
ance of using his teeth to crimp a cap
on to a fuse. Judging from Dick’s
face, his thoughts were not of the plea-
santest knd. 5
“Where’s your crimping pincers?” de-
manded Ainsley. “Here, use my knife.”
“Go to anywhere and mind your own
biisiness!” savagely retorted Dick.
“Humph!” grunted Ainsley with no
show of resentment, promptly switching
his atfention to a fish-eagle pursued
by & vindictive little kingbird.  He
leaned on the handle of his shovel and
watched the pursuit until the powder-
man interrupted with, “Have you.that
hole dowi yet?”
“No,” = Aifisley = rejoined languidly,
without " shifting his position. “You'd

better ‘spring’ & hole. A badger with
case-hardened ‘toe-nails couldn’t dig a
hole. under- that stump. What ain’t
roots "is” rocks, and what ain’t rocks
might as well be, it’s so hard. But
speaking of badgers reminds me of one
time——’

“It’s time someone reminded you that
you’re expected to work one hour in
nine on Government jobs. You don’t!
Get busy, and get a stick of powder.
I’ll loosen things up.”

Ainsley yawned preparatory to mov-
ing; he had spent too much time ‘in
camps up and. down the coast to heed
abuse unless  particularly sulphuric in
character. The pugnacious kingbird
had ebandoned his attack on the eagle.
Ainsley felt he had done his duty by the
birds, and, yawning again, bit off g
fresh chew. After getting the dyna-
mite he sprawled comfortably along a
sun-warmed log and commenced to ease

Meanwhile, the powder-man was load-
ing the “shot,” which was intended to
loosen the obstructions enough to allow
digging a hole of sufficient size and
depth to insert the charge required to
tear out the huge fir stump. Suddenly
Ainsley smelled the" pungent odor of
burning fuse. Looking around, he was
jerked into action by seeing that Dick,
engrossed in his unpleasant thoughts,
had first lit the fuse and was calmly
tamping in dirt afterwards.

Ainsley yelled as he knocked the
powder-man headlong—a wild bull would
not have hurled him further. Seizing

‘Winnipeg, M«y, 1911,
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out. The-sharp strain broke the burned
'strands. He sprang back, instinctively
covering" his face with his arms, and im-
mediately the flame had reached the cap,
A jet of stones and dirt shot out with g
muffled report.:

When the dust cleared Dick sat up,
slowly comprehending his escape. - Ains.
ley, shaking the dust ‘out of his ears
and hair, was hotly disgusted. . “ Ppo.
fanity fails to speak it,” he declared
but not until after he had attempted 16
express it with the choicest bits in his,
the ‘largest unexpurgated vocabulary be-
tween Dawson' and ’Frisco.

“Dick, look here,” he continued, “if
you don’t mend your ways you’ll be away
past mending. - The good angel of fools
and little children, being kept jumping,
is liable to forget and let you slide over
the edge into hereafter. Besides,  he
mightn’t always find as good an under.
study as me to take his role in the ten-
seconds-from-eternity sceme. . I nevyer
once thought you were so gone on Bes:
sie McMasters. - Buck up!
how it feels.”

Dick said little; had the conditions
been reversed he would have acted simi:
larly. .
the incident as a matter-of-course, as
did Ainsley in spite of all his talk. Work
was -~ resumed. Before long three
large “shots’~had been placed under ag
many stumps, each over 5 ft.in diameter
While the powder-man was splitting the
ends of the fuses to insure prompt igni-
tion, Ainsley  queried, “Say, whose kid
is that picking blackberries with Bessie

' The Days Collection.

McMasters on yonder side hill?”

“Jack Carlin’s kid; you might know
by the dog,” replied Dick without look-
ing up.

“That dog of Carlin’s is getting as
powder-crazy as a dog that picked up
with the gang when I was working on
Sasamat Street; used to run in when
we yelled ‘fire, and chase the pieces fly-
ing around. Once we tried to call her
off, but cowed her instead. She laid
down on a chunk of a root we had a
shot under. She got an elevated view
of things the next minute. Cured her
too, but might as well have killed her—
she was crushed by a wagon when we
moved to Eburne.”

All being in readiness, Dick uttered
the familiar cry of “Fire!” The gang
put their tools in places of safety and
hurried out of range of flying debris.
“Alright?” .asked Dick. “Alright,” re-
turned Ainsley, lighting a fuse. ' Dick
touched off the other two, and both men

retreated towards shelter, repeating the
customary warning shout of “F-i-r-e!”

Suddenly they heard the excited bark-
ing of a dog. Glancing back, they saw
coming down a disused skid-road a girl
of four or five, hanging on to the collar
cf a big black mongrel which was run-
ning into the very heart of the danger
zone. "

“I'll go,” said Dick simply to Ains-
ley, who was farther away. 1In his
bitter mood Dick found some exhilara-
tion in taking long chances. Tt is
questionable whether he had ever heard
of “potential heroism”; he never thought

the end of the fuse, he tried to jerk it

of it, at anyrate, as he dashed across

¢
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+» vouch ground in a race against those
w{ocggsuging, inexorable fuses. The
.child, alarmed by +4he man’s a roach,
" _yeleased her hold of the dog. urning
" 40 rum, she tripped and fell.  The
'vﬁcwd‘el-man caught her up and started
. “away. He knew it was only a question

o econds Now. :
'?‘qf']?he stump nearest him burst apart

- with s staggering roar. The storm of
‘:;ﬁlis caugg'ft himy tossipg him like a
~ chip 'in under the curving side of a
great fir log. Though nearly stunned,
he fried to shelter the girl with his own
body. ; Y
- *Again the ground reeled with an ex-
vlosion.. He was pelted with sticks and
‘gtones, with mud and -broken. bark.
‘@reat pieces of the stump were hurled
.gomersaulting in every direction. “Pow-
:der. is cheaper than muscle,” the fore-
‘man had insisted; Dick had never spared
.the powder. He was not_ssurprised
‘when one huge fragment fell inches dis-
tant from his head, pitched against the
.log, and protectingly over-arched him.
. "The third “shot” followed -at once.
‘The giant piece of wreckage effectually
warded off several big missiles ‘the last
losion shot’ towards him. - The
‘spreading fan of upthrown rubbish had
-not begun to fall back to earth before
.Ainsley sprang towards. where he had
last seen Dick. Bessie McMasters; sun-

P -

bonnet hlown back and berry-pail on
arm, ran down the skid-road along which
the child had come. Ainsley reached
Dick first. - He dragged the unhurt child
from under Dick, who grunte@ painfully,
“I'm alright, I guess,” but &Hut his_eyes
and lay still, waiting for heaven and
earth to slow down in their mad whirl
with"him as their pivot.

Bessie, after one satisfied look at the
child, who clung and cried, rushed to-
wards Dick; then checked herself, re-
membering the great barrier between
them. - She crouched ‘against' the log
and could not restrain her sobs. Ains-
ley. bit his lips savagely; he was think-
ing hard. - Having leaped to a deccision,
he seized the girl almost roughly; he
must not lose his grip on himself. She
JTooked into his face with piteous brown
eyes; what she saw there brought a glad
wonder into her pale face.

“Bessie,” he whispered hoarsely, “I'm
going® to forget everything—everything,
you understand ?—that happened the
night the Jessie Mac lost her logs. I'm
going. to ship north to-morrow.” When
he would have falteringly asked forgive-
ness, she kissed him fearlessly, a ‘grea
light in her eyes.

Ainsley waved back the approaching
men, and, without a backward glance,
found' the - foreman and asked for his
time.

A Man’s Strategy.

By Mrs. Baillie Reynolds. :

ILDA NORTHEY stood
waiting for Mrs. Sted-
man and Laura to
) come and take her to
\@ the tennis club ball.

She wore a white
gown embroidered in
silver, and made in a
fashion which was not

uite the prevailing mode, but just a
shade more fanciful. She was a pale
.girl, not a beauty—just the kind of girl
' about whom people would differ, one
maintaining that she was pretty, others
denying it. .

Her aunt, Miss Eccott, who had
brought up the motherless girl—her
father was in India—thought that she
was looking unusually well that night.

It was a simple little house in the
suburbs, and_nobody in Strettonham had
any idea that Hilda was an heiress.
Colonel Northey’s express wish had been
that his child herself should be ignorant
of the fact.

“Let her mix in the local society,” he
had written, “but let her mix in it as a
nobody. She has had the bringing up
of a gentlewoman, and if she has been
properly trained she should know one

rson from another. But London is
rimful of fortune hunters. Don’t let
anybody know what my little girl is
worth. T wish she might keep heart-
whole until she sees Borodaile. He is

the man I would choose for her, but I
fear he cannot get his furlough till next
Year.”

Poor Colonel Northey! He was very
anxious for his little girl’s happiness,
but he knew so little about girls that
he never realised that, in cramming the
excellent Borodaile down Hilda’s throat,
he was doing his utmost to defeat his
own hopes., His letters were full of
Borodaile. Borodaile was the stock joke
between Hilda and her aunt. “My
future” was what Hilda called him.

And this winter Leslie Willis had ap-
peared on the scene. He was an artist,
and he had not been three months in
Strettonham before he was the society
Pft of that gay little suburb. Hilda
Northey appealed to his artistic sense
0. a way that no other local young lady
did. He admired her, she interested
him—he came very near to loving her.
But he had no forfune but his handsome
face and wavy hair. It behooved him
to cgmidm‘ ways and means.

Miss Eccott had seen very little of
him, nor had she heard much, for Hilda
was  reticent. Unfortunately, Miss
Eccott s delicate chest made winter balls
lmpnsiﬂ‘)io for her, and much to her re-
gret, Hilda had to be chaperoned on most
Occasions by Mrs. Stedman, the mother
of her ichoolfellow, Laura, an acknow-

ledged heiress, and the “catch” of Stret-
tonham,

The imperious rat-tat of Mrs. Sted-
man’s chauffeur caused Hilda to pick up
her gloves and fan, kiss her aunt a lov-
ing farewell, and run downstairs.

“Good girl, you never keep us.waiting,”
said Mrs. Stedman with approval, as
the slim, girlish figure. slipped into the
small seat in front of the motor broug-
ham facing the two' radiant, highly per-
fumed, and gorgeously decked ladies.
“One needs to be in good time at the
tennis balls, if.one’s guests are to be
introduced properly.” '

Laura -Stedman was leaning back, fas-
tening her last glove button. She was
a finely developed girl, with black hair,
and a hint of future coarseness. - Shé
woré a marvellous: gown of geranium
red, in the newest and most daring mode.
Her necklet was of diamonds.

