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THB FINDING OF THE PATH tot,
Rupi, the mehter's* allé; 
ual Anglo-Indiar 
not thought of her before

' brown“We can't go oo like thi 
girl twisted round in her long vane I crouched down, watching the sleeping 
chair and caught at a swaying creep- ' child with satilfartion; her attitude 
cr with petulant fingers ' jwas perhaps, not quite eo touching

... - „ , , , to Western nations as that of the«I am painfull, aware of the fact moth„ who hugs her baby in her
If you have quite finished your tea arms, but there was the same thing 
we may as well discuss matters throbbing behind the differing ways 
mow."

The man s tone was quite level—

pot-boilq^" he re

man s tone was 
.businesslike, in fact—the tone that he 
would use later in the day «ifien dic
tating letters to his Uabu typist. 
There was no indication that b : was 
interested in the matter other than 
from a business standpoint. He 
settled himself rather more stiffly 

I w.in ' his chair, waiting for her to 
speak. But she only trailed the bit 
-of creeper over the edge of the veran- 
ija, looking straight in front of her 
with eyes that were curiously hard I 
for so childish a face.

It was not a particularly attrac-1

Something of what it meant caught 
the girl suddenly as she stood there, 
with all her little 
around her by her own hands. Per
haps, if this had happened, things 
would have been different, and they 
wouldn’t have made such a mess of 
it. She leaned over the jhllmills, 
watching the mother-love on the 
brown face, and then the placid baby, 
thinking, until the train of thoughts 
brought her back to the present 
hour, and she went out on the ver
anda, chafing because it was getting 
late.

“Oh?
knitting a pair 
brows. .

“That’s only 
plied airily. \

For two years he had been painting 
mysterious “impressions’* to the im
mense satisfaction of himself and a 
select circle of highly Intellectual

Ïrig-haired friends. They were won- 
rful pictures, with fantastic titles, 
world broken and might be hung in any light 

without the loss of effect. The great
French artist under whom he had 
studied in Paris described them as 
be-ew-ti-ful. Perhaps they were, but 
the British public showed no dis-

‘He prefers to stop at the office
the scene, the flat was midway in 
at narrow street, and the white gray 
-walls of the opposite buildings were 
broken only by a struggling peepul 
tree and a stunted palm. Beyond 
the veranda, by dint of a craning 
neck, one caught a cheerful glimpse 
j»t a disused churchyard, but clos- 

jhilmills and drawn chicks already 
shut out that much of the view, for 
dt was 7.30 a m. in May, and the 
merciless, blue blaze was starting to 
"bring salvation by fire, for one more

would

until the last minute," she thought, 
bitterly. / “He certainly takes care 
to avold,tne—I suppose he’ll be quite 
as glad as I shall be to end it." 
But, as the lateness grew from a 
matter of minutes to one of an 
hour, the silent, deserted rooms be
gan to oppress her; apparently the 
boys had had orders from Frere ‘tea 
go—he himself was returning-at din-* 
ner-time to life between a hotel and 
t solitary room over the jofflee.

Nina werft back to the oBrner where 
the mehttir’s wife and Ba 

least, a;
8

_ dead beat,
ebb of despair. But he has ie 
struck the new road. He has 
to London and gone more than half 
way to the bad.Vthen he has turned 
his face toward home He seems to 
have tramped most of the way, and 
he has arrived there just before day
break one spring morning. Utterly 
worn out, he has flung himself down 
under a blossom laden apple tree 
and fallen asleep. The sun has risen 
and the dog has found him. It Is 
the prodigal son to a new guise. You 
call it *The New Road’ ; that Is, 
he has turned his back on the old 
road apd is going to begin afresh."

He seemed to be about to offer

2S

position to purchase them. some explanation, for bo had kept
Now, considered as Impressions his artistic faculties quite apart 

Brampton Hay’s pictures were unde- 
niable. Considered as salable arty 
<iesles for the decoration of galleries gr 
rooms, they were a complete failure 

n he obiConsequently, when he observed that 
lift, modest banking account was be 
coming so ridiculously modest as to 
approach the noe-exlsient state, like 
a wise young man he >et to work on 
something likely to .prove convertible 
into money.

