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CHAPTER XI.~—~ConTINUED
Thus the year dragged itself out
to hot weather and one departure

for the bay,

This second summer there were
but the three of usupon the T'oinette,
for Le Bossu was unable to join ue.

Again it was a partnership, the little |

man sending word that he would be
occupied until the following Christ-
mas, when we would see him with
out fail. As a consequence Papa
Ton made a lonely,

the coffee-houses of the coast.

Upon” our return to Bayou Port-
age, long in advance of cold weather,
we faced a situation that promised
to be even mure serious than that
of the season before. Early in the
summer young Pierre Valsan's wife
had desérted him entirely, and young
Pierre; returning to the camp, had
sought ' to drown his troubles in
drink.

His companionship was the one
thing needed to complete Papa Ton's
ruin. If, before, the lower camp
had been at the big man’s elbow,
Valsan’s swift launch now placed it
in his very hand. Always the two
were slipping down the bayou,
sometimes making a half.do
in one day. Soon our case became
truly desperate. With the approach
of Christmas there was no talk of
the bridge. Never aghin, it seemed,
would our ekine find their way up-
stream. We could only hope that
Le Boseu, hearing of our plight,
would bring down a stock
supplies.

So we struggled on through the

last weeks of the old year, and then, |

with Christmas but four days off
and the little man’sarrival a matter
of hours, the end came—a terrible

end, that leaped upon us with all |

the swift cruelty of the wild.

It was late in the afternoon, and,
our day’s work done, Toinette and
I had gone down to the landing.
Le Bossu had sent word that
would arrive either that night or
the following morning, and P:pa

Ton, as usual, had gone with young |
We had |

Pierre to the lower camp.
pleaded particularly hard with him
that day, reminding him
Bossu's arrival, but the big
had reached a stage where,

man

battled with weak excuses.
would be right back, he
This was not pleasure but business.
Only let him settle a small account,

and he would leave without lifting |

8o much as a single glass.
Thus, with two travelers to look

out for, we kept watch both up and |

down-stream. Also we spoke
brightly of the days to come, tasting

a happinees that was a1l the sweeter |

in that it had been long delayed.

For the first time in many months |

we had found a rift in the dark
clouds of the future. Le Bossu was
comigg, and this meant not only
freedom from want, but an influence

that Papa Ton had ever been ‘unable |

to withtand. And even should the
little man fail this time, we
a plan. It was a vague nebulous
plan which involved our removal to
some otheér camp, and as yet we had
scarce dared put it into words, Of
course it was unthinkable, but if
the worst came to the worst we
meant to try it with the help of Le
Bossu. In all the marsh there was
no other who would have dared even
to suggest such a thing to Papa

*Come, Jean,’
finally * Why
in trying to |
Let us make
look up, and
and the first
WI“ be the winner.”

‘ Bien,” 1 agreed
ame bre mh I added,
was bad, f

“ But
uh_]m'tl’d
to see,

** Look beyond,”’ I ordered.

‘ But still it is not the launch,”
persisted keen-eyed Toinette, ‘‘ No,
there are two boats. See how the
water glints between.”

Rising to my feet, I gshaded
eyes that I might the kuthrp.\m
the gray of the approaching twilight.
Now I could see that Toinette was
right. There were two skiffs
moving side by side, and ahead of
them, skimming at top speed, came
the pirogue. Indeed, so hard did
the paddler drive his strokes, that
he was within hail of ugbefore even
I could comment on his

‘ Hola, you !”’

‘“ Bring help. There
accident.”

I started off obediently*€nough,
but there was no need to follow his
instruction. Other eyes had been
watching the bayou, and already the
partners were on the ‘run followed
closely by Father Lasall

Turning back to Toinette,
that she had not moved
eyes was a look of agonized impa-
tience, and the hand she had clutched
to her heart was gripped so fiercely
that the knuckles showed white
through their tan

‘* Oh, hurry, hurry
‘“ Each moment
much.”

‘ And why 7"’ I asked, bewildered

‘It is Papa Ton,” she answered
dully.. "I know, Jean, I know.”

Her hand rose and came back
with a thud as she added, ‘I can
feel it here.”