“I told ‘Willis to come early,” said
she languidly, “to help me to introduce.
He is one of the stewards.” .

The short speech made Hilda wince,
for two reasons. - One of these was that
she disliked to hear Laura talk of young
men by their surname, without prefix—
it gave her an odd sense of digcomfort.
The other went deeper. :

At the last dance at which she and |

Leslie Willis' had met, he had asked her
for two dances only, alleging a pressure
of duty dances, which had, however, not
prevented him from sitting out five con)
secutive waltzes with Laura in the ‘con-
servatéry. v ;

Hilda’s own bringing up had- been of
so simple and dignified a character, that
the idea of anyone’s being deliberately
mercenary had not.occurred to her. She
did not feel that Laura’s money gave her
any advantage over herself; but the idea
of the transfer of the affections of Les-
lie Willis was acutely painful.

She strove against the feeling as un-
worthy of her. She liked and trusted
Leslie Willis. ’

‘The big drill hall was already fill-
ing, early though they were. = The first-
rate band was tuning up, men were
assiduously providing their fair ones with
programmes. ~ Leslie Willis, with his"
steward’s favour in his buttonhole, was
hurrying to and fro. Apparently he
did not see Hilda, though, he passed very
near her. She saw he was busy; she
could wait; she had a radiant smile
ready for him when he chose to come
for it. She had designed the charming
dress she wore with a special hope and
intention of pleasing him.

Five minutes ebbed -away, while he
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a guarantee (satisfaction given or
money returned) and is produced
from genuine British Textiles. :

That “ There’s comfort in
the Curzon cut ” is no mere
idle statement, and is a truth
which has been attested by
clients residing at all points -
of the habitable Globe. e

Greatest attention is paid to the
cutting of every individual order, and
the style of production of these suitsis
equal to  anything sold anywhere at twice
and thrice. the money-—at least, this is what
the Curzon clientele say about the Curzon °
#8.60 Suit.

Then there is the tailoring. As is well
known, London is the hub of the tailoring
craft, and Messrs. Curzon Bros., as prac%ul
tailoring experts themselves, are in a position
to. secure the most qualified workmen in the
trade. For all these reasons Curzon tailoring
is sold with the following guarantees

One Silver and Two Gold m

Our methods appeal to the thoughtful man: that is
number among our clientele such well-known men as the follc
Rev. R. J. Campbell, Hon. G. E. Foster, M.P,, Horatio Bottomley,"
Lieut.-Col. A. E. Belcher, Lieut.-Col. Dr. S, H. Glasgow, Hon.
Fitzgerald, Rev. Canon Davidson, Comte. Ubaldo Be
Hugh Clarke, J. P Downey, M.P., W. H. Doyle, M.P,, o 0
Aylmer, Mr. Eustace Miles, Dr. T. R. Allinson, Major-Gen. J.
Kinchant, Mr. Matheson Lang, Mr. Montague Holbein,

Fill in a post card and address same to us as below, asking for our
latest assortment of materidls. Together with patterns, we sendyou
fashion-plates and complete instructions for accurate self-measurement,
tape measure, all sent free and carriage paid. We,di:{ltch your
within seven days, and if you do not approve, return the goods, and we
will refund the money. = &

$20 SUIT TO MEASURE FO

(Dept 103) 60/62 CITY ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND,

West End Depot: : ;

Pembroke House, 138/35 Oxford St., London, England,
' it Addnu for Patterns:

CURZON BROS., o/o THE CLOUGHER SYNDICATE (Dept. 103 ),
430 Confederation Life Buildings, TORONTO, ONTLRIO,

Please mention this paper

+

e

S SN S FTER you use it awhile, you'll wonder how

You Need This Book

gef| R it’s just like having some wise old cook at your
1 WE R|BBO,V elbon. Ani ..withgso, many dishes to choose

passed and re-passed, his eyes always in
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spoke. Someone else followed. A third

to introduce his friend. Her

card was filling. @ She looked round

wistfully, more expression than she knew

in her beautiful eyes. :

. . Leslie Willis was approaching, with a
bashful youth at his side. ;

“How do you do, Miss Northey? Very

well to-night? Yes; that’s right. May
I introduce Mr. Watkins? I dare not
ask you to keep one for me on the
¢chance—my duties as ‘a steward make
e so uncertain.” :

| He smiled, bowed, left her. That was
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all.. This was how he used her—this
man who a month ago monopolized half
her programme, What could she have
done to merit such treatment? Had
she shown him too plainly that she
cared ? Had she been unmaidenly?
The torture of the thought racked her
as she stood there stonily still, uncon-
scious of her surroundings, unconscious
of the fact that the first “extra” had
just, struck up—unconscious, most of all,
of her own exceeding charm as she stood
thus, mentally reeling under the shock of
this new, bitter experience.

—

Retire? = Never, never! Hilda had not
known until to-night that she was
proud; but now she thrilled with pride
and passion. Leslie Willis should never
see how he had hurt her. If she died
of it she would dance.

Mr. Willis had never proved hiinself
80 true an artist as in this unintentional
bit of work. With one stroke he had
converted pale Hilda Northey into a
beauty. Her cheeks were touched with
carmine, *‘the carriage of her head  was
full of dignity. Several strangers

Droaming of Her

a friend.
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His habits and his
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The Tobacco use

I'm giving every cigar -smoker in Western
Cangda an opportunity to test the quality of
the ROXBORO at less than regular price.
the coupon today, take it to your dealer, hand
him a quarter and he will give you
Remember ROXBORO
CIGARS sell everywhere at ten cents
straight, unless you have the coupon.

Save the bands for beautiful premium
pictures. g4I am yours for the success

three ROXBOROS.
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.Many things have been said about
man, both complimentary and derogatory.

come in the line of fire of ‘the just
Some say a man is
Jjudged by the company he keeps, others
by the clethes he wears, etoc.

Now I'm going on record by saying,
that a man is judged by what he smokes.
smokes a poor cigar, or gives a friend a’
S cabbage leaf made up into a cigar, he loses a
friend and places himself at the mercy of those
who choose to criticise his good taste.

The ROXBORO CIGAR will put you right with
yourself and will be a boost if you give one to
The pleasing effect and the
delightful aroma found in the ROXBORO CIGAR is
exclusive.
quality Havana, the blending of which is the
ideal of the connoisseur's taste.
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Wiat should she do?  Plead illtiess?

| —she looked so sweet to-night.

‘her.

pleaded to ‘be presented to the girl in
white and silver. :

“Getting on well, dear?” said Laura.
“I do hope so.
fore , the first- dance began; but whep
Willis gets hold of one’s programme
there’s not much room left for other’
people!  Now, don’t, for pity’s sake,
ask to see it, Hilda!” ,

“See your programme? T don’t want
to,” said ‘Hilda bluntly.
< Leslie Willis came up at the moment,
“Our dance, Miss Stedman. Ah, Misg
Northey, are you in want of partners?
Because if so, do let me help you—»

“There is no need, thank you. My
card is quite full.”

As he led awaJithe heiress, a transient
expression, as of regret or pique, flitted
across. Willis’s handsome features. He
knew how far in his charming flirtation
with Miss Northey he had permitted
himself to go. As he thought over it,
he did feel some discomfort. He had
done - the thing too suddenly; a dance
should have been asked for form’s sake,
Yet how could he have trusted himself?
Noth-~
ing less than complete surrender would
satisfy Laura, as he well knew.

“Our dance, I think, Miss Northey,”
Hilda rallied and looked up. The pleas-
ant voice was a.stranger’s, and a tall,
plain man of about five-and-thirty, with
keen blue eyes and a dark moustahe,
stood before her. She had no memory
‘of having been introduced, but she sup-
posed she-must have gone through that
ceremony, so she placed her hand on his
arm, and they slipped into the dance.

He waltzed very well, and did not
speak for a minute or two. Hilda felt
faint and unsteady. A glow of gera-
nium red and a whiff of strong perfume
seemed to pursue her as she revolved.
Presently her partner spoke—suddenly.
“I ought to make you sit down,” he
said, “but I can’t. This is so delight-
ful.” ‘

“Why should I sit down ?” she gasped.
“I am not tired.”

“Is it not fatigue? - Then”—his voice
was close to her ear—“then what is it?”
“Nothing,” she said affrightedly; and
unconsciously tightened her hold of his
arm. The room was going round with
Dimly, as they passed a doorway,
she saw that the red gown had ceased
turning. Laura and her partner were
standing together near the large arch-
way watching the dances. Without re-
flecting on her action, she" turned her
head for a momemt so that her eyes
looked into those of her partner.
“Listen,” she said. “I have—been
upset. I feel as if I were going to
faint; but I want to go on—as if there
were—nothing the matter. Help me
to go on—to—to seem all right.”

Her partner exhibited mno surprise,
though he could hardly have been accus-
tomed to appeals of such a nature. His
eyes met hers coolly and steadily. “I
think I understand. Something has hap-
pened to disturb you,sand you wish to
keep up appearances—is. that it?”

“Yes—yes.”

“Nothing easier,” he replied, still in
those composed tones. “Look at me,
think of nothing but me. Go on danc-
ing, but throw all your weight on me.
I can hold you up if you can just con-
tinue to look perfectly natural—as you
are looking now—for two minutes lon-
ger. Are you listening?”

“Yes, I hear every word, but as if I

" were dreaming. “Oh, help me to do noth-

ing that will make people look at me!
Do I look mad?”

“You look perfectly normal. You are
obeying orders splendidly. T want you
to keep up just a minute till we have
completed our round. Now, it is done.
Nerve yourself to walk a few steps,
leaning on my arin. In a moment you
shall be where you may rest. awhile.”

She had obediently fixed her eyes on
his, as he bade her; and now it was
over. She was walking quietly and col-
lectedly down the stairs, and had passed
Laura and her partner without even sec-
ing that they were there.

He lc¢d her through the refreshment
room to a small. dimly lighted room he-
yond.  There he left her a moment to
collect Terself. while he went to fetch

| some ¢hampagne and soda water.