What if a pot-boiler?” she asked31 __ ■__________you will think me a Phil-

aiay upon Calcutta, which 
smell worse without the heat. at least, give her some sense of

The narrow outlook had always companionship; but they were gone,
seemed to Nina the epitome of the and the sudden Eastern night came
t>ig travesty she "found India! Her llown on her loneliness She found

marble man- a lamp and tried to light it, but

is tine for not knowing, but although 
1 have often heard the word, I have 
never properly understood It."
, “Pot-boiling," he said, with the ______ _____
self-confident air of a voung man who brought,bis daughter and her visitor 

absorbed the wisdom^of ages, “is with him 'for the outing.
Clem Walton, who shared

from his love of human "nature, and 
was about to explain that a beauti
ful story is not the same thing as 
a beautiful picture, but at that mo
ment a girl’s voice was heard.

“Are you two people never coming 
to tea?" she said.

So the two people strolled into the 
adjoining room, where the fiancee of 
Brampton Hay’s chum was dispensing 
tea.

It was a red letter j^fternoon (or 
the two young artists' when the girls 
swooped .down upon them unexpected
ly. Sir Geo.ge Chalmers has found 
it necessary to run up to London on 
business and had very properly

home visions were of a 
*ion, more or less white, with a re-

, . *y I
roents, feathery palms and flaming 
blossomed bushes growing at her 
doors, and trees thick with oranges# 
jguavas and mangoes (irrespective al- dity struck her 
ways of the time of the year and the urgent request

and tried to light 
some prudent soul among the boys 
had emptied it of all oil. For a 
moment she thought of going down 
to find a messenger to send to 
Frere’s office; then the slight absur- 

of dispatching an 
for the man whom

precise situation of Bengal) She she was in an hour’s time to dis- 
liad found a three-room flat, “with inissout of her life. Finally, she 
no front,” as she wrote home in dis- could endure the silent darkness no 
tnay; her suburban-provincial mind longer, Ænd went down the stairs,

to the word 
any case,- the

com-
fiat

angry /with herself and with Frere 
for th/s foolish fiasco. She had not 
verv 'clear notions of how one got 
to ‘Garden Reach, only that the pas
sengers’ launch having left tne ghat 
long since, she would have to take a 
native dingy somewhere.

As she turned the corner of the 
stairs, sorte one cannoned against her 
and bis brief apology was followed 
by, “Oh!- Isn’t it Mrs. Frere? Will 
you come please, at once? I’ve a 
gharri waiting."

“Is my husband there—are you 
from his office?” she asked, chilly 
looking up in' the dim light at this , 
perfectly unknown young man who

•could not take 
pound," and, in 

toad none.
In short, out of the depths of her 

ignorance she had come out to find 
heaven and all that in it is on five 
hundred rupees a month, with a hus
band of forty-odd, and had found- 
tins.

“Can you make any suggestions as 
to—what—we can arrange?” His
xvnice was measure* still; he had, at 
least, found that sort of pathetic 
dignity which comes to most men 
/and many of the women) in the land 
twhere only death hurries. His wife
—barely seven months out and rest- ^______ __

less under the misery of her first ho^ seemed’’in such haste 
-weather—was far from it.

“I want to go home,” she broke 
out, taking quicl^breaths and lear
ning the tiny pink Jietals from the 
creeper; “I am sick of this hateful 
place, and the heat—and nobody here!
It was bad enough in the cold weath
er, *ut now it’s—it’s hateful1’’

Frere glanced at the pretty fi 
and its fretful eyes with the sami 
look, half judicial and half absen 
minded, that he had given shortly , 
fore to the bearer as he swept a cup 
off the chota hazri tray. Something 
of a failure from boyhood, he had 
thrown for happiness so late in life 
'that he was hardlv surprised himself 
he had drawn one of the many losing 
numbers. But each day helped to 
blunt the regret and make him look 
forward, almost with relief, to the 
inevitable return to his old existence, j

til

aby might, ,.thc art of painting or writing ‘tot.’ ’’ 
She looked at him in amaaement, 

and then turned and looked again at 
the picture, which until she arrived 
had stood on the ground face to the 
wall in disgrace.

"Why paint,‘rot?’ ” she asked. 
“Because the public like it}” he 

said, graveljr, “and when the public 
like a thing they buy it; buying it 
involves paying for it, and when peo
ple pay for things you have the 
wtierewithal to purchase bread , and 
butter, apd possibly a small piece of 
cheese to go with it."

"You mean that the public don’t 
buy these?” she said indicating with 
a sweep of her arm the stacks of 
“impressions" with which the little 
studio was furnished.

