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Dear Mamma—~Uncle Tom has a large crop of corn this year,

ted to. cut it by hand.

and they

this diagram.

This was such a :low process that [ made an automobile corn-cutter like

ey "

———t

I could cut more corn with it than Uncle and the hired man together—

Only rhe string on the steering wheel broke and the thing ran wild.

Carriage Merit

When you buy a carriage
or sleigh—GET VALUE.

Don’t take what the dealer
shows you simply because
you usually buy of him—or
that heis oneof your friends.
You owe it to yourself to
GET the best there is for
your money.

WRITE FOR OUR CATALOGUE,

A postal with your address will bring it,
The Nova Scotia Carriage Co, ‘
LIMITED

Kentville, N, S.

The Frost & Wand Co.
1.td., Agents for P.E. L

P
grapbs

Call at our Studio.
J.A.S.BAYER,Prop,

Teliephone 192,

Gauvin, Gentzel & Co.

PUREST, STRON
Coatalns 90 Alom, Uime, t
B W.GILLETT SoMrsey

TORONTO.ONT.
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GUARDIAN'S

It chased us all

around the corn field—
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SHORT STORY

MARY'S
INSANITY

By Louise ]acIson Strong

Copyright, 1908, by McClure, Philltps & Co.

“Well, Molly!” Mrs. Briggs kissed
her daughter again tenderly. “I'm glad
to get you back. It was unreasonable
in your Uncle Page to keep you for
I'll never spare you so long

“That isn’t the only thing Uncle Page
is unreasonable about,” Mary replied,
following her mother to the buggy.

Mrs, Briggs sald nothing more until
they were jogging along the pleasant
road. Then she turned with a doubt-
ful smile. “We may as well have it
out and done with, Molly. Of course I

v know you mean that your uncle is un-
reasonable about that schoolteacher,
but he's a good judge of men.”

“He is too prejudiced to judge falr~
1y,” Mary declared. “‘And be prejudic-
ed you agalnst Allen too. If you only
walted until you had become acquaint-
ed with him, mother"”—

“I would never consent to your mar-
rying a mere schoolteacher!” Mrs.
Briggs broke in,

“Allen hasn't taken it up as a life

profession,” Mary hastened to explain,

“Time he's pottered around at coun-
try school teaching n few years he'll he
spolled for anything else,” Mrs. Briggs
asserted, “and I can’t have you tied to

that kind of a man, dear.”

Mary was silent, and her mother
scrutinized her face, finding it thinner
than it should he and pale, now the ex-
citement of their meeting had passed.
That made her anxious.

“You can't really have cared for
him, Molly, so as to make you unhap-
' py! You Lad never seen him until you

went up there, and your father and I
were two years, off and on, making up
our mindgs."

“I think it i3 different with-some,””
Mary sald shyly, her cheeks pinking.
“It seemcd as if we had known each
other always, from the first, and I saw
him constantly, you know, till Uncle
Page Interfered. 1 care for him more
than I can ever care for any one elsey
but I couldn’t defy you, mother.”

“I suppose he was angry over my let-
ter?” Mrs. Briggs sald tentatively.

“No, he wasn’t angry, but he felt
that you were unfair In not giving him

SHE PLUNGED OUT OVER THE WHIBIs

a chance to show what was in him. He
went away, as you had forbid.!en me
to see him, and I have known nothing
of him since,” Mary said wistfully.

Mrs. Briggs felt a sudden contempt
for the young man who had obeyed her
mandates B0 completely without a
struggle. However, it only proved Him
a poor thing, unworthy such a prize as
Mary, and the dear girl was young.
She would get over it and be happy in
the love of some man who was a man,
Such a one was at hand, and Mrs,
Briggs consldered him so desirable ag
a son-in-law that she already regarded
him as such prospectively, *

“Well,” she said finally, “I am glad,
Molly, that you hold no grudge against
me. I told you about'the judge’s neph«
ew, a fine, smart young fellow. Mrs,
Brown has a couple of girl cousing vig-
iting her, and the Hendersons have

seéveral nice young men among the |

boarderd, Our‘little town will be gay
this summer, and I'vé fixed up a bit,
80 you can do your share of entertains

ing.”

S i

Mary shrank, exclaiming, ‘“Oh, moth-
er, I want to stay quietly at home with

you!”
“And have people saying you're mop-
Ing over a disappointment?’ Mrs.

Briggs spluttered.

“I don’t care what they say. It's no
use, mother. I see what you mean for
me, but I can’t forget.” Then, with a
wan smile, “I am not behaving very
well, motber, but don’'t mind it, and
let's just go on as usual.”

“And don’t fling me at the judge's
mnephew,” she added mentally,

“I have asked the nephew and Flora
€ar this evening,” Mrs. Briggs said
pwsently, “but I can send John to tell

B you are too tired.”

1&, the new hand?’ Mary com-
L m absently.
| - and he’s a wonderful manager,

%%+ he 1s.” Mrs. Briggs pointed with

<® whip as they rounded the home

amer. :

Mary glanced indifferently at the fig-
are beyond the grove, then with a low
cry leaned forward, gazing intently,

“John?" she repeated, turning a be-
wildered face to her astonished moth«
er.

| - “Why, Molly! What s it?” Mrs.
Briggs cried, somewhat alarmed.

