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Better Way

? ¢4 “&  BY EVELYN CLAIRE FORTNER

Profound silence reigned i1 the
great library. Outside the birds sang
and the world looked bright and fair,
But inside, 'in the rich, old room, the
marks of conflict showed plainly on
the faces of mother and son.

“Well Anthony, I am waiting for
syour answer.” It was the woman
““who spoke. A tall, handsome woman

with ;a haughty. face crowned with
a wealth of jet blatk hair. She tap-
ped ‘with her long, manicured fingers,
the' highly polished table.

“I'm sorry. There is no answer,” |

replied the man. He raised his thin,
dark f#e to observe the effect of his
words upon the woman,
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won in the battie. Sometimes she
found herself wondering how things
would have turned out, if she had
chosen the other way, and had not
sent Tony away. Almost, she wished
she had. y

Six weary years crept by and the
proud Mrs. Anthony Armstrong sat
in her great library, alone as ugual.
She made a noble picture, as she sat
before the fire-place, reclining in a
massive, carved chair, against whose
crimson velvet, her black head rest-
ed royally. A huge mastiff lay at her
feet, peacefully sleeping. The fire-
light played on her handsome feat:

One could | ures and satiny hair. The rest of the

“see at a glance that he was scarcely | room was in shadows, except when
more than a boy though his face | the light flickered over the many

showed lines of dissipation,

At his - words, .the eyes of . the | statutes.

woman blazed angrily and she turn-
"_ed Gyen 'paler as she drew herself to
Ber full majestic height and said fin-
iy,
“Very well Tony.. From now on

|

you shall not touch ‘a cent of my |
money §nd you shall léave this house |
to-day. I shall pay up all your stand- |

ses, wh er yop wish fgego: I might
have -expected you ‘would follow ‘in
your . father’s footsteps. You have
disgraced ;me as he did. Now go.”
She pointed to the door and then
turned her back upon the son, who
Jhad wounded her pride, as his father
“before him, had done. :
At eighteen ' years of age, Mar-
garet Armstrong, as the last of the
Morten heirs, - had inherited a large
estate. At the age of twenty-one she
had  married, and brought to  her
begutiful country home, a poor art-
ist. Anthony Armstrong was good-
natured and kind but weak and dis-

ing debg.'s!irnd your trmielling expen-

. @olute,, Five years after their marr-
dage he died, as a resnlt of his dissi-
pation, after.having squandered a
‘great deal of his wife’s money and
wouhded her pride._

One son, . Anthony Armstreng,
(Junior, had been_born to them. . He
whas like his father;” in that he was
arti¥tlc ind rather wild,  From. his
thother he inherited the Morten
pride. On him, the mother lavished
her love. She allowed him to grow up
almost as he pleased. As a result he
was, at nineteen, spoiled and ungov-
erned, : though ' kind and noblé at
heart.

Tony Armstrong moved in the
town’s fast set. He began to gamble
and to frequent notorious gambling
houses. For a time Margaret Arm-
strong  was almbst totally unaware
of %hér sbn’s “wild ways. She moved
little in society and stayed at home
fin the big house, nursing her grief
and wounded pride. ’

Thus it came as a great shock to
her, when she overheard from the
servants of “Mr.Tony’s gambling
scandal.” At first she would not,
could no believe it. Then when Tony
came home she summoned him to the
library: and told him the story she
had heard, and asked him to deny it.
And Tony had said that there was
no answer. He could not deny it.

Then it was that his mother's
anger rose. Her heart became hard
Fnd bitter. Again she wquld be dis-
graged and by an Armstrong.  The
moble name and house of Morten
swould be dragged in the dust of pub-
flc scandal. She could not stand it.
She decided to send away out of her
sight forever,—this cruel son of
hers.

Mrs. Anthony Armstrong loved
her son, but she was proud. Pride
was her besetting sin.

Everyone, from the servants up-
ward, knew of and feared Margaret
Armstrong’s - pride.  Even her son
quailed before it.

Eo it was that Tony Armstrong
understood that his mother’s words,
in the old Morten library, that day,
were final. - Proudly, like a Morten,
he gathered up his personal belony-
ings and left the home of his child-
hood, to begin work, as an drtist, in
another city,

For Margaret Armstrong, ‘the
months that followed; in the great
lonely house, were months of self-
torture and gloom. Often her love
for Tony, wrestled with her foolish
pride, ' but almost always the latter

bookcases , and the small gleaming
Outdoors the wind sighed
wierdly, among the trees, and the
curtains on the long windows, sway-
ed in the breeze, like ghostly arms.

Mrs. Armstrong’s face wag paler
than was wont and many new lines
had appeared in it. She sat for, per-
haps, an hour, thinking—and yes—
regretting a little. Then as she rose
to retire for the night, sudden pains
shot through and through her head.
She turned white as marble, and
reeling, fell forwards onto the velvet
rug, in g dead faint.

When she regained consciousness
she was lying in her great carved
bed, with the old family doctor bend-
ing ‘over her.

