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eZ Death vs. Love
id By Grace G. Bostwick

111 Death waa jealous of Love, for though
i.lhe got hie people in the end, the tbougbt,

ýy ~that, Love had bis way with them. first,
'e. tormented bim. So hie said to Love one

fine .d&y wbhen they met in t~he City Park
under the. great Catalpa tree that was

ve languî4 with biosaaming, "Let's change
e- pî*eg for a bit-jumt for fun," he addede- nt the surprised look of his companion.
Ln ~ I Pt very sick of the same aid tire-

eS ggm job wîth the sme old flowers ,andDt crape aud people always snivelling about.
ý y w~hatdo you gay V,ie -Oh, ]Fm. mot tired of mine," deciared

,e. -Love, "oniy-e-" hoe hesitatpd and
5, frowned in «a preaccupied way.

-"Only what ?" asked Doath curiousI Z-01 don't have as' much ta, do as I d
like Just now," hoe admitted. I fiy on

t. the wings of the wind ta a prospective
le case, oniy te find so, often that it's

pretenco after ail. And, of course, I
don't bave anything te do with, the
counterfeit."

h, "«Who basT" Death waa deeply in-
terested.

4'Oh, Ambition and Greed and Lust
eand that crowd," hoe aigbed. "0f course,'

le be brightened at- the thought, 'they're
Le bound ta need mne sooner or later."

Deatb ehuckled. "'Now's your time,"
be declared. "'ve been rushed ta tbe

'y Wall with the war and the thousands
atgrviug acrosa; the way. But nigbt bore
iu Aieia there are cities where 1
brushed them off the map like flics.
Got scared of me, you know, and couidn't
s es anything else. It was reaiiy funny

- the way tbey f el for me!"'
"M right," agreed Lave sudden 'ly, with

a -queer look at Death. "ll change."
soDeath aud Love changed places'for

a week. And at the end of the week,
1 they met under tbe great Catalpa tree

that usourned coutinually as bier bloesorna
feil ta the oartb beneatb.

)f Death was restless and uneasy. He
iooked old and haggard as lie leaned
agaixiat the grieving Catalpa, ta glance
queationingly at Love.

The. latter was sadly ebanged. Tbough
hoe stili wore 1dmsabiîîing look of exalta-

n tion, Its radliande hied given way ta a
aorow that dimmed bis beauty like a

fle f¶ th laughed recklessly. «'A cross-
it eyèd preacher and an old maid frorn the

country-and a few like tfiat," hoe
macked. "Can yau beat it? Talk about

te idleness-I'vo bad enough ta last a
ventury!"'

t, Love shook liis liead iu sadnesa.4 'Tou didu't like my job ve Weil, i
take it," Death bantered MInS grim

il way-
Lave looked at him gravely. III neyer

.envied you," hoi Raid, "buei now 1-I
pity you."

Deatlî straightened. "Pity me?" ho
aqked astounded. ýýWly, 1 arn greatèr
than Life itacîf! ThoîîsandR kneel ta
me boturly! I arn-T-" Ho paused at

il Love's staying5 band.
"You tbink yoiu end life?" Lave smiled

a nnd bis smile wam infinitely sad for the
dreadful fear that lie hiad witneqsed
throughout the week, "but there is no
11f e witbout love. Love is life! And

)r 1, Love, arn immortal! Your work is
a mockery!" hoe deciared sternly.

And Death, Who, for the firt- tirne,
e, faeed bis conquerar, sbrank back into

the sbadows and disappeared.

in, white was standing near the. twisted
trunk of the oid tree.

«I didn't know any one was here," the.
voice cantinued. '¶'m sorry I disturbed
yau.,,

Maizie's heart was pounding. It wus
rather confusing to be so suddenly trans-
ferred £rom chidhood to the grown-up
etate-and especiaily when this aduit
world was Ionely and somewhat un-.
happy.

'You did startie me a little-I didn't
know there was anyone else here " this
evening except Mrs. O'Flannigan.".

The man stepped back inta a 1ol f
maonlight. He seemed a bit em-
barrassed. Maizie noticed that he was
very dark and-yes, he surely was
young. Maizie gathered up her scarf
and started toward the porch.

"'Wait just a moment-pleaseY
Maizie didn't answer, but sh. waited.
'Let me expiain. I uaed ta live overi

that aide of the bedge. I haven't been

back since I was a Iad-until yeterday.The man who owns the aid place kmndli
permitted me to wander about my old
playgrounds ail I pleaaed-and thon 1-
trespaased?"

Maizie caught lier breatb--suppose-
but no, it couldu't b..

"You ueo I u8ed to b. on this aide a
good deal-eapecially under this tree."

An April breeze pushed back the. tree's
branches and lot in a shawer of lighit;
aima plucked a bandf ni of peaich bloamome
front the nearby gardon and gently
dropped tbem on their heads. The man
was looking out acrosa the hedge.

"I've neyer learned what became of
the family who lived bore. Thore waa aa
litti. girl-w. callod thia tho magie true
and,"» LIe ebuckled merrily ta himseof,
«wishes mnade under the mnagie tree came
true."

Maizie mt down abruptly. She wua
stillinl the madow. The man turned
quickiy.

«I amn OlHara, the. UOw rector of St.
Andrew's."

Maizie tood.
"i arn Mien Eliot-mebeol teache-

and-I nmuat b. going
The moôn'a emafUfun»0-uaber fame
"Maizie!" Deunis triunipbantly a.ized

hor banda and drew ber baek te- the
wishing seat.

«Do you believe in faie. yeti1" ah.
questioned.

"Who would'tl'* h. exelalmd.
"Didn't 1 try out our old wisjdng

game under this tre. yesterdat
eveulug?"

Maizie was silent, but do. mffl
harpiy to hemeif.

Soeoe down thi. tre w»
wblstlinMni. Laurie.

The achey feeling bad <on. from ber
tbroat.

You sbould stop eritlefring otberu the.
moment it gives yau pleamure.

The Wshing the moon splaqhed
lier with siIver spray.

T re once more she shiit
By R. E. Wilkin lier oves and renoin-

bereci. The odor of
('on*dfromn page Sr b a k i n g gingqrbread

tickled ber nose. She
could lîardly keep ber eyes ciosed.
ýShe was wisbing, "Dennis, came play
ivith me," three times. The sun was
so bright, it was too good a morning
to waste. There was that new kite ta
fly, 'or they might try out the fishing
linos Uncle John had left. One couldnt
do thase thinga alone. , one couldn't
Fier have much fun without someone to
-haro it. She drew a longr breath and
hield it.

"Pardon me!"
The girl jumped to lier feet at the.

ýOund of the man's voice. A tait figure
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