“'rçiey don’t," he said dryly, but 
without any bitterness. To his cre
dit be it said he had not cultivated 
long hair or cynicism in spite of
many years of bitter failure.

•m .............................v‘But they will buy this?" she said, 
indicating the pot-boiler.

“With all my heart I hi

‘One more question," she murmured

my heart I hope so," he
said.
■ ie m< 1 _
with a piretty smile, “and then I. will.

I try not to be a Philistine agafn. In 
! what respect is that picture ‘rot?’ ”

He looked at his handiwork with plp.minded 
hir head on one side, while an ex-

a studio
with Hay, was naturally enraptured 
when his sweetheart wired to say she 
was coming.

But even his joy was exceeded by 
that of his friend at the news that 
Lucy Chalmers would take part in 
the “swoop.” The two men had 
spent a cheery holiday the year le- 
fore in Devonshire, where they had 
both fallen victims to the young gen
tleman who is usually represented as 
being attired in the fepartan simpli
city of a bow and arrow. But their 
fates were widely different. Clem, 
who was a nobody jn particular, had 
succumbed to the charms of a girl 
whose position was not more ex
alted than his own. Consequently, 
in due course they were comfortably 
engaged in quite the old-fashioned, 
commonplace way.

But Brampton Hay had no such 
luck; althoughfthe two girls were 
friends, he had the misfortune to fall 
in love with the one who was daugh- 
tc/ to two millions money. Now, 
birth and* posit ion arfvoften bars to 
romantic unions, bat there is no bar 
so insuperable as enormous wealth. 
Lucy Chalmers was no better born 
than Brampton himseff, and she was, 
besides, a thoroughly unaffected, si%- 

girl. But enormous
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S. Elizabeth of Portugal. 
S. Stephen, King.
S. Phuomena.

S. Rom eeu Corona 
Virgin inn."

Fifteenth Sunday after Pentecost
of Viterbo. Vesper Hymn, “ Ii 

S. Laurence Justinian. [
SS. Cyril and Methodius.
S. Hadrian III., Pope.
Nativity of the B. V. Mary.
S. Sergius I., Pope.
S. Hilary, Pope

Sixteenth Sunday after Pentecost
^Moat Holy Name of Mary.
S. Augustine.
Of the octave of the Nativity.
Exaltation of the Holy Cross.
Octave of the Nativity of the B. V. Mary.
SS. Cornelius and Cyprian.
Stigmata of St Pranas.

Seventeenth Sunday after Pentecost
Seven Dolours of the B. V. Mary. Vesper Hymn, "O quot 

undis lecrimarum."
SS. Januarius and Compauloàs.
S- Agapitus, Pope.
Ember Day. Fast. S. Matthew, Apostle 
S. Thomas of Villanova.
Ember Day. Past. S. Linus..
Ember Day. Past B. V. Msfry de Mercede.

Eighteenth Sunday after Pentecost 
S. Eustace and Companions. Vesper Hymn, “ De us 
S. Eusebius. [tuorum militum."
SS. Coemas and Damian.
S. Wenceelaus.
S. Michael.
S. Jerome.

npl
factory results guaranteed.
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XAttenttonal“Xoq were born there," muttered 
Sir George. “But who is the young 
man lying asleep, and why do you _ 
call it ‘The New Road?" Cl MirhaeTc

“The true history of the picture is , l 1 >111001 5
this," said Brampton. “Soon after 
my mother and lather married, and 
befofc I was born a young man 
was found one morning asleep under 
the apple tree just outside

m AvriLiATioe wire 
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‘It is certainly a
•came out,” he replied, slowly. “I girl’s lips began to quiver and aj 
am sorry that you have found life 
so—unpleasant, and I can hardly give 
you a more luxurious place at home 

q-jon my present income.’’
“Oh, I can go home—to my own 

home!” she flashed oui.
Allen Frere flushed, and his lips 

went into a thin line

that you

“No I’m not In
I’m up country—just down here 
a few days—only there was no one 
else seemed available to bring you. 
Won’t you get in please, and I can 
explain as we go? These ticca ghar
ries aren’t very rapid at best.”

It was one oi the open ramshackles 
which are Calcutta's combined apolo
gies for a hansom and victoria. As 

turned, she saidr quickly, “Where 
is the man going? This isn’t the 
way to the river. Isn’t Mr. Frere at 
the ghat?”