Ton,
said Toinette
twist our heads off
both ways at once ?
8 game
you will

to see boat

JOK
of
look down,

or launch

And in the
Your choice
or you have lost already.”
that is only a pirogue,”
Toinette, as she turned

haste.
he shouted.
has been an

In

,”’ she

will mean so

restiess cruise |
punctuated with ceaseless vigits to

zen trips |

of |

he |

of Le |

if he |
fought temptation at all, he mvruly
He |
declared. |

had |

I will |

my |

I found
her |

begged.

HE

the pirogue had ahntl
and the partners had
seized upon its occupsnt.
| " Well 7"’ they questioned
| "It is your two from here—~Laval
and Valsan,” panted the man.
‘They were blind with drink. They
were mad to try that launch., From
| what 1 heard the engine would not
start, and Valsan went forward for
gasoline with which to prime it.
He was smoking, and the tank
exploded ; not so as to blow out,
| but in a great spout of flame. Val-
| ean fell stunned, and Laval plunged
| forward to save him. It was all
| over in & moment. We had put out
| and taken them off in less than five
minutes after the first flash. Val.
san is badly burned, but he at least
will come out of it.” |
He paueed, and in the horror of
that moment it was Toinette who
first found voice to agk the already-
answered question
* And Laval 7"’ she demanded, as
| though she feared the usual Papa
| Tommight be misunderstood |
The man looked away. Evic |
he understood only too well. |
|
|
|

l By now
{ alongside,

‘““He is bad,” he muttered. ‘' Up
there at the tank it wes like a wall
| of flame. Not
| swallowed a lot.’
Dalfrey held out a kindly hand. |
Come, little one,” said he. |
‘ You had best be inside.”
But by then the boats had come, |
and it was too late to go
In one, young Pierre, smoked and
| singed beyond all recognition, hid |
hie dreadful black face in the
| charred cover of his hands. ‘* Ah,
Diew, bon Diew,” he croaked in hlB
returning consciousness, as he slowly
rocked from side to side.

In ‘the other, face down between
the thwarts, lay Papa Ton. He lay
stiffly, with a great arm thrust out |
on gither side to brace him, and
although he jerked and quivered in |
his agony, he made no sound.

Thoee who brought him said that |
he had been that way throughout
the endless, tortured journey up-
stream. Also he had spoken but
once, and then only to explain.

“1 must save myself for

" he had said.

CHAPTER

PAPA TON SETS

lwlng himself he

Toin-

XII. \
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They got Papa Ton to the hut and
into his bunk, where he lay upon |
his back, panting in great strangled |
gasps that tore the very soul of
him. At once Toinette sprang to
his side, rubbing his head, patting
his hands, striving frantically for |
some means to stay his pain. As
for myself, I could only drop down
begide the bunk, and sob my grief |
into the stiff fulds of the rough |
blankets.

' Dieu,”” swore
‘ This will not do.
a doctor.”

Then Papa Ton upnkn in a strange |
cracked voice that seemed to come
from a very great distance. He
| 8poke slowly and with many pauses,
bringing each word forth as though |
it had been achieved through some |
| miracle of pain

* It—ia—no—use,”’
am—through.
my—own.”’

I arose as the men filed out, and
thuse I was enabled to that,
among those of our camn, there was |
not one whose eyes were dry. Some-
how it was as though the true |
tragedy of the affair had been with-
held until the moment of Papa Ton’s
gpeech, The flames had done their
work well. Of the great rumbling |
voice only a few sere ashes remained
to be rustled by the breath of agony. |

The men gone, Papa Ton
again, this time to rebu
grief,
*“No,” he strugg!
It—is best—this wa
goin g — down. | —
stop

A pause, and he added, ‘* [—have |
—geen—those old — half-dead—men
propped—up—before—the — coffee-
house. I — escadpe—that—at—all—
events,”’

After
lying =il

silent
We

Borges.
must have

hesaid. “‘I—
Leave—me—with—

see

spoke

a.

coulia -

this he
ent a

doze,
while

seemea

long time,
Toinette sobbed oftly, and I
wrenched uselessly at the twist of
| coverthat 1 had seized in my despair.
| Tante Odile crept in and, after a
look around, slipped quietly out
again. From beyond the door came
| & subdued murmur of voices and
the dull grating of rough shoes upon
the broken shell. The men were
| waiting at hand in case of need.

Unable longer to endure the in-
| action, I finally arose and mended

the fire, heaping on the driftwood

| until the whole room was aglow.
| At this Papa Ton aroused himeelf,
calling me to him, and beginning to
speak in a pitifully weak and broken
| voice, yet with a clearness and
| steadiness that had been wholly
| denied him before. Thus, at the
very end, his endurance earned its
reward.

