Winnipeg, July, 1909.

sullen hatred replaced the old blazing
of wrath. The Caseys began to talk
of moving, Mr. Casey with a sombre
sense of ‘wreaking a revenge on an
unappreciative neighborhood. Mrs.
Casey with a homesick feeling that no
other place could ‘be so alien to her
=5 this one, now that she had no sis-
terly friend across the fence.  'The
Cwyers, to, whom the intention was
immediately reported, favored it.

“The sooner he goes the better, the
coward!” said Mr. Dwyer.

“I don’t think I feel so bad to be
bad friends with Mary Casey,” said
Mrs.,Dwyer, “if I didn’t see her every
day.” . =
Johhny was walking home from
Mollie Husted’s late one night, re-
volving these things and others in his
mind. It was not a very quick mind,
but it was a fairly sure one. It was
considering patiently the cause of
Mollie’s capriciousness, which  had
been scarcely good-tempered that ev-
ening; it was also considering that his
father, though so well obeyed, seem-
ed unhappy and even unappreciative.

“Sometimes I think,” said Johhny
to himself, “that for all he was su
mad at the thought I might enlist,
he’s sort of disappointed that I didn’t.
There’s no denying that Mr. Dwyer’s
son got to be a sergeant, and that he
core home alive and well, and that
people talk more of him than they do
of Mr. Casey’s son. And that frets
my father against me. But about
Mollie—"

He could not so clearly follow the
workings of Mollie’s mind. Mollie
liked him; she had said so; she had
said so when she knew that he was no
hero, but a mere builder. Well, then,
why. was she captious and flighty?

He slammed the little wicket gate
behind him. The two houses were
dark for the night. The big lilac bush
between the two yards distilled a pun-
gent sweetness into the air. It was so
still, so peaceful, Johnny paused a
moment. He was not imaginative,
but a memory stirred him of his child-
. hood, when he had played with little
Jimmy Dwyer between that big bush.
He recalled how their mothers had
zlways filled the big, gaudy parlor
vases with the purple blossoms. And
this spring neither woman touched the
flowers! It was too bad!. He wished
he could settle it!

Across the aroma of the lilacs an-
other odor grew, more strong, more
stifling, Johnny sniffed at it for a mo-
ment. It was smoke.

“They’'ve been cleaning up the

yards, I suppose,” he said. “It’s some
old brush-heap smouldering.”
. But the odor was not that of burn-
ing brush. It was more powerful,
less of the earth and leaves. He ran
around the narrow space between the
two houses. From the Dwyers he
thought he could perceive a blur+ of
smoke.

He ran to their front door and be-
gan pounding upon’ it, forgetful, for
the second, of the uses of the bell.
Then he remembered, and pulled and
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‘“If my Johnny makes anay such fool of himself, it's a bootin® he'll get from me."

pulled. There was no answer. He
hurled’ his weight against the frail
door as a window of his own house
wrent up and his fathers irascible voice
demanded °if he was to be waked out
of a night’s sleep by drunken repro-
bates that had forgotten their keys!

“Fire, father, fire!” called the boy
as a panel gave way before him. He
put in his hand through the opening,
unlocked the door, and dashed in, a
gust of air with him. The smoulder-
ing fire leaped into life at this new
fuel. He rushed up the stairs. No
voices answered his shouts. The up-
per rooms were filled with smoke.
The Dwyers were sleeping a suffo-
cated sleep.

How they were aroused with water
dashed upon them and carried down
the stairs by Johnny and his father
before the arrival of the engines sum-
moned at Mrs. Casey’s command by
another neighbor; how the Casey
Louse sheltered them; how Johnny's
eyebrows were missing for several
weeks; and how that Mollie Husted
vowed that she adored him for the

lack—these are matters of Locust
Street history. How Mr. Casey and
Mr. Dwyer were able to find all their
estrangement the work of ‘“thim med-
dlesome busybodies that have nothin’
better to do than to run from one
honest man to another wid lies,” is
not so widely known among the
neighbors. But that the Caseys came
back to St. Ann’s, gave up the thought
of moving, and were entirely modest
about the hero in their own ranks,
is joyfully witnessed by an entire com-.
munity. .

