.”Well,.it was a remark she didp’t pay much atten-
t{on to, because she was busy watching the Scalawag
8lgn the pledge, and otherwise purge himself of
Satan—and she didn’t care about the Devil, anyhow.
N.Ot then, she didn’t. What followed later was some
Jifferent in a way.  But when she an’ the Scalawag
g0t home that night-and the Scalawag held her in his
arms—she lettin’ him, tellin’ her he was goin’ to be
g00d—she lifts up her face solemn-like—so the
Scalawag says—an’ she says: :

“‘Scalawag,’ she says; 'm as homely as a brush
f.enc‘e, an’ you know it, an’ there ain’t nobody ever
hke‘d me for myself but you. And I like you because
you'like me-—an’ ‘because you're Scalawag. But'T'll
neV'_GI‘ marry you until youre good. Show me,” she
8ays, “for one'year, what you can be. An’ then Il
80 with you, 1 don’t care what Father Mitcheltree
says—T'll go with you to the ends of the earth.”

“Was she really homely?” I queried. ;

My friend snorted. “Ain’t I tellin’ you,” he ex-
claimed, “that she’s the prettiest little thing that ever
Was. Well, that’s neither here nor there. It seems
as though Scalawag couldn’t help lovin’ her—nobody
c'o’uld, except the Devil, who never loved. her in his
life, notwithstanding he was her husban—"

. I started. “The Devil her husband,” I protested,

What—didn’t Scalawag get her after all?”

THE man alongside of me drew a long breath.
“The Scalawag went through perdition before he
g0t her, stranger,” he went on, “and SO did she.
Well, let me tell you—the Scalawag was good, most
awful good, for months and months. And in the mid
dle of it old man Mitcheltree died, without 2 will,
and left her everything he had—a couple of fertile
farms’ worth a mint o’ ‘money about here, and then
She was rich in her own right. Well, no sooner was
the 0ld man buried decent, than the Devil —Angel-
man—gshowed up. The Devil had been courtin’ a
Widow with three children over the other side of the
mountain—she had money, too. But now he come
Tight to the front—give the widew the go-by. An’,
by the way, it was that same widow who first called
him the Devil—though plenty did it afterward. Well,
he wouldn’t leave Evangeline Mitcheltree alone—he
Destered her all the time. And let me tell you,
Stranger, that persistency is a mighty dangerous thing
for them that’s pestered. Well, did he have a show?
Not a ghost of a show—not yet.

“But here’s’ where his cloven hoof showed itself.
That vear that Evangeline Mitcheltree had set for
thig here Scalawag was a mite long. Maybe he c'ould
have stuck it out if she’d married him in the middle
Of it. But he wanted to marry her mighty bad, and
like a]] scalawags, he wanted to do it right off, and
the delay was eatin’ into him like fire. You under:
Stand? And this here Devil, he just watched his
Chance,

“I don’t. know that a surgeon could’ve diafgn’ose'd
he cage any better—the Devil Was a-studyin’ his
Patlernt, (ho Scalawae fo beat the band. “Ho KISH
What everybody else knew, too, that the Scalawas
didn’t have a collar but what he earned——and }.xe
fouldn’t earn much, because his record “was agin
him,  Anq he figured on what would happen under
Certain conditions, and he made the conditions.

“‘Scalawag, he says to him, %kind and nice
4ay, “vou an’ me ought to be friends’ : ;

“‘Don’t gee that it’s mecessary to ‘the welff:u'e’o
the “eommunity,’ answers Scalawag, pert-like, ‘We ve
80t along so far without bein’. Let’s keep the good
Work up. 3
co ‘But the Devil wouldn’t have it. .
. ?ﬁded to the Scalawag, ‘of raisin shfee’p
W' I may want you to take charge of it.
't]tf hand in his pocket. ‘I wish, Scalawas,

at you'd go down to Donaldson,” he 5aY$, ;

€ a couple or so of likely sheep—as far as thi
59 at any rate.’
an,Vith that he puts a fifty dollar

“g‘s hands.
kindwzly don’t you go yourself? ask
20" backin’ off.
don]?‘tu,t the Devil keeps on. ‘You kn
L’ he says, which was quite true.
Yo Well, the Scalawag takes the fifty 2 +

rnaldson- He goes to Donaldson, alone: An’t &
litg °¢ °atin’ out his insides. And there Wasn® ©,

i warm hand to show him the right way
6; Scalawag was alone—alone—you ull

.,Ill at Donaldson. A\ : Donaldson
2 ain’t going to tell you what he did at s

Tor I don’t know all he did. All T know 15 tha

one

I got an idee,’ he
up here,

He puts
» he says
‘qn’ buy

bill into the Scala-
g the Scalawag,
ow sheep, an’ 1

n’ he gOES to

gl

derstan d—-.
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SUMME

ISCOVERED! A man who is able to get

away from his job without running into
a farmer, and can sit on the edge of a northern
lake, not apparently caringba continental whe-
ther school keeps or not; where, when, who—

not for publication. It may have been .in 1917.

But the snapshot of the sleepy little wind-blown
sails was taken down in New Brunswick by
Edith M., Watson this summer.

ARMERETTES who used to ¢o trolloping
up street to an ice-cream parlor soon dis-
cover- that the really nicest part of the farm,
the most popular resort, the easiest way, is the
old wooden pump by the big barn. It's a spring
well. The cattle are in the pas'ture‘.

E old windlass well in P. E. L. is a little
different from the same thing in Quebec—

- hotographed by Edith Watson. This is
I h originals of the old oaken bucket
e n the well; the well too deep for
ding up with a creak by a rope

H

that hung ©

a well-hook; win

on a roller:




