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Hill Born.

(like a great sombre river;
death

Broeding In lavish sweetness.

is the cet and’ me fientifically
propu‘:: tea, -olm‘o - Tewit, -

you a plece of advice It you want to
keep out of trouble and avold being
accused of a crime, go away I intend
to kill myself. And it they know th,
you spent the night here"——- past

I was sure that she was not joking. | Under the m
i Bhe expressed herself calmly, without | To the dull
jbrnvldo and toyed with the weapon in

THE INTRUDER

flame
By Rene Bizet

Tnnslnt.ed by
Willlam L. McPherson

&bout the length of the march, sleep-
ing under the stars and eating my
bread on the bank of a stream.
Sometimes I was tired and condi-
tions of travel afoot were not favor.
able. Thus one oppressive July Sun-
day I regretted that I had not stopped
&t Sarzeau when |t grew dark and the | want to shoot yourself, but you are
sky clouded over. | had still three!afraiq of the rain!”
&ood leagues to go to the next village. “It is true. And now, go.
The southwest wind blew in squalls | you, leave me here alone
across the country, forcing me to 8top | know me. What difference
to catch my breath, | was not dis- | make to you if I kill myselt?
couraged until the rain began to fall | age, when one is tired of life, it
in torrents, blinding me and almost | cause one has suffered in love. The [In molellke burrows.
strangling me. The lightning Hlumin-,man whom 1 loved has just deserted |
ated the horizon. The thunder and me, in spite of my tears.
the ocean mingled their tumult so com- |

“No-—no moralizing. It you please, heaven—
There is something so ridiculous in
our dialogue at this hour and in this

place, that I almost feel lfke leavlu;’rhey have been mus
|

you here and killing myself outside on They
the road.”

come
“But it is raining too hard. You

| Home to my hills,

Feet that have trodden granite

I beg |Can never be content

You don't ways.
does it |Eyes that

with the stars

Hearts
have followed the wind

for sending you away. But it must be.
Go. Continue your Journey. Think of
me until the dawn. And swear to me
that you will never tell any one what
you have seen.

again,
stumble {nto the waves below, [ hud'

given up hope of finding sheliter, |

. . . X i bellion;
Suddenly I saw on my right a dark

mass in the shadows. It must be a|

house on the side of the road. Who ! on the table.

would be cruel enough to refuse hos- | slammed

pitality to a drenched wayfarer? I/ me.

felt for the door. I discovered it and |
= rapped on it. There was no answer. |
A lightning flash Tevealed a low,(
thatched cottage. I rapped again. Not against her folly. But I had neither |
& sound in reply. Then out of lrrlt&i the time nor the strength to do so.
tion than anything else, I seized the | we had talked but a few minutes, and |
knob and turned savagely. The d00r | the gcene which I had passed through
opened. 1 entered with a sigh of re- Was so strange and so unexpected that |
lel. Finally I had a refuge. out on the road I hardly knew it {t an

But where was 17 What was going had not been all a dream. I walkeq

to happen? I drew my lamp from mY | ahead abstractedly in the rain and
pocket and walked ahead. There was | mud. 1 pald no attention to the howl-
a long passageway—then to the left a ing of the wind. I tried to keep on
furnished rcom. I called aloud to my feet and to plunge through the
"waken the occupants. No volce re- darkness. I remembered nothing,
sponded. The house was empty. Since | Stumbling agalnst a stone and al-
I was the sole possessor

for the night | yooe falling over it restored me to my
and there was little chance that th‘senses. My memory came back,

owners would return In such weather, | There was a thatched house and a
I decided to install myself as comfort- Young woman. There was the revol-
ably as possible and go to sleed I yer—and death. There was the drama
found copper candlesticks on a man»!whjch 1 was allowing to be played
tel-piece. I lghted the candles. In | through, 1 turned about and ran to.
® room were chairs, a table and a ward the house. I shouted alcug my
remorse, as if men could hear me, 1

| hurled mysel fat the dcor. The flames
rustic taste rath- | of the candies threw fittul shadows on
| the wall. I listenes. Al was silence,
I saw her stretched on the bench on
At dawn | which | had lain. I had arrived too
I might | jg¢e,
I drew nearer and heard the sound |
I was | o reguler breathing. I saw her beautj.
88 800N (fu] hair n a golden network about
which I'lher closed eyes. Her hands lay on
and I |her breast like flowers. The revolyer
heard | was still on the table.  Weary, ex. |
hausted, no doubt, she had been over |upon {intuition

come by sleep before death appeared. | while with the
I put the weapon in my pocket, I

Ste put the weapon and the candle only

the door
rick stars—

I know that I ought to have resist. | dawn

thunder.