When <he had drunk some of it, and
her wits had 1cturned, the color flowed
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ent nee(i of -excusing herself to this:

~ gtranger

i ‘stupid to faint so suddenfy! I
.ne‘;lgirogid» snlx)ch a thing before! I can-
not understand how I came to be so
-weak-minded.” ;

weﬁ: smiled a little, looking dgwn. at
her fan, which he was slowly agitating,
with the air of one well accustomed to

ing ladies.
u}l‘im:; ink I understand,” he said de-

i tely.

hbél: lt{oked at ‘him in astonishment.
Her first impulse, to resent what he said,
faded instantly. Something in hig calm
simplicity, his unruffled composure, forced

‘Ler to feel that he was to be trusted.

] pant to know what you would like
‘to do,” he~went on“slowly. “Is it your
intention to stay and dance and brave
the matter out, or will you go home at
once?”

The colour flooded her face, her very
neck. He raised his keen eyes and
Jooked at her humorously, as if together

. they shared an amusing secret.

The Western Home Monthly.

go in to supper with me? If you would
not mind too much, it would be really
worth doing.”

“But,” -said Hilda, in her confusion
saying the first thing that occurred—“all
my dances -are taken.”

“May I look at your card?”

She produced it. “At the beginning
of the evening,” he said, with a gleam
of fun in his eyes, “you were, I regret
to say, a trifle absent-minded. @ When
young Wade introduced me'I asked what
dances I might have, and you replied,
without looking ‘at me, that I might
take which I liked. I resented not being
looked at, and to punish you I took all
these. Now, what do you say? These
dances are mine. Of course, if you feel
you can’t go through with them, I re-
nounce them all. But.it will be a blow,
I confess.” ‘

“I think,” said Hilda earnestly, after
a stupefied pause, “that you are the
most astonishing person that I ever
met.” ' '

“Well, as long as you don’t say I am

* ‘I ought to make you sit down,’ he said, ‘buf Ican’t. Thisis so delightful’*
“There is an i]l-bred’{l;s\s' here to- | the most disagreeable—" .

night, who for some time past has fa-
voured you with much of his valuable
company,” he suggested. - “So much so
that people have remarked it. To-
night, for reasons of his own, he sees
fit to turn his back on you. Perhaps
that may be remarked too.”

“What makes you say this? I have
hever seen you before.”

“No. But I know friends of yours
Who arc here, and have apparently no-
ticed Something of the kind. Now, the
question seems to be—wewldn’t it be
better to let it look as if the avoidance

To let the young
ncy himself—cut out ?”
ked at him bewildered.
nid it help you if I offered my-
the evening?” he suggested
“Do you think you have pride

e 1o put up with a good deal of my

Bociety—t dance Wigh me, talk to me,

“Oh, no, no! Think what you did
for me just now. I don’t even now un-
derstand how you could know—"

“I'm _a bit of a clairvoyant, I believe;
but T hope I am to be trusted.” 3

“Ah, how am I to know that?” She
felt that all her preconceived ideas of
the world had been rudely shaken.

“I know just how you feel. Being
yourself by nature what you are, you
have hitherto taken the men you met
for granted—you assumed that they
were gentlemen. Having now discov-
ered one of them to be a cad, you are
inclined to €hink that most of them are
the same.”

“I feel as if you were good,” sighed
Hilda. - )

“I don’t know about that. But I am
sincerely anxious to befriend you. I
am your slave for to-night. = I will

dance or sit still. speak or be silent, as !
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» . . .
opened in Toronto our first Canadian Sales parlors and ave selling Willow
z:imh Oltnl& Plolrx?l‘:es. oi"u‘adiu, Aigrettes, Marabout Goods, etc., direct from -
the maker to you.

OUR NEW SOUVENIR

CATALOGUE IS FREE

Send your name and addressfor a copy
T '?( Wryblﬂlﬁfullyi“nst:nrﬁed %t;ﬁue.
t contains a complete linc of ow
Plumu'fromluoo t0 $50.00. French

WE CAN MAKE
WILLOW PLUMES FROM

- YOUR OLD FEATHERS

If you have any old feathers send them
to us and we will let you know by
return mail what size *Willow” the;

will make ‘and how much it will cost. If
you decide then not to have them made
over we wsill gemﬁx.ltipam t:hyou at m'll‘i
expense. illinery this year wi

be trimmeqf witg Ostrich and you should

Make up your mind to embrace this
PPpO!
N nog delay as spring is nearly here.

o] ity to get your spring millin-
ery .m hnt('the price you usually
pay. ¢ !

you bid me. Do you agree?”

As he spoke, the swish of draperies
was heard, there was a glow of color,
and Leslie Willis and Laura Stedman
entered the room. = As if their approach
forced an answeér from her, Hilda has-
tily replied, “Yes, yes, I agree.”

She rose, laid her hand on his arm,
and they went out, with a laughing werd
on: his lips. Leslie Willis’s eyes f(\¥1~
lowed them. Laura knitted her brows.

“So Hilda Northey has got hold . of
the catch of, the evening,” said she fret-
fully. '

“That so?- Who is the gentleman?”
asked Willis with a fine show of indif-
ference.

“Oh, some important person who came
with the Wades; T heard he is related
to Lord Wedderburn. I wonder if I
can get introduced.”

“Surely it is too late. Yom" card

|4is full.”

“Oh! T would throw. over anybody—
even you—to '‘dance with an earl’s
nephew.”

This cruel retort was a revenge for the
furtive look she had seen him send after
Hilda. It brought him speedily back
to his duty. :

Meanwhile Miss Nortkey and the
stranger had returned to the ball-room.
The girl was quite herself now. The
thought that people might think her de-
serted acted like a spur.

Her mysterious partner was an excel-
lent'dancer, and had plenty to say. By
the end of that dance she was quite
ready to take the next partner on her

Dept. B, THE LONDON FEATHER CO’Y, LTD. list, and behave'in her usual manner.
: ) All the time she was dancing, her new
: 144 YONGE STREET, TORONTO friend stood like a sentinel against the
: - doorway.. He sought no other fair
one. All the world was free to mark,
B e e
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if it chose, that he danced with nobody
but Miss Northey.

Mrs. Wade, mother of young w
the secretary of the tennis club, whom
?ilda.v knew but slightly, smiled as she
emarked to Mrs. Stedman that pretty
little Hilda had made a conquest—the
parti of the evening.

Mrs. Stedman’s temper was not im
proved by the confidence. . She was ).
ways willing to chaperon the pale Hilgy
thinking she served as a foil to her own
brillignt daughter. And now Hilda wag
monopolising the eligible stranger, while
Laura was bestowing her whole pro-
gramme on the artist, who, though he
might be a local lion, had nothing but
his own personal attraetions to recom-
mend him. .

Hilda and her ' partner grew very
friendly as the evening wore off¥to.
wards the end they repaired once more
to their seat in the dimly lighted ante-
room,

“It seems ages since we sat here be-
fore,” said Hilda artlessly.

“Has it been as bad as you expected ?”
he asked in a low voice.

Her face lit up.
joyed it, it has not been bad at all—
thanks to you! Why, how ridiculous!
I don’t even know your name!”

“Ah, that’s a secret.”

“A fine secret! I can consult my
programme.” .

“That won’t help you.” He laughed
lazily, looking down with great apprecia-
tion at the small, changeful, eager face,
“I just scribbled myself down like an
unknown quantity in algebra—A.B.”

“What a shame! But I can ask
Mrs. Wade. Why is your name g
secret ?”

“Oh, that is only my nonsense.
not a secret really.
derburn.”

“What a funny name! I never heard
it before. I am glad your name does
not really begin with a B.”

“Why so?”

“Che name I most dislike begins with
B—the name of a person I never want
to see.”

It was not difficult to extract from
her an account of the unknown Boro-
daile. It greatly amused Mr. Wedder-
burn. ’

“I shouldn’t care to be the unlucky
man when he does appear,”. he said.
“You will make up your mind to dislike
him, won’t you?”

“ILéipve made up my .mind..
like him already.”

“Poor chap!”

“Why ? He doesn’t know me. He
has never seen me.”

“And I never saw you till to-night.”
“No.. I feel ashamed when I think
how quietly T have accepted all your
kindness, when you are quite a stran-.

ger.”

He continued to look at her, but as if
he hardly saw her. “When are we lo
meet again, Miss Northey?” he asked
presently.

She opened her large cyes wider. “To
meet again?”

He laughed quietly. “You surely
don’t expect me to see you into your
carriage and then turn away and forget
that you exist ?”

The girl was frankly embarrassed.

“Do I understand that you +would
rather T did not pursue the acquaint-
-ance?” he asked, with a sudden note of
disappointment in his voice.

She hesitated.  “We—might meet—
again at a dance Tike this, perhaps.”

He shook his head. = “Too uncertain.
May I not, call on your aunt?” '

“0, no.” cried MHilda in consternation,
‘she would think 1 was mad to make
friends with a stranger at a dance. and
ask him to ecall”

“I see. And my acquaintance with
the Wades is of the slightest——"

“No is ours. Iu fact, T don’t think
Mrs. Wade has ever called——?

ade,

Tt is
My name is Wed-

I do dis-

.

“Well, then, we must devise some
other way. Aba! T have it!” He
looked at her with mischief in his eves.
“I will call on Miss Eceott and pass
myself off as Captain Borodaile.”

Hilda laughed merrilv at the excellent
joke. “O, by all miins try it How
[ delightful if you he 'rv;H-('upt;nin :
Borodaile! © But no. loes not et his
furlough till next yen t would be quite

safe.”

“Tt would amuse , Very. well,

then I'll try it.”

“Oh, no, T have en- -
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the greatest eag’ernessé” replied she in
. «Meanwhile,” his voice dropped a little,
«ycu won't forget me, Wi}l you? )
«Even if I were.a fashionable society
irl and ‘went to two or three danges
every night, I could hardly forget what
ou have done for me this evening, Mr.
urn.”
‘vﬁ(lldg;?l’t want you to remember what:
1 have done for you. I want you to
remember me.” )
«Isn’t it the same thing?”
“Do you think so?”
‘Their eyes met for a moment, and a
curious thrill passed through the girl.
He'saw the sudden trouble in her clear

«Come. Let us have this last dance

ether; shall we?”
tOind so the end had come. - She had
gone through it all triumphantly. When
Teslie Willis escorted Laura to the motor
the stranger escorted Hilda. . Laura was
very haughty. = She had applied, through
Mrs. Wade; for an introduction, and ‘the
gentleman hadpgent back word that he
should be most happy to be presented to
Miss Stedman, but had no dances to

spare.
As Leslie put the irate heiress into her
luxurious car, he knew that his game was
won. Pique would finish what jealousy
had begun. Laura had chosen to con-
sider the innocent Hilda as her rival, and
would do anything to be engaged first.

