er XLV,

‘ drab looked the
To

ife’ to Sonia,

9. then to find a re-
?Uw somehow, where
‘all she had misseq
%o itilled! She won.
All the world there
lace,
fgolng to do? How
#to have known—ney.
omen have doving hus.!
ren. I -have nothing,

il

¢ that Sonij g
ature never had heen
[:sver had she known!
L lite. Once a friend |

{Prabeminable for Beverly
Jis money as he didy Why
Xpect you to live alone
g Young as'yoy ape?m
Jusand.” *
care how old I felt it
,UNg . as you do, |
1 how ycu manage
sh looking.” |
won't grow old
earthly  or heavenly
.« why women should
*h  more quickly thap
it let ourselveg 80 be-
s interest.
r friend hesitnle(l,
;- YCu marry Delong,
rich and doesn't need
It  woujdn't mean
“ him. He g nice, just
enough to take care of
vora woulq not ‘ne obhjec-

38! What hag
| ing anq love?
2 hear beople say what
‘ht age. (an't 4 woman
8er man, a map an old-
They say love goes
S, Sent—1 should aqq it
'S the right age!”
1! what 3 tirade! What
“did ] Say to warrant

age to do
It makes

§ithing; 1 am bad temper-
all.”

* insist that was simply
a Beverly tq leave such a

don't 'WOIrry, Thagg
they keep young.*

couple, |

“What »
First me,

“I had a
Ned,”

“I am,"

“But cf course
, fond of hipy,
ore woulg,”

“Why not 7

matchmagep You are!
new Ned.
notion yoy were fong of

You wouldn't pe
In the same way Len-

'S“-I;Iow conventional we
ODIa parried, “pag love any aga?
Afterward Sonirja thought of,
what haq beep sald aboyt age.
much difference—on the

Younger
shouldn't

8. They all look-
ed upon her ag of a different vint.
Would_ they influence him?

have him think of her as too old
to lcve hig companionship, The
harsh Jangling of the telephone
Interrupted her thoughts,

“This is Ned. May I come up
this afternoon?”

“Yes, come at tea time and have
Some tea with me,”

Chapter XLVI

»AS always, Sonia waited for Ned
Wwith g quickening pulse, a longing
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' Chapter TI.

One of the first things I can re.
member in my girlhocd s that
there was to be another one of us,
Already there were 8ix in the fam-
ily. My father weighed more than
200 pounds, and had a thick, short
neck, which grew red until it way
burple when he was enraged. My
mother, a frail, ‘wilted creature,
somehow yet held a hint of what
her youth had ‘been, as does a
pressed flower -between the leaves
of a book. 4

Then there wag myself, christen-
ed Helen Birney, famillarly known
as “NeM;” my brother Tom, who
Was next to me in years, and after
us.came Fred and Clara,

Now, as I have sald, there was
to be another. And from any point
her husband replied “just because of view the advent of the little
Sonia is a few years older than stranger would be g calamity, As

I never heard that love be- :was, my father gave his family
longed to any particular age, 1]only just enough to feed us and af-
helieve they will he very happy." | ter a fushion, Where anything ex-

Dora Delong and Lenore Fleet: | tra was to come from was too much
wood discussed Sonia’s marriage. | to imagine, :

“It ‘is ridiculous,” Dora declared. My mother; crushed by the years
How could: she marry a man so|of struggle and endless, thankless
much younger than herself? He's labor fwhich 1life with my father
almost  young enough to he her meant, was too frajl for the tax
son!” upon her which would come with

In Ned's face, as he talked of ml:)other baby. I can see her vet,
the love he had given her even be dragging about her. work in a pit;-
fore he knew it wag love, there ful way. Often she would draw
radiated the eagerness of youth|, chair pp to the kitchen sink so
and the trust and falth that were| that ghe might sit dewn while she
his. No woman who loved could | washed the dishes. Yet #lwayy
fail to believe him, " And Sonia lov- when she heard my father's step in
ed. Whateven the future brought the hall outside "she would rise
lo her, whatever ‘she cared to live quickly and nervously. - Poor mot-
for, menat just him, her—she was afraid my father

When she talked to him her would think her lizy, 5
vulce took on a maternal, caress- At the time of which I write we
ing gentleness which he thought|lived 1in a small frame house on

man? can's see why all her
friends take the attitude they do,”

for his presense that gave her joy
in spite of her decision to put him
out of her life,
He camb in, his face earnest, his
ﬁ.;'es filled with a light unusual to
m.

“What is it, Ned?” Sonia askedq,
sensing something different in him,
Her thoughts raced. Had he come

makes no difference,
owed he

Sim-
didn’t trust me,»
Wowed  hig selfishness, tha,
Then: “po You: suppose if
¥ married a womap his own
© would have left that will?

to tell her he wag engaged to Len-
ore? Had the intimacy of the
daily sittings at the studio shown
him that he loveq her?
“Sonia—i—wi]) You marry me?”
:He felt her hanq in_his, the fin-
gers twining restlessly, lacing in

bit of it! 1¢ You had been
ine  or fifty years olq he
have given it to you, minus
lngs. But hecause you were
and beautiful he had to try
° You live a nun's life. Men,
er they are dead, can hurt
a."

his. He could feel that she wag
greatly moved. He leaned towara
her. He kissed her softly on the
lips.

To hesitate wag impossible when
he looked at her like that, /It must
be “yes" or “ng", A flame lightnq

i AN always hurt women?
B Aways.  Look at me."”
aD says  your married
1eBE‘onal. * That proves
SR nat I said. And you

p ’ T You,
“F 78 at least five years
f.'you do. And he is.
ihout-seven years. ola-
2

% ffort.
1at nonsense! If he were
[~ @ than I, why that would he
But, thank God, 1 wasy
a fool ag to marry a young
n. If I had, why then I
SPhave been obliged to make

wiserable to keep my looks
row older we women think

but he ‘' loves me as his

bank on keepl‘ng his love

# ur comfort and less of our
| m 388 you are right. But still
g reason why men should be
gt ! their prime, at fifty and
= ¥ theyshelf.”
* many reasons, Sonia
3 t' €, children, all have
/n women with four
i Wen to look yotunger
.an with none, so that
loesn't hold, We all
worry ages us, Men

in her eyes; her 1i
bosom rose and fell.
He held ont
swayed to them.
his 1ips to hers.
“But I am

I [*for you!®

“ILove is ageless,
love you!”

Was love really ageless?
love? Suddenly ghe felt the surge
of 1t, an enveloping quality that
overwhelmed her,

“It must be, dear—it fs Fale,
Ned. 1 can tight no longer., But
it 'you should ever regret——

“I never shall! Trust me and—
Fate.” He kissed her gently, ador-
ingly, all his manhood awakened
by his love and the desire to pos-
sess this woman whom instinctiy-
ely he knew: for his mate,
"Everyting that was tender and
lovable in Sonia went out to meet
his love. She had been willing to
sacrifice hergelp for him, to give
him to another. After a time she
Spoke of this, of the feeling she
had that he would he happier mar-
ried to a girl his own age.

Their marriage was a nine days’
wonder,
Sonia  never would let herselt
grow old. “I have heard her de-
clare she never intendeul to be-
come old,” said Mrs. Clark, one of
the wedding guests.

“Why should she—or any wo-
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DR quivered, her ; he loved him and was afraid to let

his arms and she|much older, ana they say a woman
Again he bent, Xls only

80 old, Ned—sgo old | Ned.
dear, ana I 1ully shice she married,

True | bit sadly. Lenore had

the sweetest music he had ever|the outskirts of one of the cheaper
heard. It ig the note every woman | suburbs, My mother did all the
bours out uncomgciously upon the housework. "I tried to help—or,
man she loves. o| MOTe accurately, I was made to

“I tried to bg noble, Ned,” her help her. [ did not want to, I
voice half lau'ghing, half sad,“but I :’wpe[hsotmeBdaty lt ng}x:y ;bie rox;glven
couldn’t even feel noble. I tried|for that. But a e time I was
to \be unselfish and all the time I ;,m,yoﬁmg.dw undlerstand my mot.
was horribly selfish. I tried to|hers ibur ens. only knew ;
make myself think I was too old | Wanted to playhllke other children,
for you and all the time the youth Sodl 31"”,‘9;1 whenever I could, ;
in me was clamoring to be héird.” | I remember so well the nigh:

He turned on
us. We heard
with hig heavy tread.

heard the decuble bang of
as he flung th. frem
And presently
strugale tc her feet.

s0ft eyes wide
skin as white ag Paper.
Spiration stood in
ber lp. But she

ie from
She drdve
their beds.
ted me on the shoulder” a

on and get yo
a 'bit and then 80 to bed.”

like, I halp forgot her ag I
leep; cuddled close to my |
ter Clara, | sSuppose it w.

a flash of |
mother “wag

a candle,
“Nell,’ she Whisperedq,
poor litle girl,you're going
to help, dear! The baby's
and I can't wak
tried and tried!

It's awful!”
I struggled into
tion,
T back to
I did what

her

father, . My
did go for th
too Jate,

e doctor,
Our 1little

there to

help my mother
ed

and weping. chilq,
ed-eyed and
Wasmaking the
children
2et them
father burst
room,

in from

shouted,

The vision of
the night before;
of her teortured

to shield me ag

rushed over me vividly,

“Oh, you ‘hog!”
my clenched teeth.
too!

You brought it here!

Chapter II.

came there wag

Jane, the lbaby, did come, ' It wagy
“You mean you tried to make us Ut
both miserable,” he said, his arms | the night that changed me ftrom a

“ chitd tc a giyl, 1
35;’“:0?";& cce.:(ll-g!”you sad that you )l o been drinking for days before,

“No He seldom used t
failure.’

indeed I thank God for my

; his temper vile,
in spite of her illness,
nad prepared a heavy dinner, She
was in hopes, I think, of making
father eat so much: that he woulq
sleep heavily for hours and thus not
g0 into the village for more liquor,
Perhaps she knew how near wag
the time“of her trial, She wanted
to have my father sober,
After we had eaten the stew my
¥ 5 .| mother had prepared she arose
almost ‘g8 young as we do—‘e.;xlx:)ez painfully and went, ou; l(:xto the
The last pn kitchen for an apple pie—a dessert
almost fal.| °f Which my father 'Was particul-
arly fond. “She was gone some
time. At lagt—
“Dolly,” my father bawled, “have
you fallen into the stove? What's
the matter with you? What're you
doing out there? Bring in the
pie!” He finished with a curse,
We heard the sound of a little
sob in the kitchen, Then there
Was a crash. When we rushed th
my mother she wag kneeling be.
side a chair, her face hidden in hep
folded arms, The ple had fallen

from her grasp and had splattered
upon the floor.
“Tom,” she said weakly to my

“He's always loved her, Dora. .1
think I felt it long hefore he went
to  war. ‘And 1 knew when she
tried to throw him with me that
him  know. Then she isn’t so
as old as ghe looks, anyway.
f that is so she is no older than
She certainly looks young,

Lthey win be happy.”

len in love with Ned Campbel]l dur-
ing the weeks when he painted her
portrait.

The papers, especialy the soc-
lety weeklies., made much of the
marriage, the difference in their
ages being touched upon rather
breadly. One went so far as to
hint: that it wag very ‘dangerous
for a woman to marry a-man youn.
ger thap herself-—dangerous to her
happiness.

‘And Sonja—and Ned!

think. My father i

me to do,
wholly strong again,
think, she must
from girlhooq,
from the time

have be
My father,

had made her life a horror,

his heel-and left
the stairs creak
.Then we
his shoeg
him,

‘my mother did
I can recall
€ look on her face even yet; her
and glittering, her
The per-
beads on her up-
finished clearing
.@Way the dishes anq washing them.
he even stooped to clean up the
the kitchen floor,
the children upstairs to
And bresently she pat-

nd told
ur rest,

She would “straighten up

I did ag she torg ime, and, chilg-

fell as
itle sis-
as past

midnight when | was awakened by
ight in my eyes.
standing beside
bed. t;;ar trembling hand shading

“Oh, my
to have

coming

€ your father! I've
He's fast asleep.’

a sitin, 0s1-
Burefooled, I padded oﬁt ]:vmn
room. And
I could for her,
last we did manage to arouge my
mbling to hlmself, he
But it wasy
Jane had
come into the worlq With nohody

but a scar.

At

still trembling, 1
breakfast for the
next morning to try tu
Off to school, when my
the dining

1y
‘Another brat to feed!’ he almoqst

my mother' face
the remembrance
Wwomanhood; of
her infinite courage, and the (es.
peration with whijch she had tried
best she could,
I turn-
ed' on my father like 5 young wild-
cat,

I said between
“It's your bahy

From the time Jane, the baby,
plenty of work for
My mother wag never
At best, 1

en frail
almost

b of her marriage,
with hig drinking anq i1 temper,

In the

midst cf thig atmosphere she haq

born five little ones. Lite
much- for her,
I am sure she

was too

After Jane came,
knew she had not

many more. years tn be with us,
And I think poor mother was glad

It was weeks before sh
rise from~ her 'hed
coming, Meanwhile,
had to take her ‘place
Ily. . ‘Ana although [
teen years cld, I gave

after I had prepared
8ot the four younger
for their schools,

and made the beds,
mother and cared for th
ng any laundry

ner again for
‘of them at night,
gan to take on som

day, as I leaned
give her a glass
the tears
clung to my hand,

“Oh, Nellie,

“Have you any regrets, Sonija?”
Ned asked on the first annivers.
aary of their wedding,

»Not one! Sometimes I feel no
one was ever so happy as 1. And
ycu. Have you any regrets, dear?”

“INot even half a one!”

“Love is ageless, as you once
sald, Ned’

"Ageless! You are the most dis
gracefully young old lady I ever
saw. Don't dare talk to me of age.'

“I'm young because I am happy,
Ned.” To herself she said. “And
because I would not Jet myselt get
old' Then to him she added:

father, “I think you'd better 80 and
get the doctor. I feel awful sick.”

“Oh, mother!" I saiq and knel¢
beside her, my arm about her
shoulders, ¥

For a moment there was silence.
Then——

“For the love of heaven, Doll!’
said my father, “what do you want
to glve way like that for? Get a
doctor! Do you think I'm a mill-
lcnarie? Don’t he talking nonse-
sense. It's not time for the little
one and you know it! Go lle down
for a bit; you'll be all right again
in half an hour, I suppose that

‘And because I love you, Ned, will pie is gone. ’
1

the perfect love that casts out al

Whispered,
you, sore!
You here to
this? God forgive me!”
I kissed her.

“Mother!”
“God sent me
I could, *Dont
me!”

I. whispered

But s was hard work for a child
Many a time, I am
at the. younger
their ears when
there was no reason for my ang-

Just the same,
sure, I snapped
children or hoxed

well in her eyes,

e could

after Jane's
of course, I
in the fam-
was but gix-
up my school
I would not have had time for it
the breakfast
children off
gone upstairs
washed

16 my
e bahy,

an;l then cleaned about the house,
do work there was
to be done anq preparing the din-
father and the rest
Probably 1 he.
ething of my
‘mother's pinched look, | know one
over her bed to
of water, I saw
She.

Nellie child!” she
“My heart aches for
Why did I ever bring
make you work like

back

here to help you, if
you worry about
- L

er. I was just nervously tired. ‘At

the end of two months mother wag

able to creep downstairs,
all she could to help me.

Ske did
But it

fear.”

THE END,

A breakfas

Trans-Cansda Limited

The Trans-Canada Limited—the
popular Canadian  Pacific train
from Montreal and Toronto to West
ern Canada and Pacific Coast—

will surely

how leaves Montreal at 5.00 p. m,
daily, making the fastest time be-
tween terminals of any train in
America. ¢

Reaches Fort, Willlam in thirty
nours—Winnipeg in forty-two hours
"—Regina in fifty-three hours—Cal-
gary in ninety-two hours,

Passengers from the Maritime
Provinces, via St. John, have cholce
of two train connections, the early
train leaving at 3.45 p. m. Rastetn
time, daily except Sunday, and
later train at 6.26 p. m, every day,
'The Trans-Canada s an all sleep
ing car train, carrying sleeping
car gers onmly, P be-
twéen Montreal and Ottawa, where
a limited amount of parlor car ac:
commodatioy, 1s available. All ‘the |-
equipment used is of the finest
type, which includes through sleep
ing cars, dining car, anl compart-
ment observation car.

This train affords the biggest
travel treat that'it is\ possible for
a trans-continental trip to contain, |
Passengers are abla to'see practic-
ally every major :oln& of interost
by daylight, inclu; in!& Banft  and
lovely Lake Louise, Whether on
husiness or ‘pleasure, this train
combines every comfort and con -
venience possible, .

