
22 CANADIAN COURIER..

WRITE TO

THE CUDAHY PACKING CO.,
Toronto, - Canada

FOR OUR BOOICLET
"«Hints to Housewives."

Makin'g N
(Concluded

and we were ail 1aaigbing when sud-
denly she put ber hand to ber aide-
and Into he-r face there crept the look
I had seau ln Grandpa's, the day 1
took them £rom the old place. It
was an appeal, an appeal to me, who
had gone ta ber witb ail tbe bard
places, ibath In chlldhood and age. I
shrank and shivered In my belpless-
ness--f-then I called for a d-octor.

He -came at once. He did flot tell
her, -but she guessed. We could flot
bide anytiiing from ber.

"How long will It be?" sbe asked.
'WNot more than a montb," ha said.
iShe laughed softly. "So I arn go-

Ing borne ln tbe sprlng," she sald, "if
oniy Jlm"--ber voice caught there-
for Grandpa was sobbiug ln a corner.

"Jlrn, corne here," she called tan-
derly.

He went ta ber side and kueit do-wn.
Sha put ber arme around hlm, and
their grlzzled hair mlngled. We stole
from the room. What tbey sald to
eacb other wa do flot know. No ona
will evar know, but from that hour
ber mantie was on him. Ha was the
strong one. He tbought of tbe things
she would lika. Ha ancouraged ber
wben the pain was itoo great. He
emoothed ther pllow and held ber
weary,<rame wheu .she could flot fInd
rest. Deep Unes of pain ghowed on
bis face, but he never complained, and
býe joked as we neyer heard blm jotke.

One avenlng Graudma said good-bye
to ail but Gra.nd-pa. Tben Iooklng out
o! the wIndow at the settIng sun sha
whispered, III arn going borne ln the
apring."

Graudpa was supporting ber, and a
light, flot of earth, was on ber face.
'Tlease leave us," he wbisparad, 'Il
*wUll caul you."

ft was ontly a few minutes untll we
heard bim say "Corne," We waut
sllently ln and aur boy o! ten, wbo
had just corne Iu from play, want with
us. Alter a <8w seconds be sald, ln
the panetrating volce o! chil*dhood.
"la she d-ead?"

UST tben a last ray <rom the e.ettIugJu atelal aeros tbe pillowe, llgbt-
Inàg up the peaceftl eld face, witb

a look o! triuntpb. It was the doctor'e
vol," that answared. We bad Vnot
noticed hlm corne ln. "No, not dead,
my boy. Thie s lalifa. Sbe la begin-
ning agaln In the sprIng."

,Our hearts acbad for Graudpa, but
there was ilittie we could say or do.
The nlgbt atter the funaral, wbeu wa
were ail gatbered around the grate
down staîre trying to bu eheerful,
Grandpa graaped the arma o! lis chair
and sa.id, 'Il think you bad best seli
the old place. .'i1 not go back agaln. "

"I1 thlnk that would be bettar," I
eald, 'Iand we are very glad to have
you witb us."

~His bande fumbied with bis baud-
kerchief, and hos did flot look at us as
ha said, "lYou are very kind, but I arn
gaing away."o

"IWbere are yeu going?" 1 asked.
M~ arn going west to taka up land.

I arn feeling strong again."
At that there was a storrn of pro-

teste. Wa al1 showed hlm iiow imi-
possible th-at was. We polutad out
how mu-eb rwa uaeded hlm te loo~k
after ur gardens, and we ended -by
.aaylng that wa would not a'llow hîm
to do such a thing, andt It was out c!
the question for a man bie age.

He merely ehook bis head lu mute
appeal, -but <wheu we bad finished, lic
surreptttious1y wlped away a tear wtb
the corner of bis i-ed liaudkerchief,
and In a tremrbling voice he said,
I*Well, l'Il flot go agalnat you, but If
you understood, you'd let me go."

At that a silence ýcame over us, and
sorneone said, "Let Grandpa explain."

Ha straightenedl up aud lookod
around at us. Wbeu ha saw that 'we
wera ýwalting, ha eaid, 'I read a story
once about a fellow that was tiad to
a great rock on the beach, so that be
weuld drown whau the tide came In.
It was a horrible place to be ln, but
It weuldn't have been bal! so bad if
lie ould have put Up a figbt, altbongh
the end wouid have been Just the
sanie. 1 dou't want to be ungrateful,
for yen are ail as kind to me as yen
eau bc, and you wlsh -ta give me more
comforts than 1 ever had before, but
lt «iu't my borne, it aiu't rny Ille. Yen
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are tying me up, and you aln't givin'
me the chance te fi.gbt."