When the mother and daughter had
left Hilda at her door, and were-driving
on together, Laura ‘laughed quite bit-
terly. -

“Hilda carries it off with a high hand;
‘but I know she was ready to cry when
Willis never asked her to dance.”

“She soon consoled herself,” snapped
‘her mother.  “Do-you know that man
is Lord Wedderburn himself? He never
go much as looked at you.”

L ) &* * * *

Hilda had expected a sleepless night,
but she was disappointed. She fell
asleep almost as soon as she was tucked
up in her little bed, and did not awake
until her old nurse brought her break-
fast. Rather to her own vexation, she
did not feel in the least like a love-lorn’
heroine. She had dreamed a good deal,
but it was of a kindly, humorous face
and a pair of quizzical blue eyes, which
had looked at her as though their owner
felt a prescriptive right to stand on
her side against all troublers of her
Ppeace.

But that afternoon a fresh stone was
dropped into the usually tranquil pool
of her existence. :

She and her aunt had been out shop-
ping. On their return the maid handed
her a visiting card; and Hilda turned
cold with consternation as she read the
name on it—Captain Adrian Borodaile.

She recalled with an accusing throb
of conscience the nonsense she had talked
With her partner of yesterday evening
respecting this poor, unoffending gentle-
man.  And here he was in the flesh!

,The visiting card in her hand showed |

that this was the genuine person.

“The gentleman is here, ma’am,” said
the maid.  “I said I thought the ladies
would not be long, and he.said he would
wait.”

“Quite right, quite right,” said Miss
Eccott in a fluster. “Go in and greet
him, darling, T must go upstairs a mo-
ment, my boot hurts me so, I must get
1t off before I can say a word of sense.”

“But, auntie—I can’t—Oh, auntie,
don’t be so mean”—in a breathless whis-
per. 1

“My dear, what nonsense!myour\
father’s particular friend. You have
not been brought up to blush and giggle
like a schoolgirl. I will not be long.”

S_Iw Inurried upstairs, followed by the
maid: and Hilda, full of twinges of con-
Science,  opened the drawing-room
dooy slowly, and walked in with hot
('Ill‘(-]\\_

% “l “must - introduce  myself, Captain

'»“_1‘“11:=:|<‘.‘ she began in her clear, sweet
::]l‘h" .'Hu-n thm"v was a short, sick
m;»\:y.--. .nu.l hf-r agitation threatened to
e ' w‘v-r: for the man who stoom_l in
o *vll of t_ht- room, the lamplight
o halt” mischievous. half abashed

#3 not Captain Borodaile at all,
partner of the tennis club ball.

but 1,
' ould  you? Oh, how could

H"a.'certain]y. I shall expect you with

MOTOR CARS

Ty

he Chalmers is the Car of
Greatest Satisfaction

The fact was proven to us the other day by the casual remark of a man who himself had

" bought a Chalmers. ‘Do you know,’’ said he, ‘I looked over a long list of second-hand cars

published in a New York daily—and 1 found fewer Chalmers than any other make. .You'll be
surprised how few—only three’’—the least number of any make on the list. In some well-

known makes there were dozens of cars quoted. And the.

one of the best known cars made.

dist, by the way, was a representative

The fact is significant of the splendid service—the lasting service—thatta Chalmers car
gives. Even in our own garage we have a Chalmers in its third season that runs as smooth, as
easily, as a New Model, and looks equally handsome and up-to-date in its appearance. °

What More Convincing Argument Could You Have

That Your New Car Should Be a Chalmers?

The Chalmers “30” Touring Car, $2,300.00

With Patent Leather Fore-Doors, $25.00 Extra

The Chalmers car is so perfectly éonstructed, so evenly balanced, that wear, depreciation, is
reduced to a minimum. It’s an ideal car for pleasure, for the business man, for professional -
men—it’s a car good for prairie roads and good for a thousand roads. How else could it have
achieved the proud title of the ‘‘Champion’’ car of 19107 We sell these cars subject to the

Eaton' guarantee of satisfaction or money will be refunded.

In the Eaton garage you will find

all the new 1911 models and expert salesmen to give demonstration of parts, and on the read.
No trouble at all. It’s a privilege we’ll welcome if you’ll allow us to show you how superior
these cars are over others that are selling at the same and at much higher prices. '

£
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| Silver Plate
| ~  FROM DINGWALL'S
is particularly suitable for wedding or anniversary

gifts because of its beauty, quality and value,. We
illustrate four specially good articles.

The .
Best Valuej
in the West

. Dingwall’s

10086. Casserole Dish, Round Pottery Lining 2010-1. Silver Plated Baking Dish, Enamel
and Cover, Si:ver Plated mkeﬂs.oo i Lining—$4.00
Yapirer All Orders
T Ry, Attended to
I?y'Mql- : ———————-3  at once.

S 1021"7;1. 'Entree or Vegetable Dish of Heavy i
A Englisn Plate 10 inches long—$7.50

We sliow many other designs and articles in our new 1911
"' Catalogue, so-if you have not a copy let us know your name
'~ and addressand w2 will send one by return. S
Remember that we prepay all charges on the goods we sell
_to any part of Canada except the Yukon

D. R. Dingwall,

Jewellers and »Silversmiths. Winnipeg, Man.

or varnish, indoors or out,
M L Floorglaze is
more lasting, more
durable, easier to
apply and more
sure to satisfy.

Surpasses as a floor finish, and is
just as excellent for a hundred
other uses around your home. Dries
overnight, glass hard. Keeps itslooks,
too. Costs little—a gallon ‘coats 500
square feet. Comes in tins of handy size >
+—17 pretty shades in solid Enamel; 7 hardwood °

colors in Lacs; and M L. Transparent for natural
finish, Make all your woodwork, furniture, vehicles,
look new again with-M L Floorglaze. Write us for
FREE book you ought to have, and nearest Floorglaze
dealer’'s name. Imperial Varnish & Color Co., Ltd., Toronto.

L
When writing advertisers please mention The Western Home Monthly.

For anything you use paint for,

down in her own home.

she had found so compelling on the pre-

you?” she even. now. failing to
understand how he could have procured
' the visiting card.

“Oh, come, don’t take too serious a
view,” he said gaily. “I wanted so
tremendously to see you again, and
there seemed no-other way.”

She held her hands behind her, and
st led for a calm voice. “I am
fated to learn the ways of the:world
in a hard ‘school, it seems,2-she .said
brokenly.  “I it how foolish—how
worse than foolish I was—to confide
in. you. t I own 'I thought you
were a—gentleman.”

“But—but. it was to be a joke,” he
stammered. - “I thought you were
amused——" :

She threw back her head, with the
tears lying on her cheeks just below
her flashing eyes. “Some men,” she
said, “would, I.think, have been clever
enough to distinguish between a—a de-
signing girl, and one as ignorant as I
am. But you have taken advantage
of my ignorance. . I-—I think I have
not deserved to be so humiliated.”

He stood. there, looking quite con-
science-stricken.  His relish of the joke
was |all gone. “I am ashamed of my-
self,” he said in a low voice.

‘' She took a little han
her muff, and dashed a

abashed face, was . ..

tended a small, warm hand.
“Good-bye,” she said.

He did not move. “Am I to go?”
he asked in a faltering voice.

“Surely you cannot stay?” she asked,
so astonished as almost to forget her
resentment.

“But what will you
aunt ?”

“I shall have to confess my folly,”
said the girl bitterly, “to confess that
I gave away dear father’s little secret
to an outsider—a man I met for the
first time.  Oh, go!” she cried with
passion, turning on him and stamping
her foot. “Go! I wish I had never
seen you! You have hurt me far) far
worse than Leslie Willis ever did!”

He took some steps towards the door.
Then, like one taking a sudden resolu-
tion, he turned back, set his hat on a
table, and came up to her where she
stood with drooping head.

“No,” he said in a low voice, “I can’t
go like that. T have deceived you, but
not so- disgracefully as you thinik. You
may turn me out after all, but there is
something I must say before I go. Sit
down, please.”

She drew . herself up, staring straight
at the man who thus ordered her to sit

say to your

His voice dropped to the low note

vious night.

Then, turning away her head, she ex-”

« her partner of the

have  something ' to show you.” .
He was feeling in his pocket. With
the same sense of being hypnotised
which she had experienced with; him
before, she drew slightly away from
him. - He laid a-hand on her arm, ang
somehow she found herself seated. He
took a chair beside her. and laid in her
lap the small velvet case which he had
drawn - from his breast pocket.
“You are to look at-that,” he said.
She opened it, as if mechanically,
Inside was a miniature of herself which
had been painted nearly a year pre-
viously, to send "to her father in India.
“For a year,” he said softly, “I have
been in love with that portrait. I
begged it of the colonel of my regi-
ment. I felt that there was something

found in’ the many pretty, trivial faces
I had seen. I was half eaten up with
the longing to come to England and see
if she was really like that—I was so
afraid I might be disappointed. Well,
suddenly I had to go to England, my
uncle was dying, and I was wanted. I
came over, and on the voyage I made a
plan. T said to myself, I will see her
ust as she is. I will have no special
introduction.” "I will meet her as one

-

ver know- what a romantie foel I

erchief from )|@f the crowd, and if she is like all the
the tea 51 dest I will go away again, dnd she will

“The man who stood in the centre of the ;bom, the lampl':i[ght on his half mischievous, half

ennis Club Ball.”

am. . . . So I went to a ball, and
there I saw her . . and when I
saw her, I knew that the picture was
only half the living girl . . . and
that I could not go away until—”

“Oh, don’t! No more!” cried the girl
brokenly. -She let the picture fall on
her lap, and covered her quivering face
with her hands. “Tell me plainly, are
you Captain Borodaile ?”

“I was when I left Calcutta. I am
Lord Wedderburn now, so I told you
my name truly at the ball.

She sat trembling, trying to think,
rebelling in her heart, yet with a shy,
secret triumph that this man who loved
her. had been near her to champion
her.

- “You see,” the pleasant voice went on
softly, “I did not feel ag if I were a
stranger. I was afraid of letting out
how well I knew ,you, of dropping out
something aboutjour father. I used
actually to read4¥our letters to him. T
knew all your Tittle joys<and sorrows.
When you told me how the dear, in-
judicious old boy had done ‘his best to
sicken you with the sound of my name,
I did thank my stars thats I had met
you in a different way—as a total stran-
ger. Hilda, do- you suppose you can
ever forgive me?”