“No; we arc going to the General 
Hospital, ’ he said, slowly, turning 
toward her, with gravity snadow ing 
his bojisb face, “there was a tram 
accident this afternoon—but they 
only found out his address just now. 
I’m awfully sorry—I’m telling it 
rather clumsy, I’m afraid”— as the

pression somewhat between pride and 
Mr. Frere's office, disdain flickered across his face. Why 

for : was it “rot?'" He hardly knew how
to explain it in so many words.

“You see, there is no artistic pre
tension in Uial picture," he said 
slowly. “There Is no—eh—tone, no 
imaginative effect, no subtle.. con
trast The picture doesn’t appeal to 
you as a picture, but #s a story.”

“Mustn’t a picture mean anythhig, 
then?” she asked innocently.

"To be sure it should,” he said, 
hurriedly. ‘‘But its meaning should

! be plitoral, not—not"----
“Not human?" m
“Not narrative,” he corrected se

verely. Then he added with deep 
disdain: “That is the kind of pic
ture people will affix in its print form 
to cottage walls.”

“I suppose that would be humiliat
ing,’’ she remarked demurely.

“You are laughing at me," he said.
queer look camein to her ey _

“Oh, I’m alright—I’m not going to 
do anything ridiculous! Only—only 
it’s so very—odd," she answered, 
with an hysterical little laugh, think
ing of the absurdity of having to 
sustain the attitude of devoted wife 

: toward the man from whom she was
“I think not," he answered quietly, soon to have parted forever.

“‘You see, Nina,‘you are my wife,and “There’s no accounting for the way
woman takes a thing, I suppose,"*he fact that you prefer to reside in 

."Envhnd doesn’t affect my position."
“But I thought people separated 

-when they couldn’t agree”—the man 
-winced—“and we never shall get on
together, so what is the good of 
keeping up this farce?” »

“There’s some question of dignity, 
you see,” he said, after a pause. “As 
It is, you may find it somewhat dif
ficult to go home—alone. Unfortunate
ly, marriages can’t be undone, be
cause of a difference in tastes and 
tempers; and I shall not trouble you 
much—I’m not likelv to come home ”

a woman
thought the lad at her side, “but she 
seems to be jolly cool about it."

Which thought was evident in the 
stiffness that came into his voice 
when he next spoke, telling her brief
ly the few details ne, nad of the ac
cident, and that there had been some 
operation; to all of which her only 
response was silence. After that 
little laugh she sat quite still, her 
face turned away from him, looking 
dully at the lines of belated car
riages which swept past them down 
Lhowringhi, filled mostly by Eura-

The girl moved her rings restlessly . rians looking more weary of life to
wind kept her eyes away. ■

“You’ll find it rather hot going 
liome now,” Frere went on, after a 
long silence, “and it will be worse 
later on. Would vou—like to go up 
to Darjiling until September, and 
them—just as you prefer?”

“No, no. I don’t want to go to 
the hills; I want to go home—now!” 
And, with the angry, miserable tears 
-of a defiant child in her eves, she 
walked past him to the little room 
he had tried to convert into a “bou- 
rioir" to please her, swinging the 

1 purdah behind her fiercely
For no apparent reason, Frere walk-

general than of the heat, and by fat 
and complacent ltahus, with as many 
olive branches as could be incon
veniently packed into the convey- 
ance. They drove in silence to the 
hospital compound, and her compan
ion handed her over to a nur’-e', 
with a lift of the hat and a mental 
hope that “that poor devil upstairs” 
would find her—well, different.

“It was a native child, you know; 
one of those bits of girls that are 
always dodging under one’s horse’s 
feet—wonder a dozen a day don’t get 
killed. It was a foolish thing to 
do, unless the man was tired of his

with a perfectly good tempered smile
“Not at all; I am honestly trying 

to understand the point of view,” she 
said hastily, giving him a look 
which, had he happened to see it, 
would have cheered him more than a 
dtizeri favorable criticisms. “I sup
pose I shall always be a Philistine," 
she went on, “for it seems to me 
that this picture is thAbest in the 
room." T

He looked at her in silent astonish
ment.

