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jqr, sud he liad said, "I &Mrn goigteWalk home with you." Wis it 02l 3y the
«M¶eilng before? It aeemed pears,* eter-
nities agO.,

out in thé wel3 a, figure crouched in
the darki en5 The rain beat in -its face
and drenéhe the masses of ilve*r hair.
She @&,w the figureand walked straight
toward it. "Father," ahe said, anid laid
lier band upon hie arm.

But the figure broke awmy from hber
with a, low, inarticiflate cry. «'Tell
them-teil them ail," it cried and rushed
back through the stage door. Feeble
te rt an dowu ite withered face as it
tan, stili weakly wailing its piteous cry:
"Tell them-tell them al."

,And so running, stumbling on in the
semi-darkuees, blind'and bewildered, it
tripped and fell. F%11 through bilack
ejpac- a trap eareletàly loft uuloed-
into the bisoknese of the c)aos beneath.
But it was tili muttering feebly when
gtalwart arma, bringing the or bru'sed
body up from below, laidl t gently
down. I t atared, dazed and imcompre-
hending, iuta the horrified faces bend-
ing around, while in the gray back-
ground, griml'y waiting, stood Death.

"Father," sobbed Cordelia,. "Oh, fa-
ther, father!" And, kneeling on thie
haro fluor, she raiaed the pour white
head to her breaat. Then a lhght of rec-
ognition Uit the dirn eyes. Re looked
up With a painful, quivering amile.
l«Kise me, Cordelia," he said, and pressed
hie lips to hera.

Then suddenly he puulied lier face
aeide, puehed away ber clinging arma
and sat uprigit.

I F you turn to the right at the black-e miths shop in Slab City, and keep
straight on through the Hollow, you

corne out upon Churcli Hill. Ten years
ago thore were two white churches
there, on opposite aides of the rond.
From the burying-ground of either one
you could see four counties of Massa-
chusetts and three of Vermont, while to
the northeast Monadnoek restod like a,
pale bine Jewel upon the dark uplands
of New Hampshire.'

Church Hill, like Slab City, belonged-poitically to the township of South
Brougliton. Thooretically it was dedi-
cated to the Lord. Practically, it was
an oozy stamping-grouud of the Devil.

The white churches were rivale. The
squat tower of the First C9ngregational,
on the north side of the rbqd, was sur-
mnounted by a battiement; the tower of
the Second Con egational, on the south
side of tire roaîa, was a siender Mosiern
minaret; otherwise, there was no differ-
ence betwveen the two structures. The
horse-sheds in the rear of the Battie-
ment were in somewhat better repairs
but there were a few more Christian
Endeavor'ers la the Minaret. The choirs
were difficuit of comparison, tach being
unique. The sun-mer audiences were
slightly larger under the Battiernent,
but the Minaret drew ahead in the win-
ter-thanks to its Endeavorers. Down
at Dakin's store, in Siab Cty, it was
the genet-al sentiment that the minis-
telrs were pretty evenly matched. "Not
inucli git Up 'n' git to either of 'em,"
decared Orrin Waterman, the stage
driver, and indeed both pastors seemed
pernanentîy settled, for neither of them
ia d ever had an opportunity to ýmove

away.
Dakin's store was a sort of chorus

for the long drama of discord betwepu
M'\inaret and Battiement. Not one of
the frequtntei-s of the place could re-
iiieniher the beginning of the trouble,
for it dated from the great Unitarian
seuessioîn in the twenties. At that time
the new-faugled heretics had managed
to get control of the original church
l)Iilliiîg, the Battâmient, and the ortho-
uto\ ninoiity migratied across the rond
and bhiîlt tlie -Minaret. Bv and by the
1-litarians were forced to sei outt tothe
8:ttists, and then the Baptist.s iu turn

gwfewer a.nd fewer, until, just after
Îlle Civil Wax, the liard Cider contro-

erySplit the orthodox congregation,
tdt1ue seceding faction bought the old

Pýaf ticjsnt from the Baptistejourneyed
1,kacross the road, and called t1ic'n-

"You called my girl a thief," he cried
"L~ook ai> her! You might have kuown
She wae no thief. My Cordelia, wouldn't
steal to save her life. You might have
knowu it was the good-for-nothing,
worthless oid sot you ail called oýd King
Lear, who has aliused and well-nigh
broloen the heftiof the aweetest, no-'
blest daughtor man ever bad. You
Inight bave knuwu. 1 atole the neeklet
and she'd take the shame to save-
her-father."