—eee

Especially s this the case in m:
the most Intimate and the most |
spective of all the arts, This

| channels of its own.

their public through a
work, the muslecfan
must depend upon
trained interpreter.

finished when he plac

an

|elects to perform the work.

work of musical art there 8l
under the veil of notes and &
sleeping beauty

a lucky chance which brought
‘Rere,” I sald to mypelr, “
#shall get out, for after that
A welcome.”
r, mpest raged outside.
0 tired that'I cloeed my eyes
s'1 sat down on the bench
nded to make my couch,
thought I was dreaming when |
these words:

“What are you doing in my house?”

I gave a start. No, it was not a
dream. Two steps away was a WOoman | blew out the candles. I went out again |of his interpretive knowledge.
who, a candle in her hand, was e!-hnm the storm, this time Joyously, | 1s of greater importance to the

ng =e curiously. |leaving my Sleeping Beauty. I wasg |

I — !not. under my vagabond cloak, enough |
“You came to rob me?” |of & Prince Charming to awaken her |
8he spoke so audaciously and had |

the lovellness to life.
The interpreter must first of aj]

possible for him to liberate the
cal vibrations of the muslc,
work of the creative musician

and

int,

but shall comprehend

Character.

answer and contented myselt with
8

At her closely. WAS &) It s astonishing what power there

-looking, | 19 in the intense, absorbing realization |
» for the water | of what is true,
her clothes. Her | holding of this

— e e
Minard’s Linhinent Heals Cuta
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her profile, and I could see he

T wide | of omnipotent Power. Character can!gnd at every opportunity,
blue eyes glitter like 1wo pale sap- only grow by what it feeds upon: If -— oo’
phires | we take only divine thoughts Into our

“are you minds, the character will be divine:

“WQ.III' she continued,
afraid?’

{ but every foolish, wicked thought mars | TO ?UDDl t-he.
A8 she sald this she drew & revol- | the web of character, and the wicked | steadi yin mg
ver from her pocket. I jumped up. threads strotch themselves across the | demand for
ut, madamolselle”— - web, ae a perpetual testimoay of our |
"'“!lld It is not for you. folly. Remember that your success s |

EDDYS

MATCHES

olng to give a child of your thought. 1Ir ynur'

= | thought ~"{s mean and contemptible, |

your success must be of the same kind.
o 001. =0, 8. Marden.

— e
If you have -ceased to smile, you
kave lost out in the gams of life, no
what your bank account may

I am mdu.luent with a winged Insurgence

| ferent to everything. I ecan naither, they spur
B Iy that I feared any minute I|smile nor weep. I ask your pardon | The timorous flesh to skyward trails
r/"’md 'reach the edge of a clif and |

Interpretation in Music.
Every work of art emanates from
interesting and absorbing {dea
| which seems to demand expression in
the most artistic and complete f

I bave grown weary of this languid
land

Bick of m'lcv horizon line that flows
sick to

Of rose and laurel, eucalyptus, p:lm.
am

mad

For the barsh glory of my own far
hills,

For the stern masculinity of home.

They do not have suarise or sunset
here;

Rather the shametul day slinks cower-
ing In

{Over gray waste o: waters and gy

Under a muted, melancholy sky.

And mcver does it burn away in one

| Bwift, splendid burst of sanctifying

At As day once did, but shambles grayly [ r

antle of the leper fog, |
Stupor of a starless night. | felt bitterly towarq the av

Of aspen leavos black on an amber
For all the mighty pageantries of day

That made lite eple large, | am athirst.

le in my memory;
will go echolng with me till |

with milder
have held high converse

is be- | Cannot be tamed to blinking servitude
that

ti

And mine to-night s wild with all re-
Blind to all other Peauty—hungering

8he pushed me out and JFor hill horizons and a coyote moon—
violently behind |Sage in my nostrils—milling, mave-

(And then the flame clad riders of the
ed, that I ought to have defended hor,vLoDm‘ atey the sky with hoots of

—Ted Olson.

orm.

usle,
ntro-

taves a
awaiting the magic
touch of the interpreter to bring all

be
a real artist, otherwise {t will be Im-
magl-
In the |
there
must naturally be more dependence |
lnd!vlduall(y.
interpretive artist |
greater stress is lald upon the extent

|
|

What |
er- |
pretive artist is that he ghall know not
merely the composer and his work, |

the nature o!f
with a kiss. the musical receptivity of the pub“c"
the air of being so little frightened my —— mind for which he must perform,
ence that I did not know what

It is not absolutely necessary thntf
80od and real. The | an education should be crowded into a |

intense thought of | few years of school life. The best |
~~4E from under her hat, | reality, of goodness, of our divinity, | educated people are those who are al- |
agalast her cheeks, But ' strengthens our character and revea ways learning, always absorbing

, nothing couid alter the purity | to us s of the

fon , knowledge from every possible source |

magnifi-
| cent art depends for itg effects upon
While the paint-
er and the sculptor speaks directly to
completed |
on the other hand |
artistically
His work e not
es it upon paper.
| Its value may be ralsed or lowered de-
| pending upon the character and the
training and the talent of the one who

i

Disfifusion, alas! comes to all of ua.
My first distilusion, says Mr. ArtBur
Porritt In the Best I Remember, came
when I was a boy of nine years, and
every detail is burned upon my mem-
ory.