She heaved a sigh as though a weight
had beén_lifted from lcr heart.

“Sit down a minute, I

“Oh,” she said, “the world seems such

-in that girl’s face which I had not-
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erent place from what it did when
tarted for the ball last night! Things
moving too fast! I can’t keep
with them!”
“You shan’t be hurried,” he said
tly, but urgently too. “I have
gwn you long, but you don’t know
"All T ask as yet is the chance

g little. | Hilda, do you think you ever
St 1)

,?ghe - hesitated, trembled, crimsoned,
- gitting there with her eager lover bend-

ing over her. The rustle of her aunt’s
gpproaching dress was heard, and she

¥

" Jooked up suddenly, with sweet eyes

brimmed with tears. He gaye a short,

sprang from her side and took his place
soberly on the hearthrug.

* L S * *

Mr. and Mrs. Leslie Willis are not on
Lord and Lady Wedderburn’s visiting
list. Nor are Mr. Willis’s pictures to
be found hanging in any of the current
art exhibitions, either on the line or
above it. - Perhaps this.failure of his
s the natural result of being the hus-
band of a rich woman; but it is a source
of keen mortification to his ambitious

and jealous wife.

The Matter with Carpenter.

. 2
A Story of the First Year Qut of College. By H. K. Webster.

The steam pipes
were still blistering
hot, and the little
water hammers still
pounded and reverber-
ated inside them, just
as they had done all
winter, but the win-
dows in the big draft-
ing room were all open at least an inch or
two, and the moist, warm, seductive
“breath of April was coming in. Sometimes
it came softly like a kiss, sometimes bois-
terously like a burst of laughtyf, tugging
the great sheets of tracing paper away
‘from the thumb-tacks, rolling hexagonal
drawing pencils off the table and break-

>, ing their points—proclaiming in a score

of ways that it was time to quit work
and to come out and play. She was not
the country April, to be sure—the April
of the early blossom and moist, new-
turned earth, of the crowing cock and
the lowing cattle; but, like a fallen
sister of hers, an April in grime and tat-
ters, the April of a pounding, clanging,
smoke-belching city. But her.song was
-not the less seductive for that.

One of the windows, to the huge dis-
comfort of some who sat mnear it, was
flung wide open, and before it, in his
shirt sleeves, sat a youngster of twenty-
two years. You would not have needed
the somewhat intimate view of him that
h}s soft linen shirt afforded to recognize
him for an wthlete, and the fine grain of
his skin and the symmetry of his body
told plainly enough that sport, and not
labor had developed it. And if some-
thing about his manner, even as he sat
there gazing out of the window, had not
been‘Aa sure enough guide, his clothes,
particularly his necktie, which was riot-
ously exuberant without being vulgar,
would have classified him for you un-
mistakably as a college boy.

T-hq joyous, care-free expression of his
necktie contrasted strongly with the
look in the boy’s face. He was frown-
Ing hard, but the frown was only half-
hearted: superficial, a mask for.the real
expression in his face. He was staring
out the open window, across a vacant
cinder-covered path, over the top ‘of the
locomotive -roundhouse, over a smoky

“half-mile of factory roofs and chimneys,
out to where everything ended in the

Smudge; and what he saw was a stretch
of Water, a boathouse and a landing with
the little waves slapping and snapping at
it and a crowd of big, obedient chaps and

one fiery, domineering little one circum-
. S{)ectl:\' putting the eight-oar practice
st]e“ nto the water.  TIf you could have
;309(1 ‘ln't\\m’n him and this picture, and
1ave looked him straight in the eyes,
yvou (~uul]‘l have seen beneath the frown,
you could have discovered that the boy
was ]lh!;:"\it_;]\"
fo{?iw he knew ijt. Calling himself a
fre'q‘m’! urging himself not to act like a
. shman .
the bi'l‘ ':!‘”‘lr;'l ‘l.]f()lgggd. T_here it was—
of Hip oy, ) pressing on the pit

that 'mach, the convietion in his head
e of the gears fitted, that he

was g iie
as trrstood, that he wanted to

g0 home—to his kindly mother on the
hill. He had haa the feeling before,
but had contrived not to own-up to it.
But this morning, half an hour ago, a

one Walter Patterson, ’05. Patty stood
to-day—though the fact was hard to
realize—in the same big, important, awe-
inspiring shoes that he himself had occu-
pied when Patty was a freshman.
Patty was his successor, and Patty’s
letter had done the trick.

It was a long letter, in the affectedly
bad hand of an upper classman, a bit
labored down to the signature, but after
that, when he’d got the letter written
and, proceeded to relieve his mind in a
series of postseripts, it was quite like
hearing old Patty talk. Here they are—

“Perhaps you’ll think that this is all
grouch, and that maybe things aren’t all
going to pot after all. _Well, you
haven’t seen the fresh. They’ve been
getting younger every year lately, but
this year’s crop is the limit. They’re
just little: kids, talking about papa and
mamma and the geography lesson.': Well,
Rhank the Lord, I'll be out before they
get to running the college and have the
whole place turned into a day. nursery.
And if you don’t think we’re going to
get what for in the boat this June—
well, I can prove that. Do you know
who Carty is trying at number five?
Green! Green 04! And that will show
you what we’re coming to.
ain’t’ the worst—he’s' had to put me in
your old leathers at stroke. = When I
think how you most killed me last June
in the last half-mile, and how I saw
your old back coming up at me like
clockwork out of the mist-and that was
all I could see—well, it just makes me
sick. - And to have Green splashing
around like a boy in swimming behind!
Lord! Ww. P.

“P.S.—TI’ve asked Evelyn on for com-
mencement and the Prom. Carty’s go-
ing to let us stay up till half-past ten,
so I'll have time for the first three
dances with her. I doubted if she’d
come now youre out. Baker asked her
for the hop, and she told him she’d
graduated, so in my letter I artlessly
contrived to tell her that you were
coming on, of course.” Perhaps you’d
better write her to that effect yourself.

After ten-thirty— Pat.
“ Williamson is a lobster. I always
thought so, and now I know it. He’s

been saying around that you wouldn’t be
on to coach the line in the fall. I told
him not to make a fool of himself, but
he seemed really to mean it, and stuck
to it. 'We almost had words over it.
Pat. -
“ How many weeks can T have you for
this summer? Let . me know .when
you’re coming. B
Every line of it had made him home-
sick; but after he had stared -out of the
window a while his face lightened a little
and he turned back to his letter and read
the “postscript about Evelyn over again.
Curiously enough, there was something
about that that made him feel good.
There had never been any nonsense be-
tween him and Evelyn; they had been
pals more or less for three years, and
it had been very delightful, so delightful
that he had been aware sometimes of a
vague, unacknowledged doubt whether

‘they might not be something more than

inarticulate sound of gl@dness, as’ he.

letter had come in from “ home ”—from

And that |

' The GILLETTE Is An Economy 2

Because a fairly good open-blade razor
can be bought for two dollars, while a
GILLETTE costs five, have you concluded
that the GILLETTE is an extravagance ?
Itis not.

The open-blade costs you $2.00 to buy and at
least 25¢. a year to keep honed and in condition.
Total, $2.25 for the first year. : G

The GILLEATTE, with 12 double-edged blades,
costs $5.00, and a second box of blades (should
your beard be very tough) adds $1.00. Total,
$6.00 for first year. Difference $3.75. @

Looks bad for the GILLETTE, eh ? But wait !

~The three-minute GILLETTE will save you 5
to 10 minutes every time you shave. - Put it at5.
That’s over three working days a year. Isn’t
your time worth over $1.25 a day ?' A

When you’re nearly late for the train or an
important engagement, the five minutes which = .
the GILLETTE saves you is apt to be worth -
several times the whole cost. S i

Then there’s the comfort of the clean, eool,
easy GILLETTE shave—worth in itself several
times the difference in price. - -

For real economy—time and face as well as
cash considered—buy a GILLETTE and enjoy it.

? e r—

Standard Sets $5.00.

Pocket Editions $5.00 to $6.00.
At your Druggist’s,

Jeweler’s or Hardware Dealer’s.
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HEALTH AND LIFE RESTORED

Physicians everywhere know the extraordinary ‘power of
Oxygen against disease, in lenktheninx life, and as a restorative.

It is perfectly marvellous ‘the wonderful work by instilling
Oxygen into the system, by using the famous -

OXYDONOR
RESTORES HEALTH;,; STRENGTH AND VIGOR~

Mrs. E. Poyner of Uxbridge, Ont., writes,— -

. “J was not expected to live at all. My heart was very bad
and I had violent pains in my head, which have left me. I could
hardly walk across the floor before using Oxydonor, now I can
walk down lown and back.”

OXYDONOR is perfectly harmless, can be used by a whole
family, is ready for use at any moment, and can be applied
when at work or sleeping, and it lasts forever. - It costs nothing
after purchase. - -

Write to-day for handsome illustrated booklet, sent free.

DR. H. SANCHE & CO.
365 St. Catherine St., West, Montreal
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 Ladies’ High-Class
-Ready-To-Wear Apparel

The individual touches of good style in
Fairweather garments are a delightful change
from ‘the commonplace, and the out-of-town
buyer is always assured of perfect satisfaction
in buying by mail from our house.

BUMTS . - - - . . . $25t5978
COATS - - - . . $12.50t0 $50
DRESSES (silk and cloth) $20to $100
‘DRESSES (gingham and

muslin) - - - - -  $9.50to $20
WAISTS - - - - $1.75 to $25
CORSETS . - - - .8$1.25t0 %15
HOSIERY . - - - 35c. to $3
GLOVES.- - - - $1 to $4.50

Furs Re-modelled and Stored

The new styles for next season are deter-
mined. Send your furs to us to be re-modelled.
All furs stored by us are insured against loss
by fire or moth. '

Fairweather & Co. Limited-
297-299 Portage Ave.

Toronto Montreal

~ WINNIPEG
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When purchésing from V/estern Home I._onthly advertisers, be sure and

mention the paper.
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IMEORTYOUR [ T[=
JOWN SUITIS <. ),

* The *“‘Burlington’’ Suit $ 10

Carriage Paid and Duty Free.
THERE are two kinds of knowledge, to know what

you want and to know where to getit. You

1 / know you want your suit to be perfectly fashioned

' " in every detail, cut by experts who impart a distinctive

\_ correct toue, tailored by men who have been “at it”

for years. You can import this perfect suit from

London’s leading Mail Order Tailors—CATESBYS.