“Let me see if I understand it," 
she si id. “You have a farmhouse 
and bv the red clay soil I should say 
it is Devonshire, or at'any rate West 
Country. In the field outside the 
homestead there is a young 
lying asleep and a dear old mon 
doggie is looking at him. The 
of the picture is most peculiar part 
of it. You call it ‘The New Road.’ 
.lust at first it sounds unsuitable,but 
let me see if I have guessed the rid
dle correctly. The young man ts 
half starving and utterly exhausted,

1 responsibilities. Sir George Chal- 
: mers had risen from the proverbial 
half crown—some sgy . less—to the 
aforementioned dazzltoju sum, and 
picked up a baronetcy dir the way. 
He was. In fact, a very decent ofd 
PeflW, and above all rifliculbusly fond 
of his daughter.

But he had a very clear conviction 
as to her duty in the matrimonial 
market. He had 
weaffh In a generation or two 
the Chalmers of fits day would lie- 
long to the landed gentry of England,, 
as a matter of course. He would no 
longer belong to the nouveaux Chal
mers worthy of the name to add 
something to the lustre of the fam
ily, irrespective of his own private 
wishes. Having no brother, Lucy 
must perpetuate the glories originat
ed by her father, for her husband 
woultf be required to assume ChalL 
mers as a name, and the girl had 
been taught to foel this responsibil
ity as a rear duty.

Conseqwentfy, Brampton and . ucy 
understood from the first that their 
cause was practically hopeless. They 
made no particular secret of their 
affection, for Sir George had no dis
like for the young man himself, and 
was wise enough not to oppose his 
daughter’s ‘“admirer” so long as the 
“family dety” was perfectly under
stood .

“My dear ofd Brampton,” the girl 
had said when he proposed for. the 
twenty-seventh time, “you know what 
my feelings are, but what can I do? 
I suppose it’s awfully unheroic of 
me, but f would no more think of 
marrying a man to whom the c.ltt 
dad objected than I would think of 
marrying a man to whom I objected 
myself."

“Perhaps he will come round some 
dav,” said Brampton.

“Perhaps so,” sfie said with a wist
ful smile.

Women have more patience and it

ol tbe ordn hM «• Sird""» Vû
rags. My mother, who never allowed 
a stranger to go away empty, took 
him in, tubbed him and clothed him, 
fixed him' up with a square break
fast and sent him away rejoicing. 
Before he left the young fellow told 
her his story. He had got himself 
into an ugly scrape to London—gone 
to the bad, in fact—and had run 
away. Of course, she gave him a

iptdil niiMift of Hie Grace the ‘ 
Archbishop of Toioato, end directed bv the

Under the

Basilian Fathers.

accumulated straight talk—yog know what 'women

Full OlaMlMi, SelentMIe f 
and Commercial Courses X

are, sip.” Brampton cBeared 
throat hastily, “and made him p 
mise to go home and make a ch 
breast of it.”

“What suggested the title?’
Sfar George bluntly.

“A whimsical notion of my own,” 
said Brampton. “When my mother 
had finished with him she put him 
on his road, for he had lost his bear
ings. She took him to the door and 
toil him to go the right by the new 
toad over the hill. It is a fantastic 
idea, but I took it as my title. Of 
course, nobody will ever know ex
actly what I meant by it, though 
your daughter gave a very shrewd 
guess at the general meaning."

Sir George looked at tlîe picture 
for a lew minutes with blinking eyes 
while Brampton watched him to sil
ence.

“Wee Id you care to hear the rest 
of that story?” the old man asked.

“1 should indeed, sir.” ,
“That lad left the farm with the. / 

! kiss of a good ^Woman on his decks 
; anil (he bleseiufg of God in his ears, 
and he kept his word and went 
home,” said Sir George to a low 
voice. “His own mother wept over 
him and his father flogged him 
Heartily for a skulning young thief, 
and between them they mase a man 
of him. Afterward he went to Am
erica and prospered well enough, and 
when he returned to England he men 
came to some honor.”

The old man had mention no names,

his
pro-
lean
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*>d round the table to reach the ‘ver- j life. I believe he threw the child 
anda stairs; as he nassed het long right from under the tram, and, of 
vhair, he dropped his hand on the ton course, got smashed instead. Those 
«if it and stood staring down at electric trains never ought to have 
■Ahe withered creeper she had torn. been allowed in the streets—at least 

• • • ’ not with native drivers. This
The last week had been such a makes the fifth accident already." 

-whirl that she had hardlv had time The clear voice of the hospital’s se- 
to think—certainly not time to think nior surgeon came to her through
wo much of her sorrows.

