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Hang Up Your Stocking
In Your Qld Home Town

Zbï.« Cbri9tpxa'
*Special Privilege Tickets will b. on Sale

December. lst to 313t, 1919
From points in Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Aberta

to&il points in

EASTERN CANADA
eter- ServiceOptibnal Rou te..1 Characi

Pull information on application to any
Agent of the Grand Trunk Pacifie Ry.

W. E. DUPiEROW
General Paaasnger Agent

WINNIPEG, MANITOBA

MI arertisers, please mention The We8tern Home Monthly
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Continuedfrom lbead. Paolo wan a
iin Page 9 1kaspaglione. He nep.

ý 4t. resented one of the oldest familles in
lus. Italy. The family would go on. It muet.
rm In extrerity she had been forced ta re-
-h s sort ta an unknowvn American chit, but

she -would b. rcwandcd, she would die, in
a repaifýd palazzo with the knowlcdge
that ber son had'been only, a warnilig,'
nat a final judgment.

The eomteesa looked around at the
faded coveringe of the. fumniture, the
beautiful worm-eaten doors, and the f ew
pieces of ugly modenity whicb ehe bad
contrived to afford:. 8h. sriled and fetýF reassured by a baize-covened card tibleF ànd a lamp with a beaded shade. They
represcnted s0 many guccssful attempts
at holding ber own, just as theè tattered
brocade nepnesented a deeay that could
not b. cbntrolled, a dwlndllng over which
euie was* powerless. The name ber bus -
band bad left lier, the duty of seeing tha
it was banded on with its accompanying
traditions, ber determination ta give an
ascending pusb ta tbe family fortunes,
ail these things werc somcbow rnocked
at and made ta seem triffing and unneal
by the steadily fading frescoes and the
wobd that alrnost deligbtcd ini its minute
rotting.

In tbe piazza below ber windows a
band was playing, th# musicians devot-

-ing thèeselves ta thefr task witb tbe
~stolid seriousness of men wbo on other
days of the wcek are merchants. The
eomtessa listened a moment, lier mouth
puckering as ah. saw three of ber

,u creditore blowing ruddily on branse in-
strumente. Then ber black brilliantine

75 bosom bheaved as sbe remembcned that
thé bouse of the. Graziani had once

75 towened on the spot where nurses now
trundled babies, and :marriageable dausth-
bers walked self-conscioue beëide dé-
corous, weany mothers. The piazza bad
been the wbim of a Raspagiione, and was
hie publie ehulekie oven a vanquished
enemy. He bad put to death six of the.
Graziani. He bad razed their bouse and
laid out a pleasure ground for bbc
citizen. on its site. The comtesse, gazed
unsecing fnom ber window; the. Graziani
had died ifigbting, they had ended on a
top note. The comtessa tunned her back
on tbe piazza and wondened. If that blood-
thireCt.Raupagiione reaiized now that the
Gr az iani 'had aften ail, got the better of
him. With his assistance tbey bad been
splendid ta the end, while hie own family
were now i danger of- Bbc checked
ber running tbougbts at this point and
then, weleoming the pain of their des-

-tifiation, finisbed with "«a repetition of
- Paolo."

On the seventeenth-tbe comte smiied
fatuously in rerninding bis mother that
he was producing tbe pretty Ripley'a
full tbree days before tbe date she bad
set-a black victaria awaitcd at the sta-
tion the train from Rome. The hanse'.
kneece h ad been pounded ont on perpen-
dicular roads and the eoachrnan seemed
ta, sbiink ihside bis livery i a habituai
effort ta eseape the winds of tbe bill
town. Re sat iu a sbrivelled reve;ie wbile
the passengers sorted themeelves ont, an î
eyed a little ' upici. 1y tbc young girl
who approue wthe canniage.

".Are you the Combessa diRaspagiione's
coachman? Do you speak any Engish?
I arn Miss Ripley." 4
- The voice wbich said tisý was so
honest, tbe eyes aboveso frankly amused,
and tue bat atbove t1ûem so astonishingiy,
neediessiy large thatf Francesco for a
moment staned in bewilderment. Then
with much oratory and a faint impres-
sion in the back of bis brain that sorne-
tbing amiabiy cataclymic had bappened,
be bundied ber maid and luggagc into a
tramand waved Miss Ripley herseif into
the victoria. She sebtled ber short skirts,
bhnew away sonne roses wvhich bad begun
ta fade, and laughed a shade hervousiy.
The cushions .were flat with long usage
and she gave a littie bounce of tardy
realization that she was uncomfortable.
Movinz over ta the othen.eorner seemed
n. possible improvement, and this brought
Franceseo's bead about inquiringly. The
girl nodded up at him, and on bis oid
face crackiing into a $mile, she leaned
back in a frank outburst of amusement.

