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fore, and he had said, “I am going to |

home with you.” Was it only the

:v:alll:ing before? yIt seemed years, eter-
iti 0.

m%flsta"ugl the wet a figure crouched in
the darkness. The rain beat i_n its face
and drenched the masses of silver l}a.lr.
She saw the figure and walked straight
‘toward it. “Father,” she said, and laid
her hand upon his arm.

But the figure broke away from her

with a low, inarticulate cry. “Tell
them—tell them all,” it cried and rushed
back through the stage door. Feeble
tears ran down its withered face as it
ran, still weakly wailing its piteous cry:
“Tell them—tell them all.”

And so running, stumbling on in the
semi-darkness, blind and bewildered, it
tripped and fell. TFell through black
space—a trap carelessly left unclosed—
into the blackness of the chaos beneath.
But it was still muttering feebly when
stalwart arms, bringing the poor bruised
body up from below, laid it gently
down. ?t stared, dazed and uncompre-
hending, into the horrified faces bend-
ing around, while in the gray back-
ground, grimly waiting, stood Death.

“Father,” sobbed Cordelia. ‘“Oh, fa-
ther, father!” And, kneeling on the
bare floor, she raised the r white
head to her breast. Then a light of rec-
ognition lit the dim eyes. He looked
up with & painful, quivering smile.
“Kiss me, Cordelia,” he said, and pressed
his lips to hers.

Then suddenly he pushed her face
aside, pushed awdy her clinging arms
and sat upright.

_“You called my girl a thief,” he cried
“Look at her! You might have known
she was no thief. My Cordelia wouldn’t
steal to save her life. You might have
known it was the good-for-nothing,
worthless old sot you all called old King
Lear, who has abused and well-nigh
broken the hedrt of the sweetest, no-
blest daughter man ever had. You
might have known. I stole the necklet
and she’d take the shame to save—
her—father.”

And with one last appealing look—
a look that asked forgiveness for the
wrongs of years—the old man fell back
dead. : '

With a ery Cordelia flung herself
across the body. “Oh, father, father!”
she moaned; “don’t leave me. You are
all I have!”

“Cordelia!”

It was a very gentle, hushed voice—
a very gentle hand, too—which fell upon
her arm. There was no assurance in
the Idol’'s face now, and there were
honest tears in the handsome eyes. And
back of them, and shining for her and
her alone, the light that makes the
whole world beautiful.

“Cordelia,” said the voice, low and
tender, “may I take you home now?”
And an instant later, tenderly draw-
ing her from her prostrate position:
“My darling, come!”

And slowly, still dazed and bewil-
dered, with clinging, trembling hands
and slow, uncertain steps, King Lear’s
daughter passed from the side of Death
out into the night with Love.

The Peacemaker

By Bliss Perry

smith’s shop in Slab City, and keep

straight on through the Hollow, you
come out upon Church Hill. Ten years
ago there were two white churches
‘there, on opposite sides of the road.
From the burying-ground of either one
vou could see four counties of Massa-
chusetts and three of Vermont, while to
the northeast Monadnock rested like a
-pale blue jewel upon the dark uplands
of New Hampshire. '

Church Hill, like Slab City, belonged
‘politically to the township of South
Broughton. Theoretically it was dedi-
cated to the Lord. Practically, it was
‘an oozy stamping-ground of the Devil.

The white churches were rivals. The
squat tower of the First Congregational,
on the north side of the rogd, was sur-
mounted by a battlement; the tower of
the Second Congregational, on the south
side of the road, was a slender Moslem
minaret; otherwise, there was no differ-
.ence between the two structures. The
horse-sheds in the rear of the Battle-
,ment were in somewhat better repairs
but there were a few more Christian
Endeavorers in the Minaret. The choirs
were difficult of comparison, each being
‘unique. The summer audiences were
slightly larger under the Battlement,
but the Minaret drew ahead in the win-
ter—thanks to its Endeavorers. Down
at Dakin’s store, in Slab City, it was
the general sentiment that the minis-
ters were pretty evenly matched. “Not
much git up ’n’ git to either of ’em,”
declared Orrin Waterman, the stage
driver, and indeed both pastors seemed
permanently settled, for neither of them
had ever had an opportunity to ‘move
away.

Dakin’s store was a sort of chorus
for the long drama of discord between
Minaret and Battlement. Not one of
the frequenters of the place could re-
member the beginning of the trouble,
for it dated from the great Unitarian
secession in the twenties. At that time
the new-fangled heretics had managed
to get control of the original church
building, the Battlement, and the ortho-
dox minority migrated across the road
and huilt the Minaret. By and by the
Unitarians were forced to sell out to the
Baptists, and then the Baptists in turn
grew fewer and fewer, until, just after
the Civil War, the Hard Cider contro-
versy split the orthodox congregation,
and the seceding faction bought the old
Battlement from the Baptists, journeyed
back across the road, and called them-