‘ Jean,
| Toinette,’
promise.
she will not be

‘ Papa Ton,
‘ How can you
l»f‘ me - g
‘“ Bien,”” he sighed. ““1 knew
but it is good to be sure. Also you
| must see that they put me here in
the marsh. I could not lie easy
| elsewhere. For the rest, do not
grieve, you and Toinette. It is not
8o bad, thie death. ] am setting
| forth aw large, that is all. My
| brothers, my sisters, they all went
out into the world while I hugged
this camp. Now it ismyturn. Aw
large, Jean. Aw large, Toinette,
{ That is all.”’
A pause, and now there were

| teare in his eyes—thope tears of
|

look after
' You must
sister, but

you must
he began.
There is my
like you.”
Papa Ton !
ask such

I eried
a thing

| start,

| tered a strange voice,
| not
| camp is worse than this.

| enough, nor did I give so much as a

| seemed that I must remain a dere- |
| would endure.
| had offered me their love and pro- |

| Madame

| even beneath

: voice,
| arms.

pity that alone could be
from his brave heart,

' Courage,
whispered.
best."’

He broke off again to heave him.-
self upright with a stifled gasp ‘

* Quick, your hand, Toinette,’
choked. ‘' Let me feel it as [ cross
over. This is a lonesome business |
after all.”

And then, ag Toinette gripped |
him, he eased suddenly back upur
the blankets, releasing a deep grate. I
ful breath asdoes'a thirsty man who |
has had his need of cool water. |

‘* My little Toinette,” hr mur-
mured, and lay still,

Later, when we could not

wrung |

mes enfants,” he

“1 tell you it is for the |

" he |

be

but

| sure, Toinette found heart to speak

“You will leave
she begged
with him
while."”

And so I went out where the men
received me kindly, yet with that
strange aloofness which had
impressed me upon the occasion
my father’s death

‘““He is gone 7"’
once,

ot L g
bear

dear Jean,”
like to be
for just a little

us,
“I would
alone

80

(lf
asked several at

unable to
away from |

I replied and,
more, 1 slipped

| them to the see lusion of the shed. ‘

Here amid a litter of nets, and
ropes, and discarded traps, I hid my ’

| grief, while the men still waited at |

the dm.‘. #0 near that now I could |

| cateh the v.nrdq of their low.pitched ‘

conversation

“You see ?"’ said Dalfrey. ‘It is
what I predicted, and it i8 but the
Who will be the next one ?”
‘“Yes, it was Dugas’ fault,”” mut
*“He should

And our |

Sometimes |
there is no trap set for days.”

“Yet there is a remedy, & sure
one,”’ offered Dalfrey grimly. ‘W
have but to stick together.”’

“You mean?”’ began the
\'(li("’.

“Let us wait for more,” inter-
rupted Father Lasalle. ‘“Sad news |
travels fast, nmi Papa Ton was well |
liked. There will be many who will |

have let them go.

first |

| not wait for murmr‘: i

‘That is right,”’ ,agreed Dalfrey.
“It is a job for all the marsh
Come, let us go to the landvngs
| Just now we can do nothing here.”

I heard them go thankfully
|
thought to what they had said. For |
the moment I experienced a sense of |
desertion, of utter abandonment | {
such as I had never Sknown. [t

lict, ever seeking an affection that

Of the several who |

tection not one remained.
there had been my father,
Therese, and now

First |
then |
Papa |
Ton,

Dear, blundering Papa Ton who,
the grind of !h\“
marsh, had refused to grow old.

{ As I thought of him all the dross of ‘

his life slipped away, leaving on]y<
his heart of gold. The care, the |
need, the toil of the past year, what |
did it all amount to now? Gladly 1

| would I go through it again nnd

again for but one
one Bsqueeze

call of the big |
of the mighty |

I knew true grief there in the

| shadow of the shed, grief (hat ever |

grew beneath the lash of memory.
And then, when it seemed that I |
could bear no more, there came a
patter of light footsteps, a soft- |
called *‘Jean’’ that brought me out |
into the open with a rush
‘““Ah, Bossu, Bossu,” 1
while hope and gladne
back into my foresken
Knew \nut there must be

eried, |
ooded
soul. *'I
some one

ss fl

| after all

TO BE CONTINUED

MARJORIE’S BATTLES

The room was hushed. Candles |
burned there day and night ; the |
odor of roses filled the air ; and the |
face that slept the casket was|
that of a girl, young and beautiful

It was early morning, and few
visitors had come as yet, when a|
car stopped before the door and an |
elegant old lady al ghtui In the ]

in

| hall she was met and greeted ln a|

young woman in black, a cousin to i
th 4]1‘[1'] ;\llﬂ'i yrie,

A few well.chosen words of sym- ;
pathy were spoken, then the old |
lady passed into the room and gazed ‘
long and lovingly at the face in the
coffin.