"Vou nice aid thing, you think I'm
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queer, dou't you?1 Well, lt's nothing
wiat I'think'I ïM myseif VI

As Francesco noded encouragin* ~
and rolled forth' S bénediction of lie ~
sounde, ehe Iýaqtghed again, and feit 8'
sudden, hearty fliendlinese for the brown~
town towai~d whlch they were graduan>y
ascending. On the train she had thoutlit;,
"«What a queer-Iooklng place." Now sbç
feit that the cities iihe' had known befori
were queer, wbile thie fortified, venerable
pile was natural and right.. When the 1 ,
rolled under a great Etrusean arch agd &
guard peered into the carrnage,. a 1
tremulous excitement caught bier. %ý
was being rushed back Into the past. Fao
the firet time she feit eonnected wlb,
what had gone before and what was ern-
ing after. She was conscious of a sudden
shyness with herseif, and ta relieve ber
inarticulate confusion; laughed again aiMê
exciaimed: ":Good graclous, isn't it a
queer place!"

Her astoyishment becarne a maze la
whieh se was gradxually lost. By the-
tirne she had been shown ta bier big,
gloomy roorn and afterwarde brougit'
down ta the drawing-room where thme
comtessa *and ber son awaited hier, she.
was hushed and made awkward by a
growing sense of unreality. She paue.d
outside the dràwing-room door for an in-
stant, hoping for a confidence that oc-
fused ta corne; then, pushing it open,
she went in.

The comtesea rose, and the gfr went
to her, hier_ eyebrows drawn mnto a que-
tioning pueker.

"You'were awfully good ta ask me te
corne at once," the began, and paused&
There was aiso a question in thé oyes-,.
of the comtessa. Sbe spoke and the ghirl-
smiled a- littie dumbly, turning to Paolo
for an interprétation.1 I

"My mother says she is very hapy t
sec you, and asks why your mothr h
not with you ?"

"Oh, of course, I should have explained
at ocýnce. Mother carne with me, bué when -
she got to the station, she bRlked. î''
you explain tbat ta your mother wltbout
making rny mother seern too queur?
Juat say that mother fougd she bhit
go on ta Florence. It's quit. truc, emy *
it was the situation that made hier. 84
couldn't face the engagement, and- not Y
àpeaking the language, she just fuiloW ,
it,. and 1 carne alane. Can you make th&t',,
not sound queer ?"

'he comtesse, bad beld the girl's banda.
during bier hurried speech. taking in ber
ampi.o air, bier clear, beedies gaze, ind
the biundering ricbness of bier dress. Now
she iistened ta, ber son's rendering of fthe
young woman's explanation and francse
h.e finisbed.

"But witb whorn can I diseuse bWs-
ne.. ?" She closed ber-teet on ber lower-
lip and addcd a second after: "Tbat ema
be, arranged later, bowcver. Ask bier hi
tell meclber given name."

The comte again acted as interpreter-
and the girl iaugbed. "That's easy. MyV
name is Spring. It's rather foolish, lsnit
it? We began ta be abie to afford poctiY
about the time I was born and mother
rather let herself go on my name.'

The comessa'. big black eycs snapp
astonisbment and the two womeuid Wred
at each other longer Chan cither lu-
tended. A strained smile quivered on
Spring's face. «'Teil your motherp» SUe
said quickly, "tbat 1 reall1- like y0u. Sb@
looks at me as tbough sbhe wonders why
in bere."'1

The elder wornan received tbigeeur-
iousiy. Sbe led the girl toa. chair and
eyed ber as she sat dowýn. 8h.e bad
covered the sbabbiest chair in the roaM
witb bhe nicbeglt picce of rnodernity that
had ever corne into bier possession. Satie-
faction softened bier features, and with IL
sense of security, of baving at last â5
real weapon in ber band, sbe watced the
two young people as tbey cbattei'cd.

"Tellinie," Spring was saying-it b..
came ber perpetual chant in bbc days
that followed - «tell me about Yaiir
family whcn tbey werc such aWfUIIY
splendid figbters." r

The comte, sligbtly bored, and wbolly
unaccustomed ta recounting these oid
tales, announced aven and over agai
that he bad corne ta the end. AIivaYB
she made hirn remember more.

"But," he objected on bbc third day ,of
her visit, "'I seem ta be the only meiiber
of my family in whom youane'Dot in'
terested. You migbt give me a littie at-
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