’it my day school in a Lancashire
town the boys had a mad craze one
year for a particular form of sweets.
All our pocket money went on a sort
of sherbet, which we ate dry with a
spoon, and which we called “kall” It 3
was soldr In little flat wooden boxes,
and there were several varieties, lem-
on, orange, pineapple, and so forth.
Oplnious varied sharply as to the
merits of the varfous kinds. One boy
pralsed lemon kall; another cared for
nothing "except orange; and a third
vowed that all other varleties of the
sweet wore simply uneatable com-
ared with pineapple kall. We quar-
@ mnost came to blows over
| the relative mer’
‘fnrmﬂd &roups of orange

2 universal cusiom
that benefits every-
body.

Aids digestion,

plons  of lemon and pineapp, kali. e
2y ber hand as she might have toyed |0 God—for splendid spaces In this | In fact, we boys blindly elevated FI.AVOR LA S
S with & pendant to her necklace, dawn-— h"l' Into real party Issues,

I was eighteen years old. For the “¥ou want to kill yourself?” For glimmering vastness — for the| Now the Summer holidays came
first time I was free. My parents had | “yeg " wind that swings while our differences ot opinion were
sllowed me to make a trip alone “Why" Tumultuously in from starry horlzon— |8t & helght, and 1 went (o Vvisit rola- | SR W
through the country. For a whole “For reasons which don't interest For the tempestuous magic of a tky |tives In an East Lancashire town. e YIRS
month I could realize my dream of you.” Torn Into shreds of fire—and for the { While there I had the supreme Joy of ' 14 is not m,mmw'v‘\_
rambling over the Breton reads, my “Nevertheless, what justifies you in hush being taken over the factory where

- sack on my back, without worrylng | killing yourself?”

done, the burdens we have actually

borne, the troubles that have actually
come that have furrowed deep wrink-
les in the faces of many of us, and
made us prematurely old; it is the use-
| less fears and wor:'es about the things
| that have never happened that have
| done all the mischfef.

the kalls were made. On my round I
entered a room where four glils In
white overalls were filling the familiar
fiat wooden boxes, which were already
Iabeled; there was a mountainous pile
of the toothsome powder on a huge
round table. I looked at the boxes;
they bore colored labols, yvelJow for
lemon kall, red for orange kall and
green for pineapple kall. But all the
boxes were being fllled from the same
plle! Aghast, I asked one of the girls
It a horrible mistake was not being
made. “Aren't you putting orange
kall Into a lemon kall box?" | asked
In a tone that must have sounded hor-
ror-atruck '
“Oh, no," she replied; “there's no
difference In the kall; the difference is
ouly in the labels on the boxes.”
I left the factory, & sadly disillusion.
ed boy.
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Woman's Tool,
Engine-Driver—“The reason we are r::l!(;'::mt)mg:::?n‘ahd:
~Hardened. toughened and

the engine has broken down., | have pere 'men who know hew
to bulld dou

examined it, and If I only had the

complicated device to hold a woman'y
hair and form permanent waves {u |t |
while she sleeps. ]

e life and double
value Into every axe theymake

ASK YOUR HARDWARE MAN FOR A ‘444"
Single Bit-Double Bt
Any Shape-Any Weioht

—————
CANADA FOUNDRIES & FORGINGS
LmMiTED

{‘ JAMES SMART PLANT

BROCKVILLE ONT,

proper tools 1 couldgfix It in half an
hour.”

Helpful Old Lady
pin.

“Here's a halr

—-—
Halr Waved in Sleep.

Its inventor has patented a rather

kept waiting here, ma'am, is bacauu/

T'S the careful systematic saving

of amall sums each
month that enables men and women to

ers of good Bonds and establish themaelves
f:nyd to financial .:ec ’s

OuthlanaymcntPhnl B Bonds has been
devised particularly for m..‘fmé‘ w to &u:r' up a

workable plan of saving and investing o

of their income. The Plan is quite simple and
appeal to those who wish to secure the maximum

return, i with safety,

Bonds on the Partial Payment Plan s full

demm & special booklet, Uge the coupon below tz
obtain a copy and full

rticulars as to how can
become the wner of a safe $500 or $1,000 bond dut’?n“' the
next few months.

Zmilius Jarvis & Co.

_ LinrTED
293 Bay Street Toronto

Kindl d copy of “'B Bonds the
Partial Payment lans P ° “Buving Bonds on
B e i e 4t g e e o S S o e

»
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