Frere had taken her passage in the 
next homeward-bound boat, and to
night he was to see her on board at 
Garden Reach, as they were to leave 
the river in the earlv morning. With 
-chollv feminine irrationality, she was 
«•omplaining to herself that he might 
Yiave got awav from the office, *t 
least for this day; that there would 
foe no particular reason and small 
isatisfiction in doing so did not oc- 
«•ur ?o her. She had dressed earlv 
Iront sheer restlessness, and moved

the thin plaster walls of the little 
room where they had told her to 
wait; èbxiously he did not know any
one was there.

“Think he’ll pull through?” said 
another voice, which she recognized 
as that of the manager of her hus
band’s office. J

“He’s got a good chance—if he 
to keep it,” the other replied. 
has a first-rate constitution, or 

, have gone under; but he seems 
queer sort of fellow—as if he hadn’t 
any particular anxiety to live. Seem-

■from one room to another of the dis-1 ed'rather disappointed, after we’d on-
manfled flat for the last time, try
ing to arrive at a mood of satisfac
tion and only reaching one of fretful 
-doubt.

He had been too old and grim and 
.self-centred—her people had always 
.said so; and she had thought to find 
India such a different place, and did 
not know that thev would really be 
•poor there and not “in society” a bit; 
and-*nd—this was the only way out 

•oT It. She was young and pretty, 
and whv should she spoil any more of 
foer life’ x

Comine to a pause at the little
■side window which gave on to a not k*o talk about him—and about her—•

p In that cold-blooded way? She wasvery savory back compound, she saw 
* native—a woman—walk softly to' a blindly 
snrawled In the comfort of a cool 
sleep. Nina knew her vaguely as

crated to find that he was still 
alive.”

“Bad job for^his wife, isn’t it? 
I believe she was going home to-mor
row, too, in the Malta."

“Oh?" seld the doctor, carelessly. 
“Perhaps that accounts for it." And 
then another voice joined in, evi
dently a nurse, and Nina moved 
away to the other side of the little 
room, her face set and her eyes hard 
with » sudden passionate resent
ment against these people who were 
keeping her from her husband. He 
was hers—hers; what right had they

angry with everything 
every one for this swift breaklnr 
down of her world, that new world

which she has been so carefully 
constructing of late, wherein she 
would forget all the unpleasant things 
and really enjoy life. Except, |ier- 
haps, with him; with the utter un
reasonableness of a woman, she only 
felt pity for him—pity and a curious 
indefinite feeling which she had never 
yet had for her husband. The voices 
ceased, and she stood idly watching a 
man and woman on the veranda be
low her—both of them with the thin, 
sun-parched faces and dead, weary 
eves of the country born and bred. 
The man was making a few shuf- 
I ing steps to and fro, the woman 
taking half his weight; evidently she 
was Ii ing in hospital with him, 
after the curious fashion of India. 
Neither of them was attractive, ex
cept so far as the cbminonplace tra
gedy of their obvious poverty and 
the man’s illness went; but, as thev 
came slowly into the patch of vivid 
moonlight on their veranda, the look 
in the woman’s face suddenly took 
the hardness from Nina’s; the absorb
ed, heart^aching devotion of those 
wearv eyes that never moved from 
watching the man’s face made her 
shiver and turn away as if she had 
no right to see such things

Then a nurse came to take her to 
her - husband, and, with a warning 
that she must be very quiet and not 
excite him, left them together. The 
Haring moonlight was screened out 
of the tinv private room where they 
’•ad nut him; in the dim light Nina 
‘•ardly saw his first look toward 
her, yet the likeness of his eyes to 
those of the woman she had just 
seen made her throat choke and 
words mpossible.

“I’m—afraid—I’ve upset you,” the 
“Id quiet voice said. “I’m sorry— 
;t should have—happened—just now." 
But the girl was down on her knees 
hy him, his hands to hers and the 
Mght dawning In her eyes which he 
had never seen there vet , erving bro
kenly, “Allan! Oh, Allan!.*’ And 
with the cry he knew that between 
♦he heights and the depths there I» a 
middle wav on which they had, *t 
last, entered together .—Florence M. 
Bailey In The Sketch.