So highly organised is our tailoring business, we can

give you suit value that will be a revelaticn. Profits are cut dowp

to a minimum in the hope of establishing your permanent custom,

and it actually PAYS you in hard cash to order from us. And think

of the STYLE. Made exactly to your measure and embodying all

those elements associated with high-class suits. No tailoring house

in the world has better facilities for securing distinctive fabrics.

Every pattern we send you has been scrupulously tested for its suita-

bility to Canadian tonditions, and there’s a wonderfully wide range
to choose from. s

The Catesby Price is low, considering the value. If you have been paying more
you have been losing money. If less, then you haven’t been getting suit satisfac-
tion. The Catesby suit will satisfy—not only at first, but all the time. It's
good till worn out and that's not soon. ;
You'll admit we're in a splendid position to make you a good suit at a reasonable .
price.  'We're' on the spot where fashion is created ; associated with the mills
where the fabric is woven, and we have the biggest Mail Order tailoring business
in Britain, But perhaps you'll think it risky sending so far? Not a bit of it,
We give you an absolute guarantee of your money back. if you are not satisfied.
A Post Card to the following Canadian Address will bring you the finest set of
patterns sent out by any Tailor ; a Catalogue of London’s latest styles and simple
self-measurement form, which guarantees you a perfect fit, wherever you live &

CATESBYS Ltd, Dept.  P.O. Box No, 978. 3
- Montreal, P.Q. '9)@-

or witt GCATESBYS L, # '

TOTTENHAM COURT RD., N/

LONPON. ENG. C%, %.W

|
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Dept.

pals. ~ Well, there could be no doubt
about it now. He wasn’t jealous ' of
Patty in the least——

“How are those drawings coming,
Carpenter?” = The superintendent was
by no means a stealthy man, yet here
he was “at the table before the boy was
aware of him.

- All right, I think.”

“Youw’ll have it all figured before morn-
ng, will you?” ' :

“Oh!” said young. Carpenter, “didn’t
yousknow? The chap, has changed his
mind about it—wants a lot of changes.
Practically the whole job has to be
figured over again.”

“Sure!” said the other; *that’s why
I thought youd better get busy. Hall
leaves at noon to-morrow, and he’sf got
to take it with him.”

“I can’t have it for him, then,” said
Carpenter.  “I'm sorry, but it isn’t
possible.” here was surprise in his
tone, but no protest.

Everybody within range of his voice
looked up, and a snicker, imperfectly
disguised in various ways, ran round
the near-by tables. The superintendent
stood looking at him, but said nothing.

A little extra color came into young
Carpenter’s face. “I'm sorry it happen-
ed that way,” he said.” “I’d have been
ready with the other.”

Then the superiritendent unaccount-
ably lost- his temper. “Schmidt!” he

down before him from across the table,
but at the next course—of corned beef
and soggy potatoes—his nerves revolted.
He stared at the, mess and pushed it
away. Now, this was distinctly a new
development.  This r--taurant was by
no means the first nor the worst of its
kind in his experience, and he had never,
so far as he could remember, failed to
meet half-way what was put before him.
He had been off -his sleep for two weeks;
now he was getting off his feed! Mat-
ters were growing serious.

Loed! how he hated it! How he
wanted to quit! How he longed to go
home, home to the hill, the campus, the
boat, to Patty and the other chaps and—
Evelyn?  Yes, why not? She was a
part of it.

But he wasn’t going to quit. He
wasn’t a quitter. He wasmt the sort
to' walk off the field because the umpire
has just dealt him a rotten decision.
There were a lot of other chaps in the
same boat, right in the office there
with him, flat-chested weaklings in eye-
glasses, a good many of them. He
would stick it. out until the glad day

.-when the superintendent should put an

end to his misery and give him the sack.
He was surely a good enough sport for
that. )
There!  That was one queer thing
about it. They wern’t—Schmidt, for
instance, wasn’t a sport at all. That

“What do you call it " he demanded.

snapped, turning on his heel, “ Mr, Car-
penter doesn’t find this job to his taste.
Take it off his hands, will you?”

It was the “ Mister” that cut. What-
ever else he descrved, he didn’t deserve
that, and for a minute his temper hung
only just below the boiling point, but he
sat quite still; he had a curious feeling
that if he shook himself at all he might
explode. And Schmidt took the work
over. The noon whistle blew just then
and relieved the tension.

Carpenter’s anger lasted only out of
the drafting room and half-way:down
the stairs, but this was due less to his
natural evenness of temper than to the
fact that he had no room inside for an-
other emotion. His sense of being lost,

J of moving in a world he couldn’t under-

stand and that couldn’t understand him
occupied him fully. ~ What was it all
about?  Here le' was, working eight
hours a day, six days a week; here was
spring coming, with no promise for him
of the long vac.—nothing but more long,
hot weeks of six days each—and what
was he doing? He did not know. And
why was he doing it? As well as he
could make out, he was doing it because
everybody else did.

Arrvived at his restaurant, he picked
out -the cleanest patch of unoccupied
tablecloth he could see and sat down at
it.  Tle ate about half of the unpleasant
soup “which the waitress had plumped
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wasn’t why he stayed. But Schmidt,
somehow, seemed to have caught on to
the game, seemed to know what he was
trying to do. Perhaps Schmidt liked it!

While he ate his pie, and after he had
finished .it—long after, as a matter of
fact—he sat ruminating. Patty’s refer-
ence to Green offered him a clew. He
remembered well Green’s fall term;
furthermore, his own first view of him,
of the big feet, the bow legs, the wide
hips, the long back, the long, sloping,
round shoulders, the incredibly long
arms. And he remembered how the joy
over his first appearance in moleskins
had given place to bewilderment and to
sorrow when it wqs proved with more
than fatal clearness “that this Samson
could never play football; that anybody,
the merest weakling with a grain of
football sense, could toy with him, could
make him use his great strength against
himself. ~ And now Carty was trying
him in the boat.  Carty had a long,
long head, and perhapsy——

He was rather startled on looking at
his watch to find that it was half-past
one, and.he paid his quarter and clatter-
ed down the two flichits of stairs from
the little restaurant in a hurry. But
April was loitering alon outside wait-
ing for him, dnd oreeted him
jovously. She Luiciiod ot him. and
daintily brushed lis I, and his pace
slackened to a strol! fie <tuffed some

«
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\* He hurried into the drafting room a

N ‘d A 3 ,s playf

" tion. The superintendent did not look

smers clattered along the pipes in undis-

_ Would take. He could spare this homily

quired somewhat waggishly as to his

put on the market.
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' , lighted it in spite
attempt to blow out
.4 tch, and presently there appeared
on his face a broad, schoolboy grin.
" he might not have to wait so
for the sack, afgexi) alll.)l t];’)erha.;gs

2 day he would be ‘able write
gml:;tez;, inythe words of Mr. Dooley’s
«(Cubian ” workman, “Thank Gawd, I'm
ed! ? ~ No, he’d write it to Evelyn.

She’d appreciate it.

acco into 'h'isuyi)i

few minutes later, hung his coat on the
nail, and stood before the superintend-
ont,’ wearing a look of demure contri-

up. The expression was wasted.
Gradually it settled deeper, became a
look of real concern. It occurred with
renewed force to young Carpenter that
it was a far cry from this brusque,
efficient superintendent to those scholar-
ly old gentlemen to whom he had been
wont to make his excuses and who had
listened to them with such simplicity.
',[‘he most masterly excuse, even a simple,
obvious, true excuse, never seemed to
weigh much with the superintendent.
So when. young Carpenter finally spoke
it was ouly to say, “I'm sorry I'm so
latee What do you want me to do\
this afternoon?” o

. %I guess I haven’t anything for you
to do, Mr. Carpenter,” said the superin-
fﬁndent. ]

He stood where he was for a moment,
not trying to see what the words meant
—trying, on the contrary, not to see.
Now that the thing had happened it did
not look as it had looked in prospect
half an hour ago. This was a different
world, this room. They had shut all
the windows tight, and the water ham-

puted possession. Everybody was look-
ing at him, and the snickers appeared
again, this time without disguise.
Young Carpenter recalled a fragment of
a conversation he had overheard between
two of his fellow-draftsmen a week or
two before. %

“A man don’t get fired for breaking
rules,” said one. “ He gets fired because
he’s no good.”

That was the superintendent’s verdict
on him, and it was the verdict, no doubt,
of every other man in the room. Patty
wouldn’t agree to it, he knew. He
could imagine just what terms Patty
would apply to the superintendent and
to the men who snickered. But Patty
might well be wrong. - His standards
didn’t seem to apply in this world, some-
how. You couldn’t measure distance b
the acre. '

He went back to where he had hung
his coat, slipped into it, and walked out
of the room. When he reached the
‘(}oor, the superintendent called to him:
‘Mr. Hooper wants to see you, I be-
lieve.”

Young Carpenter didn’t want to see
Mr. Hpoper; he was sure of that. He
knew just what attitude the head of the
firm—his father’s old friend, who had
known him from knickerbockers up—

very well, and he was strongly inclined
to go his way without giving Mr.
Hooper a chance to deliver it. But he
thought better of it, and knocked at the
door to the private office.

Mr. Hooper had him sit down, in-

health and spirits, and then said abrupt-

ly: “I'm thinking of putting you at a |

rather trying piece of work for a few
\veeksf\vhat you boys  would call, I
Suppose, a spurt, but if you don’t care
to try it you must say so.”

With that for a preface, he explained.

certain inventive genius, Wagner by
hame, to whose star Mr. Hooper had
many times and profitably hitched his
Wagon, had recently conceived a most
brilliant idea. Backed by Mr. Hooper he
had already realized this idea in a model
Which demonstrated that the idea was
good, but was still far from being com-
mercially, or even mechanically, fit to
Mr. Hooper also

f‘?\p]';lmm% the new machine in a general
thd.‘: and touched upon the large profit

ere wis hound to be in making and in
selling it d

Then he stopped, and looked

hﬂf‘l\v“i Young Carpenter.

AN Oy here's & . .

“WWe }‘:-v-!.” 11‘ s the situation,” he said.

& (‘nm‘“lv;;‘\" ]]]]1)\1010ng =3 4 t]tl"at Sal:vyer
iR ave a man at work’

much ] : oh

first wins the—the advantage.”

