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The Girl Who Was
| Followed
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By H. LOUIS RAYBOLD
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Nothing will pall much sooner than
washing dishes. S0 Emily Curtls
thought as she viewed ths Loppling plle
stacked beside the siok,

Tackling them haif-heartedly, she
let her gase wander through the open
windows across the meadows, sweel
with ripened grain. Mellow October
sunshine H@Altered through the apple
laden trees of the orchard, and the va-
grant wind brought to her ears the
dull chop-chop of the silo.

But Emily had neither eyea nor ears
fer the sights and sounds of the farm,
She had had enough of farms.

Pausing In the act of lifting the
dishes from their bath of suds Ioto the
dralver, she dried” her hands on the
rolier towel, and from her blouss took
a crumpled letter which had been
brought by the rural mall carrier that
very morning. She had not showed |t

| to John. John had never approved of

Muaisie. -

Only one paragraph In It was really
important to Ewmily. The rest was
froth In Maisie's best style,

“You ought to be here with your
voice like a bird"-——the note read—
“Old QGunter needs more girls. It's
easy work, and you could bunk with
me. I've been trying to get somebody.
It cuts room rent In half.”

What good did a voice like a bird do
one on a farm, thought Emlily bitterly,
You rulned it shouting your head off
to the men that dinner was ready, or
calling to Joha that the wood box need-
ed flling. SBinging Sunday evenings In
the church choir where there were six
altos for every soprano was only tor-
ment. If only she had the courage of
a kitten?

Vague thoughts of rebellion were
stirring within her, but the dull round
of household tasks claimed her, crowd
Ing In on her discon' nt.

The next morning Emily stood pln-
Bing bher sumwer hat on her trim iittle
head. It was the day for the weekly
drive to Jamestown to do her market-
Ing and meager shopping. She always
looked forward to it ]

But when John entered, to her sur
prise he was In his old farm clothes.

“Emily," he began, hesitatingly, “I'm
sorry, hnt T ean't get off this morning.
Toat last hand I hired went out on s
Bpree last night and haso't shown up.

“There's no need for you to give up
going though! Jim can drive you as
well as L.” Jim was the hoy they had
taken from the county orphan asylum
to do the thousand and one things
about the place that did not require
& man's strength. “And ' here,” he
plunged his band into his pocket and
brought out a wrinkled bill. “Per
haps this will help make aup for your
disappointment,” he sald awkwardly,
“It's a little extra 1 had come In™

During the long drive Emily ntised
her angér at John for spoiling her fun,
m8 she nat It to her-~'r.

A fPw minutes Tater Bmily sent the
hewlidered Jim home, bearing a note
to her hushband which she had scrawled
hastily on the back of her grocery list.

Dear John:
I'm sorry, but 'm sick of farm

[ 4t the dirty wall puper, at the door-
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For ome thing, rigifly brought
strictly conventional John would never |
take her back.

Bhivering with the cold which peme-
trated her thin jacket, she noticed with
relief that the ainister shadow which
had dogged her footsteps had evident-
iy given up the idea that she was com-
ing tonight. Yet she cast anxious
glances over her shgulder untll she
reached the shelter of the narrow doer-
way which opened at the foot of the
bare flight of stalrs,

Climblug them wearily, she opened
the door of her room, Striking a
match, she touched the tiny gas Jet,
which gave off & warm flicker of Light.
Yet, by Its feeble flame, Emily saw
that which made her clutch ber throat
in terror, and otter am Imvoluntary
“«CTeam.

There at the table, his head buried
in his arms, his hat slipping from bis
head, sat the man who had been
following her.

Almost paralyzed, she yet managed
t0 back nolselessly toward the doer.
But, roused by her cry, the man at the
able lifted his head—and in his tired
«yes, his unshaven face, Emily saw
ver husband.

“John," faltered Emily, the color
which had left her face flooding it
agaln.

“It's me, Emily,” said her hushand
slowly. “You needn't be afraid. I've
been seeing you home nights for some
time. At first | was very angry with
you—swore you should never darken
my home agaln. But as time went on,
=1 missed you, and | got to think-
ing of you—and—I—well, | came up
to see If 1 could find you. 1 kind of
thought yon had gone to that Maisle.
After |1 did find you, 1 waoted to make
sure wlat kind of life you were llv-
ing, and so I took to following you,
fixed up s0 you wouldn't know me.
Tonight 1 thought you weren't coming.
The farm Is going to rack and ruin.

| don't suppuse you want to give this |.

ap ™

“Give It up? Emlly, who had
heen standing one huod on the door-
knob, looked about her at the bed
with Its enamel peeled off in splotches,

less cupboard with Its meuger display
of eracked dishes,

“It's getring spring on the farm,”
went on John eagerly. “The meadow
where the hrook runs through s cov-
ered with violets—] saw two robins by

the lllac bush ” 4

“1 dou’t deserve It," whispered Bm.
fly, and buried her face on Joln's
shoulder.

