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1 -1 reckon you’re right," agreed items of news of the coming season. CHAPTER IV I “ Have you ?" , *oui.eem young. Why do you I
thpCoffi to a BtranKely softened But Richard had no clear Idea of antique silver Once. He didn t .peak to mi- come here? he naked n return,

; the coloneli in a strung iy : front of him He was . .. .. for a week, and when he did speak i before Mary had fairly faded!
mood. I reckon th wondering what tonic would I Richard was accustomed to rising —well, 1 was sorry he had spoken,” into the “ painted baby doll.

! dW1*Ita*e interest the Colonel how he could early, but the birds twittering on l .. hag wlne the cellar.” At his words the hand slipped
well»- A little too mflammable- interest the Lolonel how ne coum hjg wln|jow ,m roused him at dawn ! .. Not much.” down, the white figure of the girl

, seem to belong to the other party . keep this tippling trom 1 g on that first morning. As soon as , .. T()0 much j guesg." crouched hack a little.
I He laughed at his own pleasantry, into a spree . . he was up he looked for water. | " Not enough to seU " 1 "Chris'”

T.,, Coioneiy» ». ÿ "KrTSsSm Eïs !» : :: «3 *K5r I Casavant Freres

Lia w^»diL «s aBJSJusr rziz'sx 'AOSfJtzsntJsA s* church

shoe was propped up imj carpoV The FieldingB must have been , the C,^’nteL^ldlhng h,s J no towels. There had been no blan- .. ,t wag grandmother's, and she through cold, pressed and sneering CMUJ;
OT*. rhrPa of riding- born lucky," said Richard. Sink- the 11 ' ket on his bed, and he remembered |eft it to u You were the last lips came Mary-Magdalen !" Oman BUlldCFS
h,,h heM a motley array of riding inK (lii in these days is like finding ' "f.?He"s’ «eat admirer of yours." that he had been half-conscious of representative of the name." The girl winced. Real color VI ydll UUIHICI 3
crops, bridles, d=og-. r̂tohnvnearlv : » gold mine.1’ ... .. He’s anold idTot" said the the cold all night. Betty had said. « Then we’ll sell It." j rushed to the painted cheeks and 1 ST. HYACINTHE
journals, andla ugar b' A " I know it, said the Colonel, his • she was not ‘dependable —this “How?" then seemed to pale tiiem. Her
with^newspapers a°nd muddy rid- (^^flaming £ and^it all ^belongs. Col .neb ^ eb„„t war ! «rst day seemed to prove it. | “ I'll advertise it in some of the | hand clasped on her breast and her |*
ing boots. , ,, intn ,Un when your grandfather died, and times. „pod talking ” dressing gown that he found hang- ! some women grow

B had lone ago learned mother never knew anything about Q0(.an't spom h,' be ” said Rich- ing in the big wardrobe, he went antiques. 1 was coaching a boy1 "Oh, Chris! Chris!’
JohLnv ?o wake the Colonel that Texas land, though it seems -th wan smilp ’ down stairs and brought water some years ago whose mother kept But the cry met no answering

Hevdfmt want to acknowledge that she had |,aid "ut a money ■ Colonel put down his empty from the well, using one of the UH running to all kinds of junk pity. Chris would have felt manly
Hedidnot wantto t. K o hiring people to scare off the squat- , starched pillow cases for a towel. shops in Europe looking up platters indulgence for other women, but
he had fallen into the sen ters. After Appomattox 1 wanted K ..’«,h t <jo you mean by that ?” The room which had been his as and pots. She got me to study up fur the one he loved there was only
eleepmgm his chair aid to go there and run a ranch and ; What do you mean ny ■ boy had not been occupied for the history of some of the old silver- revulsion and hardness.

Company, Colone • • breed raCmg-stock. Then along - i believe I was trying to make a long time ■ a gray dust lay thick smiths. 1—I believe these are very " So you are all I have heard !
The word held a certain maKiÇ; j comes 0id Mike Fielding with his ir agreeable " on everything a provident little valuable.” ! Mary seemed to be slowly sinking

"Hospitality without murmuring papers, proving the land belongs to myselt agrecaDU. had built a nest out of the He was standing at the sideboard to her knees. Her voice would barristers, solicitors, notaries, srrc.
was the only phrase in the Bible £im Fact didn't seem to matter U°n “ I 'like this hour to Others that had drifted through a examining the Matterson heirlooms scarcely come. A E K„„,
with which the Colonel was famil- much then. They told me lt wasnt * y- i’ll read the paper and go wide rip in the bolster case. The that Dinah had polished every week “ Chris, you believe I am—not e.L. M.ddi

He let down his wooden leg even good grazing land Oil wasn’t myself. 11 read the paper and wide Jbeen pushed up close to the for years, it had been old Giles' good ?”
half lifting it so that the weight djscoverecl there until about ten ’ , ... i,-r Qt thv wash-stand for greater work, and his faithful spouse felt His reply was a smile, but there
would not strain the strappings. yearg ag0. Now young Mike s I_ thmk 1 would rather stay strength and safety ■ now the terri- that this continuation of his labors was cruelty and disbelief in it.
and, rising, turned to welcome his wortb a million. He’s come hack you. , f, , , fvjnir snlashing of the water from preserved her in some occult way Can there be anything worse than a
unknown visitor here to live because Texas _ is too Two drinks had made the Colonel ‘P0* £££ heritable from his " haunt,” which she feared cruel smile ?