And with on.. last appealing look-
a look that asked forgiveness for the
wrungs of years-the old man fell back
dead.

With a cry Cordelia, fiung herseif
across the body. "Oh, father, father!"
&ho rnoanod; "don't leave me. Yuu are
ail I have!"

"Cordeia!l
It wae a. vry gentie, hushed voice-

a very geutie hand, too-whioh fell upon
her arrn. There was no assurance in
the IdoI's face now, and there were
honest tears ini the handsome eyts. And
back of them, and shining for her and
ber alone, the liglit that makes the
whole world beautiful.

"Cordlia," said the voice, Iow and
tender, "rnay 1 taku you horne now T"
And an instant later, tenderly draw-
ing ber from lier prostrate positioni:
"M7 darllng, comel"

And slowly, still dazed and bewil-
dered, with clinging, trembling bande
and slow, uncertain steps, King Lear'e
daugliter passed from the side of Death
out into the niglit with Love.

selves First Congregationalists once
more. Their tenets included the propo-
sition that every man had a riglit to
make and drink as much eider as lie
pleased. The Second Congregationalists
thouglit othorwise. From thie point un,
every patron of Dakin's knew the story;
how the south township could support
just une church, aid here wore two;
how the young people on both ides had
made uvertm-es which the stajieh oid
people had rejteted; how the young
folks had thon "got mad" until they
were, if anything, morebitter than their
eIders; liow old Deacon Holbrook had
been tipped out> of'bhis wagon tbrée
times rather than give half the road
to anybody in the First Church; ini
short, bow the Devil's hoofs liad
stamped joyously up aid down from
Churcli Hill to Slab City and.back again
for many and many a year.

The mhan that felt worse uver it was
the man that said least, 'Gene Hol-
brook. For thirty years lie had been
sexton of the Alinaret, aid when bis
father, the old deacon, had been tipped
out of the wagon once too often, Eu-
gene was chosen deacon lu bis stead.
The vote was a close one, for he was
an insignificant old baelor, with no
gif t of extemporaneous utterance, and
lie toed in most absurdly as he trudged
back aid forth between Slab City and
Church Hill. "Not over briglit," was
the comment of the very scliool-ehil-
dren; "no great liand to farm it," the
verdict of the community. TMr. Hol-
brook had a singularly square liead,
as if whittled frorn a child's block;
restles gray eyes; and a broom-eliaped,
crirnpy, black beard ,muet scrupulously
trimmed. lis maiden sister Luis, who
kept bouse for him, thouglit it a beau-
tiftiii beard, though she nover toid hlm
80.

Lois had voted for 'Gene as deacon,
in open defiance of what peuple would
say. She kiiew n-ell enough that com-
pared witli tieir father's iroa-wiiled ho-
quacity, 'Gene's voice in ehurch mat-
ters wouhd have littie weight. ut proved
to bave none wbatever. For two or
three years after bis ehection, indeed,
b%- wearied both churches by bis efforts
tn secure a union between them. He
got buînseif dubbed "Union" Holbrook,
but that was al, and, iu fact, bis con-
ception of union iras that the Battl e-
ment folks should gi p their enter-
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mr RENNIL'S SELDSDZ, Be Sure Of Your
Sepcir.ator Oil

STANDARD
Hand, Separator O011

Standard Hand Separator 0Ù1 la-the. perfect
lubricant for cream separators. Reduces
friction and jarring to a minmî m so that
greatest creamx yield is insured.

Neyer guma ruts or corrodes& Lnghn
the.11f e of the. sparator.

One galion cana.1 AU dealera.

TUE IPERIAL OIL8CO-., Liited À
~ Main Office: WINNIPEG

fi»Wlaa. Unse Iaw, Saskatoon,, Calgary. fdaouima
LothbIdge, Vancouver

The Peacemaker,
By Biles Perry
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