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I'm glad,"” was his da.ughter‘s quick
retort. ‘‘I've been getting much too
gure of myself—of my school, I mean,
and what it can do. I needed this to
bring me back to the kind of world we
live in!”

“What do you mean?’’ he roughly
asked. )

T mean there are schools and prisons!
And gallows and electric chairs! And
I'm for schools! They've tried their jails
and gallows for whole black hideous
centuries! What good have they done?
If they'd given Joe back to the school
and me, I'd have had him a fireman in a

r! I know, because I studied him hard!
He'd have grown fighting fires, he would
have saved lives!"

Again she stopped, with a catch of her
breath. In suspense he watched her
angry struggle to regain control of herself.
She sat bolt upright, rigid; her birth-
mark showed a fiery red. In a few
moments he saw her relax.

. “But, of course,” she added wearily,
“it's much-more complex than that. A
school is nothing nowadays—just by
itself alone, I mean—it’s only a part of a
city’s life—which for most tenement
children is either very dull and hard,
or cheap and false and overexciting.
And behind all that lie the resons for
that. And there are so many reasons.”
She stared straight past her father as
though at something far away. Then
she seemed to recall herself: “But I'm
talking too much of my family."”

Roger carefully lit a cigar.

“I don’t think you are, my dear.
I'd like to hear more about it.” She
smiled:

“To keep my mind off Joe, you mean."”

“And mine, too,” he answered.

They had a long talk that evening about
her hope of making her school what
Roger visaged confusedly as a kind of
mammoth home, the center of a neighbor-
hood, of one prodigious family. At times
when the clock on the mantel struck the
hour loud and clear, there would fall a
sudden silence,as both thought of what
was to happen at dawn. But quickly
Roger would question again and Deborah
would talk steadily on. It was after
midnight whe she stopped.

“You've been good to me to-night,
dearie,”” she said. ‘‘Let’s go to bed now,
shall we?”

“Very well,” he asnwered. He looked
at his daughter anxiously. She no longer
seemed to him mature. He could feel
what heavy discouragements, what
problems she was facing in the dark
mysterious tenement world which she
had chosen to make her own. And
compared to these she seemed a mere girl,
a child groping its way, just making a
start. And so he added wistfully, *I
wish I could be of more help to you.”
She looked at him for a moment.

“Do you know why you are such a
help?” she said. “It's because you have
never grown old—because you've never
allowed yourself to grow absolutely certain
about anything in life.”” A smile half
sad and half perplexed came on her
father’s heavy face. .

“You consider that a strong point?”
he asked.

“I do,” she replies, ‘“‘compared to being
a l')(undle of creeds and prejudices.”

“Oh, I've got prejudices enough.”

’Yes," she said. “‘And so have I. But
We re not even sure of them, these days.”

The world has a habit of crowding in,”
her father muttered vaguely.,

Roger did not sleep that® night. He
could not keep his thoughts away from
what was going to happen at dawn.
Yes, the city was crowding in upon this
Quiet house of his. Dimly he could recol-
lect, in the genial years of long ago,
Just glancing casually now and then at
some small and unobtrusive notice in his
evening paper: ‘‘Execution at Sing Sing."”
It had been so remote to him. But here
It was smashing into his house, through
the life his own daughter was leading day
and night among the poor! Each time
he thought of that lad in a cell,again a chill
crept over him! But savagely he shook
1t off, and by a strong effort of his will
he turned his thoughts to the things
she had told him about her school.

es, in her main idea she was right.
He had no use for wild reforms, but here
was something solid, a good education
or every child. More than once, while
she had talked, something very deep in
oger had leaped up in swift response.

For Deborah, too, was a part of him-
;(’” He, too, had had his feeling for

Umanity in the large. For years he
ad run a boys’ club at a little mission
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who does not attend the Tenth Annual Toronto
Fat Stock Show will miss seeing the .best
collection of fat butcher stock
ever assembled in Canada.

Judging, 10.00 a.m., Thursday, Dec. 11th.
Auction Sale, 10.00 a.m., Friday, Dec. 12th.

Toronto Fat Stock Show
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Advertisements will be inserted under this
beading, such as Farm Properties, Help and
Situations Wanted and Pet Stock.

FTERMS—Four cents per word each insertion.
Each initial counts for one word and figures for
two words. Names and addresses are counted.
Cash must always accompany the order. No
advertisement inserted for less than 60 cents.

COLLIE PUPS FOR SALE—BRED FROM
heelers. Males $8, females $5. John Arnott,
Bright, Ont.

EXPERIENCED MARRIED MAN WANTS
work on stock or dairy farm by year. State
wages given. Will. Richardson, Waterford, Ont.

ONE HUNDRED ACRES, COUNTY OF

Perth, Township Northeast Hope, Lot twelve,
Concession three. Seventy-five acres, clear and
under cultivation, eighteen acres hardwood bush,
eight acres stump land, bank barn, stone dwelling,
excellent land. Farm may be purchased with or
without season's crop, stock and implements.
For particulars apply on farm or to A. W.
Hamilton, Lucknow, Ont.

Crate Fattened Poultry

We are open for shipments of Crate fattened
poultry. Highest market prices paid according
to quality.

HENRY GATEHOUSE & SON

Fish, Oysters, Game, Poultry, Eggs and
Vegetables.

344-350 West Dorchester Street, Montrea