‘How strangely joyful the child
looks !”” she whispered rv\'.‘rvntly,
as she turned away.

“Yes,”" assented the cousin ; *
you know, Mar;,ru
like that. I do not think any of us
ever saw her when she was not
ready with a laugh or smile, and she
was the same at the end.”’

““Has Herbert been here 7'’ Mrs.
Moore asked a trifle wistfully,
when they stood once more in thc
hall

‘“Yes, he is here now.
him you have come ?”’

“"He wuu}d not wish to see me,
H‘ rbert’s aunt replied sorrow ful!v

‘““He I)Iunnm me for not sending him
word of Marjorie’s illnegs. But how
could I know he cared ? He was
attentive to her when he vigited me
three years ago, but he never men-
tioned her-afterward ; yet when he
accidentally learned that she was
dying, he came a thousand miles to
hear a last word from her—and he
came too late.”

“There must hnw been something
between them,” the girl returned
thoughtfully. ‘“He is inconsolable
now.”’

The old lady had paused at the
foot of the stairs. ‘I would like to

but
always looked

Shall I tell

| I do not go up with you ?

| believe I haye
| help him.”

| his own were

| deeply
| Nature,

‘l ever

| but hers was

| desolate for the

Coul

| mitted you
| would forget her,

| love

| the

L”W

go up to seedMar jorie’s mother,”’ she

| said gently.

“Yes,
gponse.

do,” was the cordial
“"And you will not mind if
l Bee
#some more people coming.”’

Readily excusing her, Mrs. Moore
ascended the Hl('])H,
turned to greet a priest just enter-
ing the door. *‘Do you wish to do
| something very kind 7’ she ques

| wider one
re- |

| goodness.

while the girl |

| tioned very hastily, fnr m a moment |

thn arg would claim her attention.
‘Most certainly 7"’ he
at once. He had known the
many years, the
hll life.
lh rl» *rt Norton is in the :hmr»g
room,"’ the girl e ([)lﬂln« d,

family
dead Marjorie all

responded |

‘incon- |

solable over Marjorie’s death, and |

because he did not
she died. He was too late even for
that poor comfort. Perhaps you
will know how to console him.

stay with him myself, but I have

| these people to attend to.”

“I did not kndw
said the priest,

he had come,”’
something that will
Passing down the hall,
he opened the dining-room door

A\ the table, his head bowed upon
it, sat a young man,
figure expressing despondency and
grief,

“My
gently.

The young man lifted Ris head,
and looked into eyes steadfast as
hopeless. Something
of sadnees but much of serenity was
in the priest’s face. He
of the book called

and had grown wise and
very gentle,

Now he waited, silent, yet his
sympathy a gracious obvious thing;
and presently, as he. expected,
Herbert's grief found words.

‘Three years ago | met
and loved her. Who would not ?
She was the gladdest, happiest girl
knew 3ut  she
listen to my love ; she turned it
aside. I left her offended, but I
intended to return some day and
win her. But—I was too late !”’

Infinite regret rang in those

words, and the boy rose,
room in restless

boy !”” said Father Grey

her

)

last
agitation.

troubled waters

“You are not aware that, just
three years ago, the doctors told
Marjorie that she had only a short
| time to live
has developed vap]d]y and unpex
pectedly. She kept up indeed
longer that was thought possible,
always a hopeless
case.”

The young man was gazing at the
priest in startled awe. ‘I did not
know. Oh I wish she had told me
all, and had trusted herself to my
love.”’
“What
for her ?”
| gravely.