For infonmation, and the pm".-
chase of g oar ’
tions, apply to local nt of the
Canadian Pacific Railway, or com-
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our

‘Was too much for me
dragging her
room to room,
to realfe all that
ally be suffering,
throat tighten to

But either my
understand or,

to watch her
bent figure from
I was tco young
she might actu-
but it made my
see her, -
father could not
he would not, For
a time, while my mother was stij}
in bed, he haq been fairly gentle
Wwith her.' But once she was' ghle
lothes and pe about
4 dining room aguin
offically well
Ough once more to bear
the brunt of his harshness ang in
temper, For a while, tas, Be had
let the drink alone. Now he was

at it again anq bersistently enough

to augment pjg natural brutality,
Mcther had been out of hed af.

ter Jame's hirth hut

when I, for the first time, saw my

father strike her, I don't remem.

ber now how the quarre] started,

From gsome trifling thing,

haps mother haq asked him_ to

bring her hom e

hctly - that she had
°ver made the request,

foolishly,

had declared that she

get the dinner Wwithout

she had asked niy father to bring.!
And then, out of a clear sky al-
lmost, he had raised his hand to
her,

Probably  he never meant to
strike her. Or maybe he didn't
know how weak she really was,

ut as he struck

palm. She just

crumpled up on the floor. As ‘she

went, her foreheaq Struck on the

D table, .A thin ling of hlood

ed over hep white ch $

she lay. The effectually -
ered my father, }

“Get up, Dpon” he ordered,
“Don’t lie there like that. yoy
know I never meant to hurt yoy!
You know what a temper 1've got!
What do You want ‘to rouse me
for, girl1?” i

That night ang the next  morp.
ing-at breakfast, fathep was sheep.
ish and quiet.;He even asked my mo.
ther in a half-shamed way 'if there
were anything he coulq do to help
her. She told him there was noth.
ing. She had the washing to do;

she would best get at it. ' It wag
then father had one of hig rare
streaks of genersoity,
“Leave {t, my girl,” he told her,
“I had a bit \)f luck the othey day,
Leave ycur washing—I'll send you
4 woman from the village. With
your head like- that you oughtn't
to be over the tubs today.”
Strangely enough, he keépt his
word, By noon a big, healthy,
Irish woman, with curly hair and
&' perspiring  face, wag bending
over our weekly wash, She sang
as she rubbed, :
“You seem
mother said,
“And ‘why wouldn’t T he?”
replied blithely.. I get my mon-
ey if I work, all the year round.
["have alt the work I can do and
I've no children to hang on me
skirts. It’s not a bad life.”
My mother turned away from
her. And—
“Mother,’ | Whispered, “she’s
better off than you are! You work

happy, Mary,” my

Mary
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‘The work wag over, I had sent
the children to bed, N ow, with the
little Jane é |

brave! 1 wish 1 could de something
to help you,”

And then, boyishly and awk-
wardly, I felt hig kiss on my cheek.

- I leaned my | 1 drey Lack at once, my face: flam-
against the pm-vh‘ ing with some sudden rage, the
,snurgp of which 1 scarcely realized

myself,

“Don't  you dare to do that
again!” I cried. “Don't you dare
touch me! Tl hit you if you do!”

“Why, Nell!"” said the boy.
“What's the matter? Ididn't mean
anything wrong. Gee! Didn’t I just
tell you how sweet you are to me?
Haven't we been kind of keeping
company?  Why (o you act like
that?".

“Keeping company!” I shrilled
back. “We haven't been doing any-
thing of the kind, | wouldn't keep
company with anybody, Don't ycu
suppose I know what it means?
| Haven't T eyes? iCan’t I se2? Do

You suppose 1 want to marry some
| big brute of a man—the way my

paw  mother did—and live the way my
it lay | mother Ad'd—and live the way she

has? Never! Naver!! Never!ti” |
he' ended hysterically, and gathering
for' the buby close in my arms 1 fled
and from hin into the house.

st
head wearily
pillar.

“Pratty hard,” | admitted,

“When your mother's better she
does most of the work, doesn’t
she?’ asked the young carpentey, |

I nodded. '

“But she won't ever he
better ugain.” I said slowly.
Buess I'll have to do most, of
Work for her after this."”

“Why, what makeg you say
that?" asked the lad beside  me,
“She ought to he around in a few
weeks now, oughtn't she?'

‘“Yes, che ought to,” T told him
hitterly, “but she has had to work
too haid, and she's haq too many
babies. I don't care what any doc-
tor says, I know she won't evey be
strong again.”

I felt the lad’s rough, big
close ovar my hand, where
listlessly beside me.

“You poor little kid, you!”
whispered. “I'm awful serry

you! You're awtul sweef
e ——

much
“f
he:',

The Ideal Upbuilding Tonic

is especially recommended and su‘ccessmlly used in all cases
of Clﬂorosis}: Anemiu, Neurasthenia, Exhaustion, Dyspepsia and
in Convalescence,

Put up according to Dr
Ed. Morin’s  favorite for-
mula it contains in a pleas-
ant mixtara the Glycero-
phosphates of Lime, Soda
and Troa with Peptonized
Meat Evgract, It acts
promptly, is agresable
the taste and eas-

a hundred times ag hard and you
never get paid.”