Ha looked around anxiously to sea
if ha bad burt us, but seaiug ouly
sympathy In our faces, he continued,
"You do flot feal any oldar than you
did at twenty, do you?"

1 ackuowledged that I did not.
"Nefther do I," ha said, "1foîke do

not gat old with their grizzled hair and
sbaky llmbs. It's oniy a aigu we are
gattlug ready to begin again." The
tears sprang ta bis ayas, and soba
shook his aid <rame as ha said, 'Il
wanted ta go witb Grandma, but I
must wait a bit."

"Go back ta the old place," I said.

SîGHING for freali worlds. te con-Scuer, the firm of J. M. Denpt and
Son, oe of the greatest publlsh-

img bouses lu Eniglaud, with a branch
lu Toronto that ka makiug great head-
way, have decided upon a uew yen-
ture, ta be called "The Wayfarere'
Library." It ls now eigbt year8sinlce
these bandy littie volumes In the
"Everynu" l1brary fixet made theIr
appearauce, and ne less than seven
buudred books have been lucluded iu
the serlea. "The uew lLbrary"ý-to
quota Mr. Dent--"is a sort ef modern
sida te the Everyiman sortes. We
shaîl niake a elucara and purposeful
attempt to formulate a collection of
books whIcb shail adeqnately repre-
sent the rorntiem and Imina-
tivanese of Our own trne."

Fiction, adventure, -humour, essaya
-ail these w111 ftud a place, and ail
o! tbem wlll be represeuted entirely
by moderu writers. Naines lke
A. E. W. Masen, H. de Vere Stacpoole,
H. G. Wells, Arnold Bennett, H. A.
Vacheli, Josepb onrad, Guy Boothiby,
Marriott Watson, Mark Twain, F.
Anstey, Charles, Lee, Frank Stockten,
Sir A. Qulller-Coucb, Barry Pain, John
Oliver Hobbes, Thomas Hardy, Pett
Ridge, Georger-GIss1ng, 'Ruskin, Austin
Dobson, G. K. Chuesterton, A. 7E1tard-
uer, Clament; Shorter, and G. W. E.
Russell figure lu the liet. The first
Issue wIll consist of a bundred
volumes, and the press work wili be
Deut'ej-f-whicb le a,1l that needs te be
sald.

The iRaverend Sir William iRoibert-
sBou Nichoi bas given us o! bis bhast
ln "A Bookmau'!s Letters."' (Toronto:
Hodider & Stougliton. $1.50 net.) To
begin 'with, Sir William may edaim ta
ba a baokmau-perbaps the bookmran
lu Britain to-day. WbTat ha doesln't
knew about books isn't wertb kno'w-
Iug. As "1Claudine Clear," lu, the
"Britisb Wekly," bis correspondence
bas ïbeen esgerly sougbt by ail classes
lu oEngland for many years, and eo
,great a power bas ha becoMe, 80 far
as bis politîcal 'Wrltlngs are concerned,
that lu 1909 a grateful igoverneut
gave hlm bis Knightheod. 1 tbink
It rnust have hurt muy lords the
bishops tei tbink thiat a free chnrcb
minls.ter had beau knlgbtad.

The lettera deal with ai sorts of
people and thinge. Thera ara Me-
merles o! Meredith, and papers on the
Uiterary metbod o! Lord RoeeberY,
Watts-Duntan and Besant. Towards
the end o! the book the auther deale
wlth bis grat lova, the genIUs -Wbo
was known to -a notosufftciently-ad-
mlring public as "Mark Ruthanrfod."
And thera is a wonderful ohaPter On
,Gravy,", the use of suparfluous fat'

lu deimriýptive wrlting. TwO O! the
rnost lntarffstIng and Instructive eha-
taeý lu the 'book deal with ravieowlng,
undar the headlngs, "Saeven WayS e!
Raviewig," and "The Etiglutb Way,"
wich la the «"Riýght Way." PeuPla wbo
dara Ito review boeks -wll be 11 'the
paradoxicai position atter' readlng
Claudius Clear's 'WOrdls ou the art Of
.raviewlng, o! being more sure, and
le"e certain o! theinselves wheuever
tbey tackla the task o!f s,1zlug up) an
author.