-ame idea, and that brings in

E———

-

a new element. There are still in our
machines one capital defect and several
minor ones, and we must get rid of them
before we can market the machine, but
we must market our machine before
Sawyer & Company can market ‘theirs.
It’s just as it would be,” said Mr. Hooper,
going rather far afield for an. illustra-
tion, “just as it would be In your foot-
ball nine: The man who reaches the goal

“Yes, sir,” said young, Carpenter.
“We’re doing all we can to help Mr.

Wagner out. He’s' had already three
different assistants, but he hasn’t agreed
with them. In fact, the situation has
affected Mr. Wagner’s temper, and makes
it rather hard to work .with him. I
had a talk with the superintendent this
noon, and “we agreed-that if you cared
to try it you were the man. It will
mean working days and nights, and if
you cared to try it, as you boys would
say, for the good of the game, why, you’d
better report to Wagner this afternoon.
Here’s his address.”

* » * * -

The man who bawled' “ Come in! ” in
answer to young Carpenter’s knock, and
the surroundings in which young Carpen-
ter found him, justified all that Mr.
Hooper had said of the difficulty of the
job and explained the decline and fall
of the.three assistants. A room like &
barn, with big dirty windows, a red-hot
stove holding the temperature of the
place "at near 80 degrees, an incredible
confusion everywhere, and at a drafting
table, under a window, a meagre, un-
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We Ask You to Test

The “Bis

In the Field with Others

The “Bissell” always wins field trials, because of its wonder-
ful capacity. It is so designed that the hitch is well back, the
seat projects over the frame, and the frame is directly over the
gangs. This construction removes the weight of the pole,
levers, braces, frame and driver from the horse§’ necks. It

enables the horses to do more work

down toits work. It has heavy squ

soil quickly, cuts deeply, stirsit up thoroughly, and stays right

. movable clod irons keep the machine free from trash.

John Deere Plow Co., Ltd., Winnipeg, Sole Agents

T. E. Bissell Co., Ltd., Elora, Ont s

sell”

a field

. ‘The *“Bissell” enters the

are axles. The scrapers and
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SURELY you can
place the lutmost
faith in Oshawa
Steel Shingles when
I give you a written,
legally-binding guar-
anteethatan Oshawa-
shingled roof will be
a good roof for 25
years. I show you
this guarantee in my
book. Get my book
please and read all about
it. See howthoroughlyitpro-

Here's the

mer.

The ONLY Roof that
Guaranteed in Writing

think. So do makers of other roofs.
notg this difference.

promise. Will the *‘ other fellow '’ give
such a guarantee? I don’t know any
who will. t
Get their promises down in writing
signed—like mine are. That way, you
be positively sure of a roof that will be

years of honorable dealing, and over
of invested capital, the biggest business o

do they offer you one as good or better?

me PEDLAR PEOPLE of Oshawa

QUEBEC
127 Rue de Pont
REGINA

HALIFAX
16 Prince St.
PORT ARTHUR WINNIPEG

. ST. JOHN
42-46 Prince William St.

bt

no tinkering or repairs for at least twenty-five years—or you get a new roof ?
cannot be sure of as tpuch downright roof value from any other kind of roof you can buy,

I claim a good deal for an Oshawa-shingled
roof. Almosttoo much to be true, some folks

1 give you a written
guarantee that’s good for a new roof any time

within twenty-five years if any Oshgwn-
shingled roof fails to make good everything I

They want you to take the risk,

Good for 25 years or an
Entirely New Roof Free

My guarantee, remember. is a wrj\tten one,
in proper legal form, and is backed by 50

| N

The
day’s work. If farmers would insist upon
“Bissell” would invariably be selected.
Send to Dept. T for Harrow Booklet.
And don’t believe that any harrow is a
genuine *Bissell’”’ unless
the ‘“Bissell” name is
stamped on it.

“Bissell” is built to do a bigger

trial before choosing a harrow, the
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- AROOP that is one big seamless sheet of 28 gauge steel, smoothly and thickly galvanized by the Pedlar

A roof that costs no more than common wood shingles to put on, and much less to

Certainly

§
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for You
{rpmteg s =

Roof

roc

ess O
that cannot rust, will not gather moisture on underside, stay a good roof for.a hundred years ata cost 5: less than five'cents .
roof that makes your building safeagainst both fire and lightning. A roof that makes your building warmer in winter, cooler ip sum-

n. A roof that needs no g, DO
Soat i this s the oniy slent roof Bor Y0

Ng,
.You

is "PEDLARIZE All Your
Buildings—Inside and Out

BY *‘ Pedlarizing " I mean doing for the
whole building what Oshawa S
Shingles do for the roof. I make
kinds of sheet metal building materials—
for ceilings, sidewalls, outside—that
make your whole building more fire-
proof, more sanitary, more beautiful,
more substantial. May I send you a
booklet and pictures that tell the whole
and story? It's free. Just ask me to tell you
can about " Pedlarizing.”

o

But

you
one

Best Protection t
Both Fire and Lightning

This fact alone is reason enough fi ng
my Oshawa 8hln’lei‘ on the next l:ﬁ
roof. Lightnin over of
flrl;l b lt;:'il th n oy
; ol
In one year killed uman .n'l
14,500 head of cattle—most of them in

wood-shingled bulldlng. My
Shingles make a lightning-proof’
protection than any number o
rods—better than the best and ¢!

ning insurance policy. Best fire-

You ought to get the roof that will cost th

fits My written guarantee settles: that.

kind in the British Empire. Itis your roof- it out any way you like. You'll fmd_an
insurance for twenty-five years, Other Oshawa-shingled roof as cheap to begin with,
makers may ‘‘knock’ my Guarantee; but and far cheaper in the long run, than an

other roof you can buy.

OTTAWA
423 Sussex St.
EDMON

MONTREAL,
321-3 Craig St. W.
CALGARY

First Cost no More than
Roofs You Think Cheap

least to keep on, And Oshawa Steel Shin-
gles make the only roof you can be sure will
$365,000 end your xoof expense once you get p:_t on.

igure

Send for My F”ree
. L]

“Roofing Right

e Then you'll have all the facts
weather-proof, rust-proof, rot-préo
proof, lightning-proof roof, which
painting or patching for the bigg
your lifetime. By reading my bool
save yourself considerable money an
bother, Itisfree. Dowrite for it—right away.
y Write to Address Nearest You for *
Right " Booklet No.34

Established
1861

CHATHAM
200 King St. W.
VICTORIA

LONDON
86 King St.

TORONTO
111-113 Bay St.
TON VANCOUVER

45 Cumberland St. 76 Lombard St. 1901 Railway St. S. Room 7, Crown Block 633 Fifth Ave., North of Jasper 319 Pender St. 434 Kingston St.

3158 ADDRESS OUR NEAREST WAREHOUSE.

WE WANT AGENTS IN SOME SECTIONS.

WRITE FOR DETAILS.

MENTION THIS PAPER.




shaven, grimy young man, whose facial
muscles twitched while he worked.

“ Self at home,” he said for answer to
Carpenter’s word of introduction.

So Carpenter took off his coat and sat
down at the other table, the table of the
three assistants, and continued to look

" about him. The longer he ‘looked the
worse it seemed. It was not all ¢lean
mechanical litter that filled the room;
there was personal litter mixed.up with
it; shoes, greasy frying-pans, a broken
wash-bowl with dirty water in it; the
remains of a hasty luncheon, and, in the
darkest corner, a tumbled bed. Lying
around helter-skelter were tools, iron
filings, and the disjecta membra of the
model. -

“Do you know about this thing?” de-
manded Wagner; and then he began
explaining ‘ it, not in the. painstaking,
classroom manner Carpenter was used to,
but in volleys, broadsides, dashing back
and forth between thé model and the
‘drawing, his fingers pointing five ways
‘at once. ,

~ And young Carpenter listened for dear

. life, listened as he had done one night
when, a humble scrub, they had taken
“him and pumped the *varsity signals into
him, because he might*have to play in
the game to-morrow. He followed along
tty well, caught the general idea per-
g:tly, and at the end tried to express
his admiration of the diabolical clever-
ness of the thing. But Wagner cut him
short by plunging into a more practical
consideration of- it, showing how this
was wrong, how that wouldn’t do, how
this improvement here made a change
“mnecessary there; and at last, coming
down to one minor movement, he ex-
plained why it was wrong, and how ‘i
was wrong, and what must be done t
set it right. “Figure that ont,w

you?” he concluded, and in an instant
"he was lost, twenty fathoms deep, in
some groblem of his own, the “capital
defect ” that Mr. Hooper had spoken of,
perhaps.

Young Carpenter saw what was want-
ed, and he tackled it gayly. - This sort
of thing, somehow, was more in his line.
There was an end to this job; when it
was done it would be done. Further-
. more, it was a race; another man was
crunching up the track just behind them,
and this thought lent wings to his pencil.

So he figured the movement out, and
when it was done he called Mr. Wagner.
Wagner glanced at his proud result, and
then stared at him. “ What do you call
it?” he demanded. = “Look at it! look
at it! = Think-of the weight of metal
it would take to hold a club-footed, lop-
sided thing like that rigid! *

“But,” said Carpenter, “ you can’t turn
it around the other way. There isn’t
room.”

“Of course not!” i

And then young Carpenter was told in
seven different ways that he was: a
blank, unutterable' fool, and all well
within seven seconds. “Is this an in-
fant class?” wailed Wagner. “I don’t
know how you’re going to do it. No-
body knows. The answer isn’t in the
back of the book at all. You’ll have to
think! With your head! Here! ” and
he tapped his forehead and walked away.

Well, that sort of a tongue-lashing
didn’t hurt. Carpenter knew what it
meant. He had heard many a team cap-
/?din toward the end of a hard season go

t in just that way... “Trained down a
bit too fine,” was the comment he made
to himself, and the seven ways of calling
him a fool left no sting. But Wagner’s

peroration stuck. “There: was mno

| - The Western Home Monthly, |
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"he was looking for was no longer some-

Ay
“Well, then, how am I going to do it ?”

answer in the back of the book.” What

thing that the professor had coyly hid-,
den to test his powers. Wagner didn’t
know, nobody knew, the professor didn’t .
know, and would have had to put on his
spectacles and search like the rest of
them to find it. There was something
in that notion—a perfectly new: one to
young Carpenter—that warmed him up
inside. He set his jaws tight over a
lead pencil, gripped the sides of the table
and looked at the thing, and so tasted,
for the first time, the travail of creation.