The young man took off his hat and
tossed back his halr with a peculiar
gesture, and with a shriek Mary jerked
up Dobblin, plunged out over the wheel,
darted to the barbed wire fence, drop-
ped flat, rolled smoothly under it and
flew, still shrieking, across the meadow.

Paralyzed with dreadful fear, Mrs.
Briggs gazed helplessly, There could
be but one hideous explanation of the
astounding scene—Mary was suddenly
selzed with mental derangement—she
had taken that miserable affalr to
heart; she had brooded over her trou-

~ble; her whole expression showed that,
and now, having It all brought up
again—ol, horrible! It was her own
mother who had—

“Oh, lordy, lordy!” | Mrs. Briggs
moaned, backing clumsgily otut of the

buggy and fluttering along the fence
,like a hen at the garden pickets, but

she could not roll her plump figure un-
derneath. She would have to go around,
and that poor child riinning headlong;
perfectly wild. She was now disap-
pearing in the grove. In her frenzy
ghe¢ would rush on down the hill be-
, yond, and the creek was high,
' “John! John!” Mrs, Briggs screamed
frantieally. “Catch her, John!"”
John apparently understood and dis-
rappeated in the trees, while Mrs,
Briggs, Shaking with sobs, scrambied
into the buggy and lashed Dobbin. xto
a run with a suddenness that flung his
heels to the top of the dashbohrd. She
s1id“te her knees in the box and plied
the whip, witlling alobd at evéry' jomp
of the horse. At the pasture lane she
ttitned so sharply that, the: by thted
dghinst the post, nearly tipping her
out, but she only urged the astonished
Dobbin on, her imagination picturing
. her darling already at the bottom of
‘ the swirling - stream, She dashed

And only stopped when it tried to cut down a tree, up which Uncle Tom

had climbed.

through the open gate of the potato
field.

She could not wait to take down the
bars of the small oat patch that inter-
vened, but squeezed through and ran,
panting breathlessly, too exhausted to
call. Soon she caught sight of John.
He had Mary safe. Her abused knees
weakened at that, but she struggled to
them. John clasped Mary close in his
arms, and she was laughing shrilly,
crying hysterically, “Oh, it is Allen; it
is Allen!”

“Yes, honey; yes,” Mrs, Briggs qua-
vered. ‘Oh, lordy, lordy! Come to the
house with mother, deary. Don’t let go
of her for your life, John. I've bLeen
wicked cruel to her— Yes, honey; yes;
it’s Allen.”

“It's Allen, Allen!” Mary reiterated,
her face on the young man’s breast,

“Oh, lordy, lordy!” moaned Mrs.
Briggs, the tears streaming. “Humor
her, John. Help me get her to the
house, then bring the doctors. Yes,
ho-honey; it—it's Al-Allen.”

“Mrs. Briggs” — John patted her
shoulder comfortingly—‘‘you needn’t be
frightened. Mary is all right. It is
Allen—John Allen Smithers, instead of
John Smith. I wanted to prove to you
that I wasn't a mere good for nothing”
—Mrs. Briggs sat down suddenly—‘‘and

I hope you have changed your opinion
of me and will accept me as your son-
in-law.”

“For I'll never, never have anything
te do with the judge's nephew!” Mary
declared aggressively.

Mrs. Briggs started, then burst into
peals of tearful, choking laughter. “I
guess we’'d better stop and see where
we're at,’’ she gasped. “I’m the only
one that's crazy, it seems. Who wants
you to have anything to do with the
judge’s nephew, missie? So, you young
scamp, you're Allen, are you? And
you've worked a slick game on me, but
I'm suited. Why, it's the very thing
I've been planning for weeks!”

Then, with fresh shrieks, Mary fell
upon her mother, and they kissed and
cried and laughed together, while John
Allen looked on, grinning foolishly,
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DR/ OHABE'S OINTMENT.

RUBBER STAMPS

Dr, Chase's Oint-
ment is'a cortain
and guaranteed
cnreforeach and

BEST STANDARD. FAIREST PRICES

C.W.MACK, 60 YONGE ST. TORONTO

Yours lovingly, Willie.

When you. retire you
know your house will' be
comfortable during the

rest hours if you have o

* SBunshine " in your cellar,

Will burn all night without
\ . using much coal, and in the morn-

ing you need only pull up the damper
chain to produce a quick, strong fire; and

?nough hott sir to heat your house from rarret to oellar
in a short time,
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The “Sunshine” has labor and fuel saving features nob
found on any other furnace.. You should examine them
before buying.

Sold by all enterprising dealers. Booklot free.

MClarys

LoxnpoNn, Toronto, MONTREAT, WINNIPEG,
VANCOUVER, S, JOHN, HAMILTON.
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- mg'm

BERLIN

old time rub R
lfamo rubbor plates and aro n TUNDIKD TIMES BETTER

The, take up Joss roo way o
Lo ' satisfactory 'dmn a nd of plate known to dent, st 'I"(:‘:!.lllld ey
STENCILS, SEALS, ETe, VITALIZED AIR for Painless Extraction, Sufe:
PRICE MARKERS & WHITE ENAMEL LETTERS | | Sure ,3'“’ sant. Has 1o sfter effects. i

othod w o or twenty teeth and not hut: so anr at all,

friends :vg't‘hoam ‘t)el you that thie is a fact,
DENTALIPARLORS,  C.H. BEIR, DF-S

All work guatantéed. mygyg, Over Prowse Bros,