The grateful Dwyers consider that
the finest proof of Michael Casey’s
nobility of intellect and heart ever
vouchsafed the word was what he said
wien it was discovered that Jim
Dwyer had thrown a careless match
in the wood-box that night.

“It's nothin’. I often do it mesilf.
An’ annyway, a man that’s served his
country — there's allowances to be
made for him!”

- Hughes,

According to Mitchell's Newspaper
Fress Directory, there are now pub-
lished in the United Kingdom alone
no fewer than 2,353 newspapers, of
which London contributes 404, includ-
ing thirty-one dailies.

After living twenty-five years in
New York which he permitted no
weman to enter, Henry Bergman is
dead. He bitterly hated all women
because of trouble early in life with |
his wife, 3N

(

A school for dogs has been estab-
lished in Paris. The object is to teach
tilem politeness. The animals are
trained to welcome visitors by jump-
ing up, wagging the tail, and giving
a low bark. When the visitor leaves,
the dog accompanies him to the door,
constantly wagging his tail, and bows
his farewell by bending his head to
the floor. He is trained, likewise, to
pick up a handkerchief, glove, or fan
that has been dropped and return it
to the owner.

In connection with the death of Dr.
Wilkinson, Bishop of St.. Andrews,
Scotland, a singular coincidence is est-
ablished. It is a remarkable fact that
all the predecessors of Dr. Stubbs as
Bishops of Truro have died suddenly.
The first occupant of the See, Dr. Ben-
son, afterwards Archbishop of Canter-
bury, was taken ill while "at Service at
Hawarden Church, and died in a few
minutes; Dr. Wilkinson as second
Bishop of Truro, and he died during
a meeting at Edinburgh; and Dr. Gott,
the third Bishop, died suddenly while
giving directions to his chaplain in his
study\at Trenython.

The career of the Hon. W. H.
Ex-Minister for External
Affairs in the Commonwealth, and
one of the delegates to the Colonial
Conference, forms a remarkable real
life romance. Twenty-four years ago
he went from London to New South
Wales to seek his fortune. He‘tried
teaching, but the pay was so meagre

that he started to tramp into the in-

terior in search for some.more re-
murierative employment. His experi-
ences were not very pleasant. For
three days he had no food whatever,

.and was without water for twenty-four

hours. Then he found some shellfish,
and for nine days that was his only
food. To make matters worse, he was
crossing a creek one day, with his
shirt,. socks, clothes, and boots wrap-
ped up in his sleeping-blanket and
fixed to his.shoulders, when he found
himself in a deep hole. Down he
went, and the bundle went on by it-
self. Mr. Hughes lost everything, and
‘in that sorry plight he had to wander
ahout until he found shelter in a tim-
ber-man’s hut. Ultimately, he found
employment as a sheep-drover. The
construction department of the railway
next claimed him, and afterwards he
worked on coast vessels for six
months. Mr.. Hughes holds now an
ordivary seaman’s discharge.

PUT UP THE HEAVY, HOG-PROOF
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You want a fence that is so heavy,
stiff and strong that it will discourage
any attempt at rooting. After an argu-
ment with the IDEAL your hogs will
become thoroughly discouraged of try-
ing to get under it. The IDEAL is un-
doubtedly the fence for you.

The IDEAL is the fence the railroads
purchase because of its weight and
quality. No. 9 hard steel wire through-
out. Heaviest galvanizing on any
fence. But the IDEAL lock is the BIG

reason why you should buy the IDEAL fence.
No lock equal to the IDEAL in gripping-
_tenacity has yet been discovered. Chances
are there never will be. When stretched up,
IDEAL is a very handsome fence. Every
strand measures exactly true. Every lock ig

THE IDEAL FENCE CO., LIMITED, DEPT. H
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FENCE

correctly applied. You see, the IDEAL
is manufactured by the most improved
fence machinery, in a plant that is
considered a model among fence fac-
tories. With such superior manufac-
turing facilities the natural result is a
fence overshadowing others in quality
—and that is IDEAL fence. For fur-
ther reasons read our free booklet.

Agents Wanted to Sell

This Superior Fence

IDEAL Agents make the best living,
because IDEAL Fence has the weight,
strength and quality that make it sell
easiest. -Let us send you our money-

making proposition.
WINNIPEG, MANITOBA,




