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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
ttnappreciative rneighborhood. Mrs.
Casey with a hoinesick feeling that noa
other place could 'be 50 alien to hier
i-s this one, now that'she had no sis-
terly friend across the fence. 'Th e
Dwyers, to whom the intention iwas
immediately reported, favored it.

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

"I don't think I feel Sa bad to be
bad friends with Mary Casey," said
Mrs. Dwyer, '*if I didn',t sec her every
day."ý- e

Johhny was walking bome from
Mollie Husted's lt oeniglit, re-
,olving these.things and others in his
mind. It was flot a very quick mind,

a but it was a fairly sure one. It was
cansidering rRitient1y the cause -of
Mollie's capriciausness, which had
been scarcely good-tempered that cv-
ening; it was also considering that bis
father, tbough sa well 'èbeyed, seem-
cd unhappy and even unappreciative..

"Sometimes 1 think," said johhny
to himself, "thqt for aIl he was sv,
mad at the thought I might enlist,'

-le's sort of disappointed that I didn't.
There's fia denying that Mr. Dwyer's
son got to bc a sergeant, and that hie
corne home alive and well, and that
reople talk more of him than they do
of Mr. Casey's son. And that frets
my father against me. But about
Mollie-"

He could flot so clearly follow the
workings o! Mallie's mind. Mollie
liked bim; she had said so; she had
said s0 when she knew that he was fia
hero, but a mere builder. WelI, then,
why. was she captious and flighty?

He slamimed the littie wicket gate
bebind bimî. The two houses were
dark for the night. The big lilac bush
between the two yards distilled a pun-
gent sweetness inito the air. It was 50
still, so peaceful, Johnny paused a
moment. He was flot imaginative,
but a memary stirred him of his ebild-
haod, wben hie had played with little
*jimmy Dwyer between that big bush.
H-e 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 badl - He wished
lie could settie it!

Across the aroma of the -Iilacs an-
* other odor grew, more strong, more

stifling, Johnny sniffed at it for a ma-
nient. It was smoke.

"They've been cleaning up the
yards, I suppose," hie said. "It's some
oid brush-heap smouidering."'

But the odor was flot that o! burn-
ing brush. It was mare powerful,
lcss af the earth and leaves. He ran
around the narraw space between the
two houses. Fram the Dwyers he
thoaught bie could perceive a blur- o!
smoke.

He man ta their front door and be-
gan pouinding upon> it, fargetful, for
the second, af the uses of the bell.
Then hie remembered, and pulled and

pulled. There was noa answer. He
hurled' bis weight against thc frail
door as a wiudow of bis own bouse
went up and bis fathers irascible voice
demanded -if lie vas ta bc waked out
of a nigbt's sieep by drunken repro-
bates that had forgatten their keys i

"Fire, father, firel" cailed the boy
as a panel gave way before bim. He
put in his band thraugh the opening,
uniacked the door, and dasbed in, a
gust, of air with hlm. The smaoulder-
ing fire leaped into life at this new
fuel. He rushed up the stairs. No
%aices answered bis shouts. The up-
per rooms were filied with smoke.
The Dwyers were sleeping a sufa-
cated sleep.

Haw the>' were araused with water
daslied tapon tbem and carried down
th-e stairs by Johnny and bis father
befare the arrivai o! the engines sum-
moned at Mrs. Casey's command by
another neighbor; haw the Casey
bo--use sheltered tbem; how Johnny's
cyebrows were missing for several
weeks: and how tlrit Mollie Husted
vowed that she adIared him for tbe

iack-these are matters of' Locuatý
Street history. How Mr. Case>' and
Mr. Dwyer were able ta, find ail their,
estrangement the work of "thim mcd-
diesome busybodies that have nothin'
better ta do than ta run from ane,
hanest man ta anather wid lies," li,
not s0 widcly known amaug the
neighbors. But that the Cascys came
back ta St. Ann's, gave up the thougit.
of moving, and were entirel>' modest
about the hero in their owfi ranks,
is .ioyfully witnessed by an entire com-.
m1unity.

The grateful Dwyers consi der that,
the finest proof of Michael Casey's
nobility of intellect and hcart cver
vouchsafed the word was wbhat he said
ivan it was discovered that Jim
Dwyer ' ad tbrown a careless match
in the wood-box that niglit.

"It's nothin'. I olten do it mesil!.
An' annyway, a man that's served bis
country - there's allowances ta be
made for hlm !"

According te Mitchells Newspaper
Press Directory, there are now pub-
lishe4 in the United Kingdom alone
no fewer than 2,353 newspapers, of
which Landan contributes 404, includ-
ing thirty-one dailies.

Alter living twenty-five yetrs In
New York which hie permnitted- no
wfoman ta enter,. Henry Bergoitsis
dead. He bitterly hated al woni.nn
because of trouble eariy in- liie with
his wife.

A schaol for doga bas been, estab-
lished in Paris. The obje-ci as ta tçach
t(lemi politeness. The animais -are
trained ta weicome visitors b>' jump-
ing up, waggiug the tail, and " * « 'a law bark. Wheu the yisitor ýlrià,ees,
the dog accompanies hinm to the door,
eonstantiy waggiug bis taâit sd- tfow
his farewell by bending his head to
the floor. He is, trainied, iikewise, to
pick up a handicerchief, glove, or fan
that has been dropped and return alt
ta the owner.

In connection with the death of Dr.
Wilkinson, Bisbop of St.. Andrewa,
Scotland, a singular coincidence lii çst-
ablialhed. It is 'a remarkcable fact thar
aUl the predecessrs of Dr. Stw % 4
Bishops of Truro have duied u nirym
Tho firstocc pst of thpS'ý;p
son, afterwards Archbishop ofCanter-
bumywas taken 111 while-ât ilqat
4lfawarden Churcli, and died-iu a e

p!utes; Dr. Wilkinson as, seonod
ibop of Truro, and bce died during

a imcebng at Edinburgh; and Dr. <Gott,
the. third-Bishiop, died suddexily ýwhie

' -i~directions ta his chaplain lunbis
ttudyat Trenython.

Tii. career of the Hou. W. H.
;- Iiugheg. Ex-Minister. for External
Af airs in the Commonwealth. and
one of the delegates ta the Colonial
Cqnference, forma a remarkable geai
lite romance. Twenty-fouy p'ara ao,
lit we it front London 'ôNw~I~
Valesta uô,eek hlm ýfortune.«* e
teachiag, but the pay was ï0o ms
that hé started ta, tramp into theI..
tçrior in searcli for to~oa e-
nuifrtive emplo>rnt. Hiisexperi-

onces were flot ver>' pleasmut. For
three days ho bad no food'ýwhatever,

.anud was ultiiout watorfor twety-foÙr
bours. Then lie found some sheUfisho
and for nine days that was bis oui>'
lood. To make matters worse, he was
crossing a creek one day, withhiii
shirt,,. socks, clothes, and boots wrap-
Re up in his sleeping-blanket. ad
fixed to his..shouiders, wheu h. 'found,
bimself iu a deep hale. Down b.
went, and the bundie went on by it-
self. Mr. Hughes hast everytbing, an4
lin that sorry piglit le hld ta wander
about until he found sheiter lu a tim-
ber-man's hut. Ultimatel>', li found
employment as a sheep-droîer., The
construction department of the railway
next claimcd him, aud afterWmrids h.
worked an eoast vessels for six
months. Mr.> Hughes holds now au
ord.vary seaman's diacharge.

- 'e t

"If my Jobony makes ancy mach foot of hiumsif, i!s a bootio' he'it get frous me."


