
UNCLE
& W HEN an old fellow that hasn't been inX ! thesaddle for a score of years ort

an evil-minded, raw-boned nag -and
guespouningalong a country road,

by way. of showing off, he deserves ail he gets."
Danicl Wilson spoke with feeling, also- with auth-
onity; he was the old fellow referred to. Back in
the village the liveryman had warned bum, but wben
had dour Daniel listened to warning?

"The roads. are, bad," sohad urged the livery-
man. "Not mmcli but ýhumps an' boliers and patches
of ice twixt this and ThornhedgÉe."

"I've nidden over them when they were worse.
Put on the saddle.";

"Better have the bay mare 'and c <art, mister. Trhe
chestnut's an ugly brute if .he don't get bis way."

"So arn 1. Twcnty-flve years. ago I left Thorn.-
hedge on 'horseback and I've the whîm to go back
the same fashion. Tigliten that girth and-clear the
track."

Daniel's face was grim, his air morose as he rode
along. He was on bis way to pay a visit, a long
promised visit to bis brother Jacob at the home-
stcad. Wliy flot? Christmas Eve was the tume
when all the prodigals came straggling back.

The cbestniut took Watcrman's bridge on the
gallop, and with a crunching of thin ice and scat-
tering of frozen mmud wcnt up the hli, on past the
church, the graveyard, with the taîl stones looking
over the wall like a row of ghosts cmirious to know
wbat was going on in the otitside world, past the
wood, the brown pasturc land, the creaking wind-
mili by the sulent creck.

Daniel kncw the road, right well lie knew it, had
ridden over it in the day time, niglit time, in the
small hours of morning, ridden at a madder pace
than this ehestnut would ever strike. Wild Dan
Wilson, the neighbors had called hlm; and, yes, lie
bad earned the namne.

His father had been unjust. Daniel's face grew
grinmer stili as he recalled ýhow his father magni-
fied bis fýauits into crimes, propbesicd for him dis-
grace, poverty; ýcalled 'hlm spendthrift, roysterer,
ne'er-do-well. Neyer mmnd, be had more money now
than any Wilson of the name, and lie was on bis
way to settie up witb Jacob. How bard they had
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"Who was this with thebillowîng rose-fiowered frock,
the shawl with the silken fringe?"

the homestead-a rarnbling stone house with ail its
western windows red fromn the sunset glow-but he
had stili some hard riding to do. It was almost
dark when lie opened the farta yard gate. He put
the chestnut in the stable and walked stiffly toward
the house. Two lads were out doing chores, their
lantern making a cheery glow here and there. He
stood stili to watch themn.

It was quite natural that they should climb the
straw stack for the fu-n of sliding down; that they
should quarrel as to whose turn it was to pump the
trougli full of water; that one shouid throw the
other's cap through a hole i the granary door and
dare the owner to face the dark ini search of it.
1)lipi knew without lookinig that the tow-headed

Dad"' called
down in the

lamp burned dirnly, the eyes of neither were what
they used to be.

"I've called to see Jacob Wilson on business,"
saiýd Daniel,

"Has the-has the business anything to do with
the homestead ?" asked the other.

"It has," snapped Daniel, who resented, the
stranger's knowledge of aiffairs, "and VIl thank yonu
to let him know I'm here.",

"Hope you're not too big feeling to make your-
self at home in the kitchen, Mr. Hall-that's the
name, isn't it? Fact is," pushing a chair forward
andspeaking with, nervous haste, "our girl is hav-
ing an old time party, .sort of masquerade affair,
and 'this is about ail the free spot 1 can find. I was
set against this party, 'but girls are persuaive
things, eh ?"

1Not receiving an answer he favoured bis vîsitor
with a glance furtive but searciing. "Burke and
Halliday wrote youi was going ,to foreclose."

"Burke and Halliday are riglit. How soon capn
you get out of here ?"

"I hoped," he put lis band over his lips to smootbh
the trembling fromt thcm, "wc could corne to some
agrcement. I'd like to stay on and work the place~
on shares. It's ail the home I've ever known, or1
my children have er cno'wn. Lt can't nican a
much to you as to me."y

"You've let it slip through your fingers, though,'
broke ini Daniel, who evcry moment secmed to be
growing angrier with bis brother, buiseif, the whole
world.

"Things haven't prospered with me," tears o
self pity stood in jacob's cyes. "Crops bave becn
poor; a stranger chcated me out of-"

"Better a stranger than a brother." His fierce
niess made Jacob draw back in alanm.

"0f course, of course," soothingiy, "but a mi
hates to have somebody cheat humn out of bis eye
tecth. The sharks aren't al in the city, stranger;
the country bas 'cmn too,"

"I believe you, I believe you. A country shark
did me ont of ail I ýhad, ail I had-house and home.
family affection, and that sort of thing. I can se
him now leaning on my father's shoulder, whisper
ing in my father's car; sec him smi&ling innocent a
you please over the mischief lie made. But jt'sa
ino lqanp vn kT<n the res;t." Tie took bis bat fror


