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.CHAPTER XLVI.—(Cont’d.)
nal’s resting place was on a sun-
ny hillside under a blossomin

m in which the bees hummed drows-

Y in the spring time and through
which the green parrots flashed all
the year. It was to think that
Steve would draw his last breath in
freedom, and then sleep there under
the blue sky. But for her, there would

no freedom, no open spaecs. Life
had become a prison from which there
was onl{ one gate—Death; and that
she would not be able to open because
she was a hostage for other lives.
Dan’s 'and Steve’s—perhaps Davey’s.

Cameron’s- buggy rounded a turn
in the road.

Mrs. Ross and Jessie were in it, and
there was a man’s figure beside their’s
—only one though.

The horse, moving at her slow,
steady jog-trot, drew nearer.

Deirdre saw clearly the man who
was driving. It was_Davey. The
Schoolmaster was not with him.

A panic_seized her. She flew out
to the road; the horse stopped auto-
matically.

“Where'’s father?” she cried.

Davey stared at her. He scarcely

After N
Every Meal \

WRIGLEYS

The Great Canadian Swestmeat

provides pleasant action
for your teeth, also
penetrating the crevices
and cleansing them.
Then, too, it aids
digestion.
Use WRIGLEY'S after

every meal—see how
much better you will

(¥ = - ,

@
It Rests theWrist
THE whole body is re-
laxed, the ironing is
done far more quickly, and
the end of your ironing finds
you with untired arms and

wrists, if you iron the

- )

way. The thumb rest, an
exclusive Hotpoint feature,
relieves all strain from the
wrist, and makes ironing an
agreeable duty, rather than
a weary task.

For sale by dealersevery-
where.

“Made in Canads” by
Canadian General Electric Co,
Limited
Head Office,

Toronto’

»

o

THE LARGEST SALE OF ANY

white | li

.8 good lad, very fond of her, and been

NORTH AMERICA.

]
|
i

i

 that rose
the yard, the barns and

knew her—this wild, white-faced crea-
ture with burning eyes and colourless
ps.
“Hasn’t he come?” she asked.
“No,” he said slowly.
He got down from the buggy. His
heart ached at the sight of her. He
hardly knew how to speak. He moved
to take her hands.

She shrank from him.

“Why didn’t he come?”

“Because . . Oh, Deirdre, it breaks

my heart to tell you,” he broke out.
i Don’t look at me like that. I did all;
(I could, but it was not good. Some|
cursed brute gave information "

“Oh,” she whispered. “It was that
then!”

And after a moment:

“They took him again—for being
at large before the expiration of . .
sentence!”

IlYes.”

His eyes were all tenderness and
pity for her.

“When, Davey?”

“Just before we were leaving, four
days a Don’t look like that, Deir-
dre! won’t leave a stone unturned
to get him back. And I promised him
that we——"

She laughed, a strange, cracking
little laugh.

“Deirdre!”

He was perplexed and hurt.

“Don’t come near me!”

She turned away from him and ran
into the house under the swingin
sign of the black bull with red-rimm
eyes. =

e

Davey attempted to follow her.
| “What the hell’s she doing there?”

saw McNab in the doorway.
i he muttered.

?other anxiously. They did not speak
| for a minute. Then the elder woman
said nervously, uncertainly:

“P’raps .
with Steve to meet the Schoolmaster.
But we’d better be Foing on, Davey.
Don’t risk any trouble with Thad Me-
Nab to-day. Your mother’s waiting
eagerly for you. You're her ouly
thought now. All she has got.”

Davey climbed into the buggy
again. His face was sombre. He did
not got over the shock of his father’s
death and Deirdre’s manner wounded
and bewildered him. He thought that
she was distraught with agony and
disappointment on the Schoolmaster’s
account.. He had imagined how ten-

ﬁened, and comfort her. Now to find
er at the Black Bull, not at Steve’s,
where he had thought she would be,
and Mrs. Ross and Jessie beside him,
when he wanted to fold her in his
arms and assure her that he would
never rest until Dan was with them
again! He swore at every jolt and
Jar on the road to relieve his impa-
tience.’

It was Mrs. Ross who said to Mary
Cameron, taking her aside when
mother and son iad met, and Davey
was turning Bess into the paddock
again:

“It’s true what we heard about
Deirdre Farrel going to marry Me-
Nab. She was married to him this
morning. You’d better break the news
‘to Davey. He doesn’t know yet. I
dursn’t tell him for fear he’d go ‘to
McNab. I wanted to bring him safe
to you. Jessie and I'll go home now.
No doubt you’ll like to have the house
to yourself, but if you want anything,
or there’s anything we can do for
you—;’

“We're always glad to do anything
for you, Mrs. Cameron, dear,” Jessie
said softly.