“How-dy-do Mrs. Armstrong! You
are a fine kind of a lady to get sick.”
he said briskly, looking searchingly
into the tired, sad eyes of the sick
woman. Then Margaret Amrsirong
asked listlessly, “What’s wrone with
me Doctor ? Am I very sick 2”7

“I'm afraid you’re in for a few
months in bed, Mrs. Armstrong. A
case of nerves, I think. ' I've tele-
phoned to New York for a nurse.
She will ‘be here to-morrow.”

The nurse proved to be a sweet-
faced girl, competent and cheerful;
‘but for three weeks Mrs, Armstrong
was too ill to notice her at all. For
a time, she hovered between life and
death and when finally she began to
recover she was a changed woman.
The old haughty pride had vanished
completely, leaving a yearning,
humble love in its place. The mother
in Mrs. Anthony Armstrong had wak-
ened afresh gnd.was calling for her
only child, Tony, the boy whom she
had sent away. °

As she grew stronger, she became
interested in thé nurse, Elsie Adair,
and as the weeks Slipped by, she
grew to love her; to love her as she
would a ‘daughtér. To Elsie she con-
fessed the story of her proud, un-
happy life. She told her of the art-
ist husband. She told her eagerly of
Tony; her little boy, she called him.
She bade Elsie bring to her the toys
and playthings of the absent son.

She showed to her, with pride,
the little sketches and drawings
which Anthony had done in earlier
years. At these the young nurse
looked interestedly.

“Isn’t it odd,. dear Mrs. Arm-
strong, she said one day, “that you

have an artist son gnd I have an art-

ist lover ?”

‘‘Have you ?” The older woman
started slightly. \

“Yes, indeed,” she replied blush-
ing and bending her flower-like head.
“He is a New York artist, but not
vet one of The New York artists.
You see I became acquainted with
him, when he came as 3 patient to
our big hospital, about six years
ago. He was almost down and out, he
told me, and that he had disgraced
his people. I had to coax him a bit
and cheer him up to make him get
well. When he left the hospital he
had decided to begin life over again
and be a better man. He came back
to look me up and thank me again.”
Here the girl laughed softly “We be-
came better acquainted and I found
that he was doing splendidly in his
work-—painting. We kept® up our
friendship, and a year ago he told
me he loved me.” Here the girl’s
voice sank low and her grey eyes
shone like twin stars. Theén she fin-
ished, “And oh Mrs. Armstrong, I
leve him so, and when he comes back
from his trip to the mountains,

where he has gone to paint, we are |
going to be married.”

“And his name ?” The voice of
Tony’s mother =as strained and eag-
er, as she raised herself on elbow,
her face flushed.

“His name,” Elsie answered, “Is
Andy Monland.” Tony’s mother sank
back on her pillows. Her facc look-
ed suddenly grey and old.

“Oh Elsie Adair,” she cried, tak-
ing the girl’s hand in hers. “I do
hope he makes you happy, for I have
grown to love you dearly. Oh how I
wish Tony had turned out like your

| Andy. 1 wish, Elsie, oo, that I had

chosen the better way and had not
sent my boy away.” She began to
weep softly and the girl rose, and‘
kissing her softly, said coaxingly. I

“Come now, my patient must do |
better than this. Mrs. Armstrong
why not advertise for your Son in the
papers? Write a notice in the per-
sonal columns telling him you want
him to come back to you. I am sure
that if he sees it, he will come back.”

“I have thought of that. I be-
lieve I shall try it. It cannot do any
harm and it may bring good results.
Plea§e bring me ink and paper 7

The girl complied and soon no-
tices were written to the leading
papers. In the days that followed,
they waited unxiously for results.

One evening they sat together in
the huge , old library, Mrs. Arm-
strong sat in an invalid’s chair and
Elsie Adair sat at her feet, the fire-
light playing on her bronze head and
sweet face. Suddenly the door open-
ed and on the threshold stood a tall,
dark man. ' As each woman turned
there was a cry of—“Oh Tony!”
“Andy!” The man looked from one
to the other in amazement and then
sprang forward and folded them
both in his arms.

“Mother how I have longed for
you! And Elsie, to have you here!
I have just come back from the
mountains and I have been unable
to receive my mail for a long timbe.
I have come gladly, Mother, at your
call; and I am doubly repaid to find
Elsie here.”