"I would have stayed with her at
any cost,”” Herbert answered, and
his voice grew very gentle
thuukht of all he might have done.
"l would have taken her to some

have done

the

could you
questioned

have been prmunmd — perhaps
saved. And, it were God's will
that she shnuld die, my love
have been her rest in
in life; and 1 would not
memory of so much
as one tender word from her.”’
Again there was silence,
t length by Father Grey.
you have done all that ! Was there
no duty acclaim you 2~ Your
mother—isn’t she dependent on you?
d you have supported her and
an invalid wife also 7"’
“I could have

how,” the young
doggedly

Mar jorie would hardly have per-
to give
her,” the priest
ively, '‘“Things being as they were
it was her unselfish hope that you
but in case
was to give you
i not dream your
ou here.”

broken
“Could

at

t
to

done
man

some-

answered,

ed faithful i

though she
\‘\nl)li bri
priest laid
the table,

Herbert caught it up and
open. But as he saw the dear hand-
writing his eyes grew misty. It was
a moment before he could read that
message from the dead

prov
this-

led envelope on

‘“My dear Herbert,~You will un-
derstand now, I true*. why I sent
you from me. I wished you to for-
get me, a8 love and marriage were
things that should not come into my
life. Sometimes, in these last days,
I have thought of sending for you,
but my wish above all things is for
your comfort, and if you have
ceased to care for me such request
would only be an annoyance to you.
Father Gray will be in your city
goon (by which time my earthly
sufferings will be over), and when
there will see you and tell you of
my death. If you are much grieved
—and this possible only be
cause you are most faithful and
most true—you shall hﬁ 7e this
letter, which asks a favor of you.

“The world has much K!l\i and
horror and suffering in it. What |
plead for now is that you let your
love for me bring none of these
things into your life. We have need
of joy—not sorrow
Not for 8 moment do I ques-
tion the ennobling powers of grief !
but I feel that joy, which has a
foundation in sorrow, no sorrow
can overthrow. Sometimes we meet
people who have suffered great
calamities, and they are pointed out
a8 holding in their hearts a lifelong
gsorrow. Did it ever ocecur to you
how strong and helpful such lives
might have been if they had prac-

D

ticed joy instead of sorrow ?

18

incurable dise |
An urable disease |} .. . as they

Understand |

see her before |

I'd |
| not, if your love hagstood this three
| years'

| me in life
thoughtfully. “I | -

hie whole |

| address

had studied
|
Human |

| no desire for life,

Was her sweet, unvarying cheerful

to pace the |
The |

| calm voice of the priest wasas oil on
| the

| ful ;

;l\m w she had only a short time to |
| live

priest |

| herself was ready

at |

would |
death and |

now be |
w . | swered,

{
up 8o much for
returned impress- |

you |

And |

tore it |

|i
8
|

wouldn’t | the

| movement from th¢

| other country, where her life ecould | the

( X
| brey,

| her

| without fear.

CATHOLIC RECORD

“Your life, I know, will be al ARCHITECTS
than mine has been, or |

could be. It is my hope and trust ‘ WATT & BLACKWELL
that you will use it as a power of M”"'m:,if{'”l“lf:“:(A,;f::"'mm"
good ; and that it will be a happy | | $ixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Ohambers
Go among the poor and LONDON ONT.,
suffering-and oppressed as much as ! -3
you can or will, but go with a | \V (J, I\AL ”{R/\ \’
message of good cheer, Never turn | ARCHIT ECT
aside from sorrow or distress, no g’ et
matter how you shrink from their | Churches and Scl
contact, but always let your com- | Dominion
fort take the form of cheerfulness, | THLEPHO
Practice in it word, in thought, in
deed, and never doubt but your life
will be a Sursum' Corda to the |
hearts of those about you., It may |
perhaps be your privilege ‘ to lift |
them even unto God." ~ |
“Dear Herbert, is it too much I
aek of you, in this unselfish
this opening wide your heart to the
sufferings and sorrows of others, to
give back joy instead ? I know

100]
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test ; and if you have loved |
you will be mindful of
me in death. My plea is that you

remember me as 1 ‘wish to be re BROWN OPT“:AL CO
membered. In no merit of my own TE Y
do I place my trust that you will | Physical Eye Specialists

even heed this message; but to | 2238 Dundas St

your
great affection (perhaps too wide DHON" 1877
lamilton, Montreal and Windsor

and deep and tender to have been lay-
London Optical Co.

ished upon ome poor girl) do 1
this prayer, and bid you g y
arise above every selfish considera- Eyesight Specialists
tion of grief, to make of your love A. M. DAMBRA, Optometrist
for me no life-long sorrow, but PHONE 6180
ullding
Yk London,

Branches

a
life-long joy.