must he admitted more common sense ! a,,d Brampton, with rare tact, v as 
in these matters. She was very fond ..wially silent. ç-
of Brampton and was certain that as /‘‘The end of the story justifies my 
hfe v. ife she would have been ex- 1 title, sir," was all he sa hi. 
tremelv happy, but she also saw that “Curiously enough,” added Sir 
it was not to be. * j George, “he never succeeded In find-

In the interim they had a very good ing his way back to thank that wo-
time. They wrote as many letters as man, though he often tried. It was
they Irked, and when Sir George a kind of lost chapter m his life,
brought the girls up to town he was though he never forgot ft. Ah! Heye
quite satisfied for them to spend the j is Lucy.”
afternoon with the young men after j She heard her father’s voice and 
a morning in Bond street entered the studio, but seeing by the

It was while the four young people j faces of the two men that something 
were sitting at tea that the house- unusual had been happening, she stood
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ST. JOSEPH’S
keeper—a woman of most respectable 
ugliness—annountrd a gentlemen.
. “I suppose I mupT see who ft is,” 
said Brampton.

He strolled out Into the studio 
where his visitor awaited him and 
found it was Sir George Chalmers 
himself, who had finished hi/» busi
ness earlier than he anticipated.

“You are just in time for ^cup of 
tea, sir,” said Brampton wiPi the 
heartiness appropriate to the father 
of the girl he wanted to marrv.

The old man paid no attention to 
the welcome nor to the outotreched 
hand.

“What do you mean by that pic
ture?” he asked pointing to the pot
boiler.

“That? Oh, that is just a little 
fancy picture,” said Brampton.

He was somewhat astonished at 
the question because hitherto Sir 
George had declined to take any In
terest in his work, having no “fancy 
for the rubbish."

“Yes, yes,” said the old fellow 
testily. "But what put the idea 
into your head? What does the pic
ture represent? What do you mean 
bv it?”
ï “I call it ‘The New Road,* " said 
Brampton.

The old man looked at him with a 
kind of fierce surprise. “But the 
farmhouse," he said. “What is it? 
What is its name?"

“That is More Farm near Mary 
Tavy," said Brampton, with a smile, 

was born there. When I was to 
last year I made a sketch 

old place, and the other dav, 
wanted a subject for a pot- 

I used It."

in silence.
At last Sir George sooke to the 

steady, matter-of-fact voice of one 
who will suffer internal agony rather 
than display any emotion.

“I have finished earlier than I ex
pected, Lucy,” he said, “but there is 
another call I most make, so I will 
come back for yoo in about qp hour.”

The old man spoke as ir he were 
half dazed, but he walked to the door 
of the studio with a firm step, Heft, 
however, he stopped and said with a 
note of tenderness in his voice.which 
was unfamiliar to Brampton, though 
not to Lucy: “Tell her the true 
^tbry of “The New Road.’ Tell her 
all Keep nothing back."

He paused, but went on steadilv : 
“Tell her what it means to me, whrt 
it means to her. It will then be for 
her to sav what it means to you."

And with that he left them.—The 
Tat 1er.
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If a rough makes your nights sleep
less and weary, it will worry. you 
a good deal, and with gooff cause. To 
disnel the worry and give voursclf 
rest try Rickie’s Anti-Consumptive 
Svrup. It exerts a soothing influ
ence on the air passages, and al
lays the Irritation that leads to in
flammation. It will subdue the 
most stubborn cough or cold, and 
eventually eradicate it from the sys
tem, as à trial of it will prove to 
you. » »

All understanding of history de
pends on one’s understanding the for
ces that make It, of which religious 
forces are the most, active and 
most definite. »

the

i M

A Wide Sphere of Usefulness.—The 
consumption of Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric 

fro?.n 10 Krcat proportions 
hhsUnd n? the fact that it has 

now been on the markciP^i
prosptwenty-one 

ft

ae 
years, its

;ot over 
iperity is

as great as ever and the demand forit n that period has very greatly 
increased. It is bénéficiai in all 
rountrieS’ and wherever introduced 
fresh supplies are constantly asked

vm!thherSn and other guardians of 
Itnrw ,wlU appreciate the point of a 
st*ru .,ounrt 1» “Sunday at Home.”
hi. d,“h“"i'„ho„T'»r«n,8ht wlih 

10 ,our
slnra^ ^een P'ayfng ehop ever

“Rhn^° A1“is replied.
..v p? „echoed hi« mother.

We opened a grocery, and 
£ » "a* something," Alexis 

explained. “I was tHb cheeae "

oiAlu.