“It’s a queer, heartless girl Deirdre
is, to play fast and loose with the love
of a fine fellow like Davey,” Mrs. Ross
said, when Jess was outside setting
'theitr bundles and baskets into the

caxf.
|  “®h, she wouldn’t do that—Deir-
idre,” Mrs. Cameron rePlied. “It’s
lsomething dreadful that’s driven her
to it.”

“Yes—I suppose it is,” Mrs. Ross
sighed. “Poor child. Perhaps I'm
spiteful about it, Mary. But maybe
Inow that she is out of the way, Davey
imay think of my Jessie again.”

Davey’s mother smiled sadly.

l “I'd be sorry for any woman he
imarried but Deirdre, for she has the
whole of him—heart and soul,” she
| said.

| “On well, it’s a pity!” Mrs. Ross
kissed her good-bye. “Jess had better
!make up her mind to have Buddy
: Morrison, then, and that’s what I've
been telling her this long time. He’s

| wanting to marr:
years.”

When Jess and her mother had gone,
!driving_ off in their high, Jolting
| buggy, Davey and Mrs. Cameron went

indoors together.

He had aged considerable since she
last saw him. It was a stern, strange
,face to her, this her boy’s. There were
|sorrow, self-repression, a bitter real-

y her for the last five

Mrs. Ross and Jessie eyed each|f

. p'raps she came down |}

derly he would tell-he-what -had hap-{—

lization of life and what it means in
.henrtavhe and disappointment, in his
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CHAPTER XLVII,

Mrs, ron was feeding her
chickens when she thought she heard
someone calling. She listened, and
decided that it was only a whispering
of wind in the trees that had caught
her ear.

The mild light of the evening linger-
ed about her. Her eyes lay on the hill
with a gentle slope beyond
stable, and
a score of low-built brushwood sheds.
Mists were beginning to gather among
the trees that frin the top on either
side. Davey had gone up among those
trees.

The sound of her name called faint-
ly again disturbed her. She looked
own towards the voad that wound
uﬂhlll out of the forest. It was wraith-
like' in the twilight, the long white
gate that barred it from the paddock
about the house, growing dim. The
gum saplings of two or three years’
growth, with their powdery-grey
leaves pressing on' the far side of the
fence behind the barn, shivered as
the surface of still water shivers when
something stirs beneath it. Her eyes
were directed tcwards the centre of
the almost imperceptible movement.

Someone called her, faintly, whis-
peringly.

Going towards the fence, she saw
a wan face and wide eyes among the
leaves. The lines of a long, dark dress
went off into the shadows among the
trees.

“Deirdre,” she cried. >

The girl came towards her, Her
dress was draggled and torn. There
was a red line on her cheek where a
broken branch had caught and
scratched it.

“Where’s Davey?” she asked.

“Deirdre,
Mrs. Cameron recognized a tragic
urﬁency in her face. “Come in, you’re
exhausted. You don’t mean to say
you’ve walked from the Wirree.”

She took her hand and led her into
the kitchen. The fire was sending
long ruddy beams of light over the
bricked floor, glimmering on the rows
of polished metal covers on the walls,
and the crockery on the wooden dress-
er at the far end of the room. It was
very homely and peaceful, Mrs. Cam-
eron’s kitchen. She pushed Deirdre
gently into the big armchair by the
ire.

‘ Sit_there, dearie, till T get yon a
hot drink,” she said.

Deirdre sat very still, gazing before
ner,

“It’s this marriage with McNab is
too much for her,” Mrs. Cameron
thought.

“Oh, child, why did you do it?
What could have driven you to it?”
she asked.

The shadow of a slow and subtle
smile crept for a moment about Deir-
dre’s lips and vanished sgain.

“If only you’d have told me. your
trouble,” Mrs. Cameron ecried. - “I
might have been able to help you.”
“Oh no, you wouldn’t,” Deirdre said.

(To be continued.)
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Meteors and Steel.

A study of the great collection of
meteorites in a European museum has
led to the interesting conclusion that
meteoritic iron, as it falls from the
sky, and the various steels produced in
our modern steel works are the re-
sults of essentially similar chemical
and phyiscal agt_lon. One of the most
striking characteristi~s noted in me-
teoritic iron isicthe presence of a con-
siderable quantity of nickel.
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Liquid Air Explosive.

When liquid alr containing from 40
to 50 per cent. of oxygen is mixed with
powdered charcoal it forms an explo-
sive which is said to be comparable in
power to dynamite and can be ex-
ploded by means of a detonator.

This explosive has been tested in
coal mines. The liquid air must be
used within a few minutes after it ig
prepared.
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EARLY APRIL IN GRENSTONE.

The freshets are free and the ice is
afloat,
And the stems of the willows are
red in the -air.
The crows in long companies echo
their note, |
And the little birds dare,
With their breasts of dawn and their
wings of hoon,
To tell that the bluets are following
soon.