At noon, three-days later, he was no
nearer the end than when he had begun.
The hours had flown, and the quest was
getting more and more absorbing. He
had been lost in it. Three times a day
he had found himself ravenously hungry,
and somehow he had satisfied his
hunger. He had not slept much; the
thing would not let him sleep. He was
beginning to have mnerves. His hands
weren’t quite steady, and once, when
Wagner dropped a pulley, he gave a gasp
and the sweat jumped out all over him,
and Wagner begged his pardon. That
ought to have surprised him, but it
didn’t. N

He had thought of a dozen ways; which
were all obviously no good. He had not
called,on Wagner to look at one of them.
He was going back over them now. He
paused over the best one. Could it be
made to do? Perhaps so. No, it
couldn’t. It was hopeless—almost as
bad as

And then from somewhere the thing
was given to him.»+ Without any labori-
ous thinking out, making up, the way
was there; the beautiful, simple, only
way, that solved not only his problem,
but another one besides. He drew a
long breath. ‘ '

Wiiinipeg, May, 1911,

“Thank the Lord! ” he said.
it is.” ‘ ~

Wagner looked, and swore softly,
“ That’s it! ” he said.

“Here

\

It was about two months after this,
and late one night, that he and the
superintendent talked -it. all over,
“We've got Sawyer & Company. by the
short hairs this trip,” said the superin.
tendent. “You did a good job.”

“Don’t forget the kid,” said Wagner.
“We did it between. us.”

“Ain’t that the most amazing thing
you ever heard of?’" the other said,
after a pause. “And wasn’t it just like
the old gentleman to make a long shot
like that? Why, that boy wasn’t worth
his ink. And when I told that at last
to old Mr. Hooper he just narrowed up
his eyeg kind of thoughtful and he said:
‘We’ll give the boy another chance,
We’ll send him out to Wagner.” If he'd
said, ‘ We’ll put him in a den of lions;
I shouldn’t have been more surprised.
You’re pretty fierce, you know, when you
are on thé warpath.”

“I guess I did give it to him pretty
stiff the first day.”

* And there’s another funny thing,” the
superintendent went on.  “.If I'd prick
him up just a little he’d sulk half a
day.” ya
“He didn’t sulk out here,” said Wag-
ner. - “He worked like a pup right up
to the end. Well, he’s having his fun
now.”

“I don’t see why Hooper did that.
Seems kind of a mistake, just as ht was
beginning to forget his college dude ideas
to send him back there for a week.
We’ll have the same trouble with him all

over again when he comes back.”
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A Roofing that Withstands the Scorching Sun

There is no severer test on roofing than the blazing heat of summer sun—which dries, cracks
and warpsalmost any substance you can find. Yet those who have tried NEPONSET Paroid Roofing
will tell you it is as little affected by heat as by the alternate melting and freezing of snow in winter.

NEPoNSET Paroid Roofing has for many years been sold in carload lots for use in Cuba-and

the Phillipines, as well as for the coldest parts of Canada

PONSET Paroid Roofing |

is a sure protection against leaks. It is endorséd by the National Board of Fire Underwriters, who regard it

as materially lessening

your fire risk.

4

There are different NEPONSET Roofings for different types of buildings. In selecting your roofing,

buy the kind that is suited to the purpose.

If you are building or repairing your residence, learn about

NEPONSET Proslate—a handsome, brown colored roofing which is rapidly taking the place of shingles. If
you are concerned with farm buildings, let us tell you about NEPDNS'ET Paroid Roofing and give the names
of persons in your locality who have roofed their buildings with it. NEPONSET Roofings are made in Canada.

‘Write for Book of Plans of Farm and Poultry Buildings
F. W. BIRD & SON, Makers, 661 Lotteridge Street, HAMILTON, ONT.

Winnipeg Montreal

St. John, N. B.

Vancouver, B. C.

Established 1795. Originators of Complete Ready Roofings and Waterproof Building Papers
East Walpole, -Mass.

New York - Washington ~ Chicago
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#(Qh, don’t you worry about the kid,”
e

it er. ,
'ﬁd,‘ﬁieed, ‘at that precise moment

g Carpenter might be said to be
aving his fun. He was lounging-back
s recessed window-seat against a stack
of highly ornamental sofa-pillows, look-
» at Evelyn, who shareq 1:,he recess
‘with him. She was sitting very
gtraight, and rather near the edge,
ing the dancers go romping by—
omping, for the two-step was one of

those inspiring things that ‘carry you

in spite of yourself, and, besides,
mu::the lgst but {hree. Her foot was
peating” time to it.
#« What luck—what mammoth luck
this is! ” said young Carpenter.
The remark irritated Evelyn, perhaps
pecause he had already made it several
times during the evening, perhaps be-

- eause the long silence which had preceded

it made it sound a little perfunctory;
also the two-step at that moment came
abruptly to an.end. ~“It needn’t have
been a matter of luck at all,” she said,
“if yowd only taken the trouble to
write to me or to Patty. Besides, it’s
very unmfeeling to Mr. Baker’s’ grand-
mother! ” ‘ .

“J don’t mean it that way.
sort of serves him right after making a
clean sweep of your card like this. Why,
here are five right in a bunch! What if
he hadn’t had to go home? Would you
have given me any of them, or would
you have left me all the evening to sit
around and watch you from the corn-
m?!l

“You don’t deserve any. You couldn’t
have been too busy to write a-word for
two whole months.  You’d forgotten
there was such a person. And, besides,
1 believe you’re bored.”

He sat erect with a jerk. “ Well, it’s
true; I did forget—I forgot you, and
Patty and the crew and everything. I
forgot to eat or sleep. I almost forgot
to brush my teeth. - But I was making

<

But it-

“What luck—what mammoth luck this iEl I”” said young Carpenter,

.

The Westerh Home Monthly.

something.—-This- thing ”—he indicated
a confusion of pencil lines on the back of
his programme, damning evidence of an
insane attempt earlier in the evening to
explain to her the mechanics of his great
invention—“ this thing is part of me.
It’s mine. If I got struck by lightning
this minute I’d still have done some-
thing. Anmd it was worth——”

% The orchestra started up a waltz, and
how they were playing it! Evelyn had
been tapping her tight-pressed lips with
her fan. Now, suddenly, her face
brightened into a smile. «An immensely
tall young chap, but very boyish and
inclined to blush, was standing before
her, asking if he might have the dance.

“I’'m awfully sorry, but it’g taken,”
she said.

“Who was he?” demanded young
Carpenter.

“Mr. Greenwood. He’s an awfully
nice boy, and quite the best dancer in
college. He‘dances better than you do,
I think,” she went on judicially, and
with an infinitesimial glance at him she
added, “ better even than Patty.”

“ Come, let’s dance it,” he said.

The leader of the orchestra, who stood
with his violin cuddled under his chin,
and looked, not at his orchestra but at
the dancers, saw young Carpenter take
her out of the crowd that was just
around them to a part of the floor where
there was more room, and, as he had
often done before with that particular
couple, the leader followed them with his
eyes and with his music. The waltz
had become an accompaniment to their
dancing. T

Evelyn drew a long, contented sigh.
“I didn’t mean it,” she said.

“ What?”

“That Mr. Greenwood danced better
than you! ”

“How about Patty?” he asked, after
a minute; and thereupon -she laughed.
“I knew I could make you jealous,” she
said.

-

Prying Open a Province.

By Bonnycastle Dale.

Take a glance first at the picture of
the great Douglas firs that cover the
lower mainland and the island of ‘Wan-
couver. These are the veritable giants
of the vegetable xingdom. Take an-
other glance at the shores and reefs and
mountain ranges of this beautiful land,
beautiful even in its ruggedness. Here
18 a scene, taken from the shores of Van-
couver Island, near the ecapital city of
Vancouver, with the snowy cap of
ll}lghty Mount Baker dominating the
picture (although this high peak is 80
miles off in the State of Washington).

R.cb Entrance to Valley Pasc, B. C

So runs the view of this, the largest
province in the Dominion. High piled
range, fertile bench land, smiling valleys,
surf-torn reefs and white-capped seas—
a picture one never tires of viewing.
Now, the old way of opening up this
land is amply illustrated by a friead’s
experience. He took up a hundred acres
right in the forest. The trees grew as
thickly as in the picture. Unused to
forestry, he chose the place that looked
the prettiest for his house and, securing
a Chinaman to help, he went to work.
Right in among the firs he reared the
frame for his house, putting the roof on
before he boarded uj. *he sides. By
calling the wife to pro; .» the swaying
building, this deféct wa. 'z time, and
with much labor, overcorte. But, alas!
the house had warped ard bulged, and it
needed a sign to tell the back door from
the front. Cedars were split for
shingles, the roof covered with them,
then out spoke the Chinee: “ Heap much
tall tree, big wind, smashee house.”
Now, watch this noble pair. The
Englishman had never even seen a cross-
cut saw, but the “chink” had one. No
“gpringboard ” had they to stand onj;
you know, these trees are 'so huge that
they cut notches in them some twelve
feet from the grou 1, where the butt is
somewhat iess bulky, So they made a

irog for the lip, cut a notch in the tree

sp:;\,qboard, and stuck on a rude bit of

and put the board in, and then went and
make another board, for alas! two men |

[ could not work with only one foot- ,
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Mr. Farmer:
are your boys satisfied on the farm; or will they ei'ehtuaﬂy
drift to town and join the band of failures already there.
If they leave the farm, what will be the rerson ? The usual

reason is that they are not provided with the same means of
enjoyment as the city boy. Every city boy from ten years up )

has a bicycle. Why not your son?

Not only will it give pleasure to the boy, but it will pay—

for itself many times over.

Has a piece of yourseederbroken suddenly ? The boy can
go to town and back, and enjoy it, while you-are getting the
rig ready. Do you want your mail every day without having-
to drive to town and back for it ? Does your wife run out of
groceries, and need them in a hurry ?. Is your son able to join
with the town boys in baseball, lacrosse or football? With a
bicycle he can do so without using a horse or wasting time.

These are only a few of the thousand ways a bicycle can be :
a tremendous convenience, and at the same time show your I
boys that they are appreciated, and that it is not necegsary to |
leave the farm to have some of the advantages of the city

youth.

The best price to pay. for a bicycle
“1s the price of the best bicycle

—which is eventually cheapest. Don’t make the mistake of
supplying your boy with anything cheap, which is bound to

give him lots of trouble.