HF you turn to the right at the black-

selves First Congregationalists once
more. Their tenets included the propo-
sition that every man had a right to
make and drink as much cider as he
pleased. The Second Congregationalists
thought otherwise. From this point on,
every patron of Dakin’s knew the story;
how the south township could support
just one church, and here were two;
how the young people on both sides had
made overtures which the stanch old
people had rejected; how the young
folks had then “got mad” until they
were, if anything, more bitter than their
elders;
been tipped out of his wagon thrée
times rather than give half the road
to anybody in the First Church; in
short, how the Devil’s hoofs had
stamped joyously up and down from
Church Hill to Slab City and back again
for many and many a year.
* * * * *

The man that felt worse over it was
the man that said least, ’Gene Hol-
brook. For thirty years he had been
sexton of the Minaret, and when his
father, the old deacon, had been tipped
out of the wagon once too often, Eu-
gene was chosen deacon in his stead.
The vote was a close one, for he was
an insignificant old bachelor, with no
gift of extemporaneous utterance, and
he toed in most absurdly as he trudged
back and forth between Slab City and
Church Hill. “Not over bright,” was
the comment of the very school-chil-
dren; “no great hand to farm it,” the
verdict of the community. Mr. Hol-
brook had a singularly square head,
as if whittled from a child’s block;
restless gray eyes; and a broom-shaped,
crimpy, black beard, most scrupulously
trimmed. His maiden sister Lois, who
kept house for him, thought it a beau-
tiful beard, though she never told him
s0.

Lois had voted for °Gene as deacon,
in open defiance of what people would
say. She knew well enough that com-
pared with their father’s iron-willed lo-
quacity, ‘Gene’s voice in church mat-
ters would have little weight. It proved
to have none whatever. For two or
three years after his election, indeed,
he wearied both churches by his efforts
to secure a union between them. He
got himself dubbed “Union” Holbrook,
but that was all, and, in fact, his con-
ception of union was that the Battle-
ment folks should givc up their enter-

how old Deacon Holbrook had:
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I Think How Long You’ve Bothered with That

Same Old Corn

They apply a Blue-jay plaster,
and the pain stops instantly,
Then, for 48 hours,: they forget

Perhaps you have pared' it an hun-
dred times and seen
it grow again.

with liquids, maybe.
Or used old-time plas-
ters.

mains as bothersome
asever. It willremain
until you treat it in a
scientific way.

You havedaubedit the corn. '

In two day

And the corn re-
with that corn.

modern way.

Other folks do this: ' - corn.

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. [t loosens the corn.

B stops the pain and keeps the wax from s

S preading.
C wraps around the toe. Itis narrowed to be comfortable.

D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists—15¢c and 25¢ per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters.

(z) Bamer & Black, Chicago & New York, Makers of Surgical Dressings,ete.

loosened, and they lift it out.
No pain, no soreness, no' dise
comfort. And no more bother

A million corns monthly are
now being removed in this gentle
Try it on that old

s the corn is
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Vegetable Seeds!

toba, S.skatchewan,
- Northern

These are special varieties developed for EX
TREME EARLINESS as well as HARDINESS,
Alberta, New Ontario,
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gEﬁTNS. Stri le:n Green Pod = o 4

EET. Earl ixsskietbiyiniss e e :g
CABBAGE. yElrliut pcinted head .. ........c.0000 . 2.00
CABBAGE, Exeeller.: _earlgna:mmer sort ......ceee00 300 86
CAULIFLOWER. Earliest Snowball variety. . oz. 80c g o
CARROT., Fine stumj R /o R T O 2.60 .70
CELERY: * Golden self-blanching.... s o
SWEET CORN. Earliest ﬂown .26 .
CORN. Not a sugar corn but early and fine........ .2 .
CUCUMBER. Dark green in color, very tender.... 176 .2
LETTUCR. Curled leaf, excellent for summer use.. 1.76 4
LETTUCE. g butters head, very tender...... . L8 .80
ONION. Golden Yellow, globe-shaped ........ 2.00 10
ONION. Crimson, very hardy, a splendid k oo 2.00 80
PEAS. Ready for the table in six weeks, uctive .30 10
PEAS. Wrinkled Marrow, very large pods, well filled .30 . ;s
PARSLEY. Dark , attractive for .. 160 i
PARSNIP. Large handsome roots, cooks very tender  1.26 . <86
RADISH. Crimson Ball, ready in twenty days...... 80 86
TOMATO. Earliest scarlet, very solid and fine...... -o 1.60

Ordecs 'S SEEDS |
Orders Winnipeg, Man.
L

894 Porta.ge Ave.
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One gallon cans.

Be Sure of Your
Separator Oil

STANDARD
Hand Separator OQil i

Standard Hand Separator Oil is the perfect
lubricant for cream separators.
friction and jarring to a minimum, so that
greatest cream yield is insured.

Never gums, rusts or corrodes. Lengthens
the life of the separator.

R

educes

Main Office: WINNIPEG

Regina. Moose Jaw, Saskatoon, Calgary, Edmonton,
Lethbridge, Vancouver i
/

All dealers.
THE IMPERIAL OIL CO., Limited