“Why 1 thought Elsie told me that
her fiancee’s name was Andy—Andy
Morland. What does it all mean?”
the bewildered Mrs. Armstrong ask-
ed gazing from one to the other. _

“lI changed my " name to Andy
Morland when T went to New York.
You see I didn’t want to bring fur-
ther disgrace on your name. You
havd " forgiven me, have you not
Motker? All T am now, I owe to
Elsig Adair.” b \

# tugiied to the nurse, as he
spoke, and a smile of complete under

Margaret Armstrong, watching
breathed g prayer of thankggiving
that :she had found a Zghi®? and
had been given back a s@h. T re-
light played upon the Kap aces
and peace, like a benedicti stole
over the soul of Mrs. Antho?)%rpg~
strong . o ]

‘Was the Biblical version of our
modern saying: “Nothing suo-
ceeds like success.” So it was
with Dr. Pierce, of Buffalo, N. Y.,
‘who, over 50 years ago, gave to
the world a Prescription which
has never been equalled as a
tonic for the weaknesses of
women, Many women in every
hamlet, town or city will gladly
testify that Dr. Pierce’s Favorite
Prescription did them a world of
good. Ask your neighbor,
Another of this great physi.
clan’s successful remedies is
known as Dr. Pierce’s Golden
Medical iscovery and, like the
“Presc on,” is now sold by
druggists &verywhere, in both
liquid amd, tabiets. This medi-
cine Was & success from the
starp, for the list of men. and
Women 'all over the universe
who haye Successfully used it
for indigestion and as a blood

tonic and system builder, maki
an amazing total of thoustn:ls.u

standing passed between sthem.™ ¥

QUEER LAWSUITS ‘
|

A few years ago a wounded Ital-
ijan officer brought suit to obtain a
decision as to the rightful ownership |
of a bullet extracted from his body. |
Both dpctor and nurse claim.ed it, |
but the officer contended that it was
legally his. ;

The judge gave his decision in
favor of the officer. He found that
the projectile, once discharged from |
the gun, ceased to belong both to the |
man who fired it and to the country
that entrusted it to him. The officer
discovered it in his body. The sur-
geon, assisted by the nurse, merely !
brought the projectile to light.’
Hence the officer was entitled to |

| keep it.

When a French abbe left one vil-

mayor and the citizens of the town
he was leaving lighted g bonfire in
the road to speed the departing one,

sulted and
damages, but as he was unable to
show any cause the case was di,s—(
missed.

way found that he could not enter
the narrow doorway of g third-class
compartment. Accordingly, he went
into a first-class compartment, the
doors of which were wider, and re-
fused to pay the excess fare. The

balance, and the man had to pay
both that and the costs, for the court
decided that this could not have
been his first offénce, and that, know-
ing that he could not squeeze
through the door of a first-class
comparntment, he ought to have pur-
chased a first-class ticket.

After telling a barber to trim his
beard, an American fell asleep in thé
chair. He woke up clean shaved. His
beard, twelve inches  in length of
which he was very proud, was gohe
He sued the barber for $1,000 and
received $100. f

ORIGIN OF POPULAR SAYINGS

“A red-letter day” is an expres

{ sion which arose out of the old

Ecclesiastical Calendar, in whichi
festivals and high holidays: were
printed in red ink. These importan§
days consequently became known as
“Red-letter Days”—hence the termi
to-day. “Murder will out” is a phrase
which Geoffrey Chaucer originatedy
although in the first ‘instance it wag
spelt “Mordre wol out.” “Truth ig

lage to take up work in another the | stranger than fiction” is a well-used

saying, and perhaps it is not general+

| Iy known that it was originally em=

ployed by Byron in his “Don Juan4

and in other ways showed that they | “Escaped with the skin of his teeth™
were overjoyed to see the last of|it-is interesting to observe, origin<
him." The abbe thought himself in-|ates in the Bible—Job, chapter 194
brought .action forIvvrs—e 20.

“Field” originally meant
land " on which trees had bheen
“felled” or ‘“field.” “Necessity ig
the mother of invention” is well oveg

A very stout man who bought a | two and a half centuries old. These
third-class ticket at an English rail- | well-worn words were first fouad im

Frank’s “Northern Memoirs,”? writ+

ten in 1658. “Eaten her out of housg:
and home,” a phrase, in view of thd-
present price of food, undow)Htedly _

repeated by worried housewive:, wag
originated by Shakespeare ir his

railway company sued him for the | “Henry IV.” “Anything for a quie#f

iy : : :
| life” is an -expression which arosg
i

from a play by Middleton, be :ring

that title. “Turn over a new izaf™®
| by the way, was first used iu thg-

| same play.

i Everyone reads the “Guide-Ad-
i vocate Want Column” on page 4.
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GEM SAFETY RAZOR,
EVER-READY SAFETY
AUTO STRAP RAZORS

‘POCKET CUTLERY....

SCREEN DOORS,

e

Seasonable Hardware

TN

ENDERS SAFETY RAZOR, now

pow
RAZOR, now..

, NOW

GILLETTE RAZORS, now
STRAIGHT RAZORS, now. ..

SCREEN WINDOWS
WIRE HINGES, . PQULTRY NETTING
GARDEN TOOLS AT,LOWEST PRICES,

N. B. Howden Est,

|
! The
¢ flour you
“knead”
. for bread

gpjaple Leaf Milling Co.,

ke Limited

*+4  Toronto, Winnipeg
Brandon, Halifax
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You can procure Cream of the W
from the Watford Farmer est Flour

s’ Co-operative

Association, Limited.
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