CONSOLATICN FOR THE FAT

Surety Company Gives Stout Denial to
the Statement That “Nobedy .
Leves Them.,”

Fat men bheed no longer go hungry
for affection. The surety companies
fove them. Men: who resort to ex-
clamation marks when the razor siips
or the back collar burton deserts its
post of duty may be hard on the
nerves of the househnld, but they
bring Joy to bank auditors. Fat men
and loud swearers pay their bills
muach more prompily than lean and
close-lipped men, and run away much
less frequently with the employer's
bank roll. Feor this we have the ay-
thority of the chief expert of a surety
company of New York.

It Is good to have the statisticlans”
give final judgment on a point walch
the literary students of human nature
have left In doubt. If Tartuffe was un-
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“Ill never .
go back to woven rugs”’’

READERS

A great many women all over the

Dominion feel just that way. Count
up the superiorities of €{*Congoleum

Art-Rugs and you'll see why.

First: — The patterns are revelations of
artistic beauty and harmonious colorings.
You will find patterns appropriate for

every room in the home.

Second:— Dirt and spilled things cannot
pencirate their smooth, sanitary surface.
Third:~—They are absolutely water-
proof with no unsightly seams in which

dirl or germs can collect. \

Fourth :—Allthe cleaning they ever need
&s an easy, light mopping—and it’s done

in a jiffy.

Fifth:—They hag the floor without
Jastening of any kind—never curl up at

the edges or comers.

Sixth:—They are wonderfully durable
and cost much less than old-fashioned

woven floor-coverings.

Last but not least, Gold-Seal Art-

Rugs are unconditionally guaranteed

to give absolute satisfaction.

Gold Seal

Popular Rug Sizes—Low Prices

9x3k $450 9=x7hfe $11.25 9x12fe $18.00

O9x4ift. 675 9x9ft 1350 9z 13§ k 2025

7x6f. 900 9=10hf 1575 '9x15f 2250

Gold-Seal Congoleum By-the-Yard, 85¢ sq. yd.
Prices Winaspeg end posts Went proportionately higher to cover extra freight

. your dealer does not carry the genuine Gold-

Seal Art-Rugs, we shall be glad to see that you are
supplied. Write us for folder, “Modern Rugs for
Modern Homes,” showing all the beautiful designs.
Gold-Seal Congoleum By-the-Yard
The same durable, waterproof material as the
rugs, but in roll form, two yards wide, for use
over the entire floor. Lies flat without fastening.
The Gold Seal, shown above, is pasted on the
face of every guaranteed Gold-Seal Congoleum
Arnt-Rug and on every few yards of Gold-Seal
Congoleum By-the-Yard. It offers the protection
of our money-back guarantee and assures you
complete satisfaction. Don't fail to look for the

CONGOLEUM COMPANY OF CANADA, LTD.
1270 St. Patrick Street, Muuulen.bn

derfed, Chadband exuded hypecrisy
out of a mass of embonpoint. If Urlah
Heep bad the slimness demanded by

life. I'm taking a chance I had
to go to the city. Don't think too
badly of me, EMILY,

Are-Rug Ne.
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Bhe herself walked to the asmall
smuburban station and waited for the
axpress,

Six months later, In a nine by twelve
@ingy-papered bedroom, Emily sat at a
«bare, uneven legged table, and dumped
out the conteats of her pocketbook.
No, there was not very much there.
Oertainly not enough to carry her long
if old Guater put Inte execution his
threat to let her go at the end of the
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clothes styles with a difference, Peck-
miff filled out his ralment admirably.
Falstaff, on the whole, would have
made a poor risk for the post of bank
teller, though it is highly possible that
bis pilferings would bave betn eon-
fined to comparatively small sums,
enough to pay for the day's sack and
venison.

One doubt occurs. If the fat man's
rectitude s due to contentment with
a capon-lined world, what are the
chances of getting a fat man te swear?
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Made in Canada—by Canadians—for Canadians |
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PATTERNS

SEE OUR PRETTY SPRING DESIGNS IN CARPET
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Furnishers. Telephone 147.
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SANITARY, EASY TO CLEAN,

| CONGOLEUM RUGS IN ALL
THE LATEST DESICNS.
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