Then a sudden cold night over hollows
and hills
Lays a thickness of snow, for the
inclines of day
And the meadows and bright multi-
tudinous rills "™
To gather away
As yesterday's
shall blend
With the morrow’s new beauty—as I
with a friend!
—Whitter Bynner.

FOUR. KINDS OF PIE.

FOR BERKSHIRE RHUBARB PIE beat
one égg until light, add a cupful of
sugar; a cupful of finely sliced un-
peeled rhubarb, two soda ecrackers
rolled fine, one-half cupful of seeded
and chopped raisins, a pinch of salt
and two tablespoonfuls of butter. Mix
well, pour into a pie plate covered
with pastry, add a top crust, and bake
slowly. NG
ONTARIO APPLE PIE is worthy of at-
tention. Pare and cut into quarters
or eighths (according to the size)
sour apples that will cook easily. Se-
lect a pie plate having a rim, and
cover with pastry which is not too
rich. Arrange the sliced apples over
the crust in circles, placing the slices
in one layer, but very close together.

. e

beauty,

returning,

Pour in enough cold water to half cov-|

er the apples, then sprinkle with
enough sugar to sweeten. Sprinkle
the surface with cinnamon, dust with
flour, dot with butter and place at
once in the oven to bake slowly.
LEMON PIE made by this old recipe
is especially good. Mix together one
cupful of hot water, one cupful of
molasses, one cupful of flour, one egg,
butter the size of a walnut and the
juice and grated rind of one lemon.
Pour the mixture into a pie plate
covered with pastry and place over
the top small squares of a sweet
dough made with one small egg, one-
half cupful of granulated sugar, but-
ter the size of a walnut, one teaspoon-
ful of baking powder and enough flour
to make a dough which can be rolled
and cut. Bake slowly. This quantity
makes- two-ples; —* =i
DREAM PIE is all that its name im-
plies. .Bake three flat sheets of rich
pastry, the size and shape of a dinner
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An INVINCIBL
Treat
Everyone in the family will
enjoy the delicious desserts
made from McLAREN’S
INVINCIBLE Jelly Pow-

ders.
Sixteen Fruit Flavorings.

Easy to make
Ecomomical.

1 Package Serves Eight
People.

Ask for
McLAREN’S
INVINCIELE

Made by McLARENS LIMITED,
Hamilton and Winnipeg.

Shoe Polish
Saves You

O_JIC'J 5 2a

- Medals for Minerva,
“Annie,” called her mfs
come into the dining room a m
Now look at this. Watch me. 1 ¢s
write my name in the dust on this-.

table.”
AN
she said,

“High Ransom.

Treaty of Bretigny allowed John II
of France, a prisoner of Edward .,
of England, his freedom on payment of
what would be $8,000,000, in six years.

T

Great and formidable among men
is the power of laughter—no man-is
proof against its spell.

Annie grinned.

“It be a grand thing”
“t'ave a eddication.” ;
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Smooth, white hands—

Clear, bright complexion—
Fresh, clean skin—

Simply that Lifebuoy cleans
the whole depth of the pores,
and opens them to Lifebuoy’s

softening palm ahd cocoanut
oils.

\.

The lacalli odour van-
dshes guiokly after use.

Have You Tried Them

from your modern bakers’ ovens?

Order from your grocer o
a neighborhoody bake shop.

Say you want the bread
that’s made with Sun-Maid
Raisins,

Good raisin bread is a rare
combination of the benefits of
nutritious cereal and fruit—both
food and good for you, so serve
t at least twice a week.

Use more raisins in your cakes,
puddings, etc,

You may be offered other
brands that you know less well
than Sun-Maids, but the kind
you want is the kind you know
18 good. Insist, therefore, on
Sun-Maid brand. They cost no
more than ordinary raisins.

Mail coupon for free book of
tested Sun-Maid recipes.

SUN-MAID RAISINS
The Supreme Bread Raisin

Sun-Maid Raisins are grown and packed in California by
Sun-Maid Raisin Growers, a co-operative organization com-
prising 14,000 grower members.

=These big, brown loayes of
“old-fashioned” full-fruited
raisin bread? .

Note the raisin flavor tha§
permeates these loaves,

Count the big, plump, ten-
der, juicy raisins in each slice.

It’s real raisin bread—the
kind you’re looking for.

Ready-baked to save bak-
ing at home, Delicious and
convenient — and economical
in cost. ;

We've arranged with bak-
ers in almost every town and
city to bake this full-fruited
raisin bread.

CUT THIS OUT AND SEND IT

| Sun-Maid Raisin Growers,
Fresno, California

Please send me copy of your free book,
I “Recipes with Raisins.”
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