“Hush,  Nell’ mother whispered
back.  “We have to live the life
God gives us.’

“We don’t!’ 1 said, “We dont!
I you hadn’t married father, you
wouldnt have had us children to
make you sick and to make you
work for us! * It you hadn’t mar-
rled, you wouldnt he a slave,
Mother, I'm never ‘going to marry!
You see if I do} I'd rather be a
washwoman! Look how happy
she'ig!” g

Chapter 111

I remember another incident
which occurred at Jjust about this
time. It was some years ago—I
was, as I have written, but sixteen
then. It was one of those littie
happenings in our lives  which
seem 10 begin and and  nowhere,
yet it stands out distinctly in my
mind evep yet.

1 don't know where I met him. I
cannot even recall his name, I do

remember he was a young carpen-
ter. Probaktly I had become ac-
quainted with hith in one of my|
rare trips to Sunday school. Cer-|
tainly I had little or no other,
opportunity to form acquaintances
with young people, And evident!y'
my carpenter had admired me.
This, in spite of the fact that then
I was prematurely aged and worn
from overwork and lack of the
proper outlets for my youth, ,

'He was a nice enough young
chap. H2 came to see me shortly,

after Jane, my baby sister, was
born. My mother was not yet down-‘
stairs und at her housework again. |
My young carpenter, quite ag a:
matter of course, would follow me,
into the kitchen and help dry (he
dishes ‘' while 'I washed them,
talking to me as we worked  to-
gether. 1 remember that he told
me his mother was a widow and
that -he had helped her similarly
at her housework befora he left
home, Later fn the evening, whiie
I waited for father to come in, we
would  sit on the back step to-
gether. I would have the baby on
my lap on a pillow. We had to talk
in = whispers, for it little Jane
should wake she would, perhaps,
cry for hours, She was a fajl and
nervous baby. I

Perhaps I noticed that my car-
penter's attentions were becoming i
more or less marked. He called |
pretty regularly three or four
times a week. My brother Tom.‘
next in years to me, had begun |
to teasa me about him. But I telt,
no thtill such as a girl should feal
Wwith her first beau, 1 was too lan-
guid to care,

Whera he found grounds for ag.'
miration for me, 1 do not know. 1
was a listless enough girl, I an.
swered when he spoke to me, But
that was about all, | made no  at.
tempt to make myself . more at
tractive when he called, My face
flushed and wargy, and . my hair
disarranged, I must have preseni:
ed a vlcture of more usefilnesa
than baauty, . .
hard,

“Gee! You worg awfully

Nell, don't you?* the young ‘man
sald, ag we sat together one night
‘on the steps- ba ¢k veranda.

|

ily digested and '

assimilated.

On sale every-
where

DR, ¥D. MORIN

& CIE, LiMI'TEE
QUEBKC

Drilled Welis, Water Systems,
Lighting Plants

We are better equipped this season than ever to under-
take the drilling of a well, the installation of a water sys.
tem or lighting plant.

We have a new machine in the field especially designed
to drill the Island formations making it possible for us to
quote very attractive figures.

ASK FOR ‘THEM

The Trask Artisian Well Co. Ltd.

71 QUEEN STREET

P. 0. Box-501.

4040004000004 00000000040
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The Imperial Life Assurance o
pany of Canada

desires to ‘secure three or four
good salesmen to represent them in different parts of
Prince Edward Island, A splendid contract, embodying
renewals, also Pension and Death Benefits, can be offered
the right man. we will provide you with salesmanship
course free of charge. For full particulars apply te

P, A. FARQUHARSON
Charlottetown, P, E. |,

L 4

District Manager

PN +-
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CLEAR AS A CRYSTAL
8 the light shed by our hand i R
some Indirect lighting fixtur !

o3, All the glare of direct
light s avoided, but none of
the illumination 1s lost, but
rather increased. See them
and you'tl 1ke them, And
you'll like them more and
mare as you use them. ;

Our light fixtores are ex-
empt from Tax.
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president, with
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May 6-—Light 19

3. Fair and cool.
morning at 10,10

1,38. .
M. evening  at 7.48
omorrow  morning Bt

cter of moon Sunday,
4.69 p. m.

‘the Sunshine Kid

KIN' MYSELF |
INA BASKET|
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