Dominion Bavings
Richmond St

“MARJORIE

That was all. So much of him-
8o little of herself. Had there been
no struggle 7 He rhmt wondered-—-
to take the love
and happiness she could have had

SPECIALISTS IN PORTRAITURE
{ 214 Dundas St. Phone 444

Photographer to the Particular
ness a natural chfiracteristic, or one
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The priest had been standing at Maln k36530u§l?:‘{le§,onu s426W

window. He turned now at a | 402 Clarence 8t. Phone 1899F

.\”\”’K man. 454 Hamiiton Ro.ul Phone 8707W

Herbert said, wist
fully, *“if you could tel Il me a few
thiogs about Marjorie’s everyda
life ? I know so very little of he:
to treasure in remembrance.”

Father Grey seated himself and
talked of Marjorie and many trifles
connected with her life, to which
lover listened hangrily. He
spoke of her work hmnr}g neglected
poor children, and théir love for
her, in and out of lessons time,
said she was ‘‘such |
fun ;" of her work in poor homes, ) .
helpful, practical, always cheer- | rhe Grl\‘_',g }"10US€

and her visits to the hospital, | LONDON. ONT.

whorn her coming was to meny a | T. B. COUK, Propri
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“l wonder,”

tor.
Rooms

during all this, Mqr)mv‘

"’ gaid the priest quietly.

]h«u)){h the state of her health
was well known, it had come as a
shock to the family ; but Marjorie |
There had been |
only a few days of acute suffering,
then she had died in perfect resig- |
nation and perfect joy.

The hopelessness had gone out of |
young mun'a eyes when the
priest ended. *‘I think I oun bear
to look Hl her face now,” Uli
gravely. “‘I could not be fnn \(
you come with me ?" |

Grey an.|
him into

“Certainly,” Father
and he fu'x!u‘wv(i

the hall. But he paused there to | s I
speak to Herbert's aunt, just de- | Geo. H. O'Neil, Prop. Guy M
scending the stairs, so the young
man passed into the presence of the J. A B A RNA R
dead alone. ! Harley-Davidsc

When the shock of the first wild | Mo ’mcyc-os, M‘ssoy Bncyclcs
m;z 1ished look had swept over and | - €

yeyond him, he saw that her face
P'm. changed very little ; but that
little had meant the f the
throbbing, exulting thing which was
her life. A beautiful Amw,
dead ; and therefore to m t
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deeply reverenced

A footstep "sounded near, and |
Herbert's aunt stood beside him, to |
take a last look at the girl who had |
been dear to them both. The tears
were streaming down her cheeks as |
she turned to g she bravely
wiped them away. ‘1 know
child is happy,”’ said to Father

who still waited at the door. |
We are always so busy comfort-
ing the sorrowful with the hope of
Heaven—we forget, it is, in reality, {
the home of joy. Mm_inriu will not | | &85~ ﬂ
be strange there."” 1% rrmahuu
‘* No,”” the priest’s voice was -

gentle, yet again it held a touch of | ‘-‘O"W‘ M CAUSLAND
reserve ; ‘‘indeed, Marjorie will not . AT
be strange there.” |

It was Mrs. Moore who had laid |
the lilies and roses so lavishly on
the dead girl's coffin, and Herbert |
would keep violets l looming on her |
grave ; but it would be this priest
who would hold most often—tender- ||
ly, compassionately—the rosemary (|
of her memory, in his prayer

The others had gone now, and it
was his turn to stand beside the |
casket. His had been the eyes to
watch the last faint flutter of life
fade from that countenance; his
the hand to hold the cross before
her dying glance, and press it-to all
her lips; his the voice that bade picion
cling to its hope and promise | th
His the voice in life
as well as in death; and always
there had been a cross, but always
a patient, onfaltering clinging to
it ; yet the life message of this soul

Repairs to Your Furnace
had.oeen joy to those who knew it || o Your Plumbing

Musingly the gilver-haired priest We
looked down at the golden haired
girl.

' In peace at last,
And only this old priest realized
something of the battle the girl
had waged againat suffering, selfish-
ness, disease—he only knew that in Plumbir
life, but not in death, she had
struggled with the Giant Despair,—
The Magnificat.
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