A moutb ago, wbeu the -writer was
ln London, the book iwas attracting
a grant deai o! attention, and It ls
gratifying ta learu that écetb the Lon-

"Hae ehudderad and shook hie bead.
"No, I could not do that. l'Il give up
unless I can get away <rom the aid
tbiugs. It would ba haunted with
ghoests o< the past."1

A gaunt aid man wi-th grizzled hair,
waved bis baud <rom the back o! the
westbound express, ta a smaîl group
«!people standing on the plat!orm.

"You will write?" we called.
"Yes, 1 wil.l write o!teu," ha eaid,

"«and do nat worry. Wbatever hsp-
pans, rememaber I arn living my life,
and deatb la rnuch the same wherever
It finde us."

There were tears ln our ayes as
wa w 'atcbed tbe louely old'figure. We
wlshed ta share aur ail with hlm, but
the naw trails were calling hlm.

don house and -tbe Toronto bouse have
h1ad a grat enecess lu "ABooknmn'
Lettere."

Miss Leon-a Dairymple, tha author
o! "In the Heart e! the Christrnas
Pies," IIUuceý Noab'e Christmnas In-
spiration," and "Týra-umerai," bas ibeau
a.warded the $10,000 ýprise lu the
Reilly & BrItton novai coutest, for
ber book, "Diane of the Green Van."
Miss Dalrymple, is the daugliter e!
Judge Daîrympla, o! Passalc, N.J., and
iu addition te, her litarary activitias lu
the longer forrn le a contrIbutor -te
magazines.

The Copp, Clark Co. will pnblieb
the -Cauadiau edition ou Mardi 7tb.

It la nat very long ago since these
celunins coutained seme remsrke on
Mir. Phillipa Oppen-helm'a than latest
work, a fautastic uavel-"-iTbe Doubla
Lîfe of MT. Alfred Burton."1 Iu that
novai, the auth-or departed fror bhis
usual treatient, and le!t intrigue
alone. Iu b.ls uew book, "A Peopla's
Man," ha goes back te biýs old love,
and telle the story o! a Soclalist-a
rai Sociallst, not a saloon palitician
-who trias te brlng the rnullennium
about, but ls harnpered by bis
gentlernanly instinet and by falllng lu
love wItb a very bewitoblug lady wbo
is the Unionist Prime Miulster's
daugbter. Maraton ls a ýpeople's man,
but ha <alse foui o! the labour leaders,
with raid ties aud raucons toues, ho-
caue ha Is abie and -willlug ta 'waar
a dress suit o! the latest cut. Even-
tually, Mamraon "etarts eomethlng"
for the workers of Eugland, and
labour la dIsongauized, aud the whola
country ýparaiyzed. Garmauy makes
ready ta lnva&da, and Marator quelîs
the dieturbance he bas brought about,
and, necordIng pntriotism firet place,
calis the strike off.

Tha novel Is the 'best of Mr. Ohppeui-
heim'a I have read bluce "Mr. Win-
grave, BIilionatre." It le net uuduly
sensational, but la al-waye lntensely
Inîterestng. and thera le a good deal
of moral teachlug wblech doesu't Irri-
taita ointe the pi111 Is ongar*-coated.
(MoClellaud and GoodclIild. Toronto:
$1.35 net.)

Mary Roberts Rhinehart; bas writteu
a very claver book. It rau semlely,
lu McClure,% Magazine, I believe, and
la ealled "T1he Alter Hlousa."* The
sub-title deseribes It as a mysery
story, and so axcellently well dose
theanuthor enake b'er puppets dance,
that -the rnysery rernalus tIli the last
cha.pter or se. It la a tala about a
please yacht, whIch vrevlously had
a sinîster reqputntlou. That reputa-
~tion le not balled lu the stery, fer
there are tlhraa murders, and t'we or
thraa other attempts. Susplelen falls
ou two of the nien on board, -but ulti-
mateiy the gult o! an third la proved.
He la a xeligions inanulc, and his
mania takes the eorm of avenglng
hlrneif upon (peole ha doesn't like.
It le te ha hoped that thare are net
mnny sncb. There la a pretty love
story fer thosa wbho like that sort o!
thiug, and adventure euaugb to make
oue's hair stand on end. Altoegether,
the ibocrk le an Important contribution
to the ltarture of detectivadc'r. It
la pnbll'sbed by William Briggs, To-
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