"Oh, its you. he said, without hot for hjm in summ He s buy- fretful. „ d i ‘ and the mother mouse went would return to upbraid her if she “Chris, will you not take my
much warmth of feeling, holding ; coel mines, railroads, and the 1 don 1 want you. „ n , ___ ^(.„rrVi’ng under the high four- failed in any of his more conspicu- word that I have been only just
out his hand. "1 thought you had L(*d Un<)W3 what. I remember: Dick put his hand upon the long- ^"y'^ki^Vryuarters. I ous duties foolish, not-not bad ?”
decided to give us up. him when he only had one patched necked bottle. 1 wish you P- Rif.ug i had finished his to he continued “ There, there ! Brace up. Don t j™

"Never," said Richard, clasping j jacket,and wore his trousers hitched wouldn t take any more of s n hjg ^nees __ make a scene."
the old man in lus arms “I ve come ; [0 hig 8USpenders with a tenpenny tonight, he said gently. !nd gave himself up to a half hour ----- “Then you do believe?" Her
home this time to stay nail. Mother was too shiftless to sew . “ VU take what I please. If you p™. gut his médita- JUST CHRIS clasped hands nearly touched his LU N N EY & LA N NA N

“God have mercy!" said the : his buttons on. Now—well, what s thmk you can come home and die- wprT Jî8tr acted. A hundred . -»---- arm, and in the big eyes stood
Colonel. “Another bear-hug like the use of talking about it . 1 tate to me you re mistaken I 1 ( 0 i unaceustomeci tasks seemed waiting i y Mury Dodge Tun Kyck in itwary Megnzim tears.
that and you’ll knock me off my makes me red-hot to think we didn t what I please ; drink what_I please “"ac?V „ h (lgin S(ime_ ,, . " Yes, yes, forget it all ! But
wooden pins outright. If you have the gumption to tight it out in ; jn my own house, and I 11 be d----- where somehow withoutVlav Chris was an excellent tax he drew away with the same smile
expect to keep up your psalm-sing- the courts." „ grateful if you will attend to you, wh,^e’1^nT first'^to^the stable Un- drlv^' I" h,a way he was an that belied his words. ______
ing here—” A faint hope stole into Richard s f)Wn business. t H the door without effort he apostle, too. Undoubtedly it Suddenly Mary felt very ill, as JOHN H. McELDERRY

“ Now, Colonel,” interrupted ' mind. Richard’s lips shut in a deter- bamng th^, in a filthl his speed rather than his zeal that thoygh she ha<1 been beaten. Her
Richard determinedly good-hum- “ Is it too late ?” he asked. mined line. He pushed back the _ tWo horses lifted their brought unaccustomed P.ray?J" " thoughts ran wild ; reasonableargu-
ored.'T never, by any stretch of “Late! About fifty years too armchair in which he had been , the heatto of frightened dinners. ' men^ degertpd her] whik. her heart
8,'nesR,«un.- s%jsyt5i5?‘‘m'"‘ ss-rs ». mayyj Suffit .--

”*•"m,n ,,u8hel sstwsttfsxfs? •?>t"‘ïIfJr• At ssiTJfr*-1 ,b,"k -

Light the lamp ! Where are those to live on cans.” the Lord the bottle was nearly ^o years kfore ^pangle^wn^se , vows-never to nde hjm her cur8e. S1owly. with the
good-for-nothing niggers gone? ■■ xhen we’ll chloroform Aunt empty, and I restocked my cellar 1-," thl* ('Monel had paid as much with him again disbelief still in his eyes but the
How you have filled out, boy ! j Dinah,” laughed Richard, "until just before the bank failed. I have 1’, as his whole college course As a man, our twenty-three-year- peering smile gone from his mouth,
Must weigh close on to two hundred, have some sort of a crop some port, Dick, vintage oil. Have ^ould cust ’ Spangles whMe record old chauffeur was neithei better , he turnpd from her.
and got the height to stand it. pfanted7' drink and go to bed. You’re race'traek had made a whole nor worse than the average. From “Won’t you take me home?”
You looklike the portrait of your P ,llT„r..d the Colonel his arm, ltogether too sanctimonious to suit 'a,ie'f . ,, wl Sl. strange twelve years he had been an orphan. Her arms were extended pleadingly,
grandfather. They tell me that He ottered t f ,• me/' comity t am m. . , with his way to make. The lessons §be i00ked like an angel in the
he was the handsomest man in the and the Co ,p v smiled “No, thank you,” said Richard. hJv inrkev bad chosen to of his mother and of his school life moonlight. 1 Room 6. Duminton Bank Chambere
United States Senate. Women heavy hickory ♦ th strength of “ Perhaps I had better go and talk ffiittvrimr with tin grew dimmer and dimmer m the Without a word, hut with a cor. Richmond and D.mdae sw^Fhone weJ
went wild over him; but your asbe leanedupon ^strength ot tQ Bettj|... U.acco taJs"f(muck" course of this struggle. He was thumping heart, he slowly made his
grandmother led him a dance. The d1S lifch.d his father seemed He left the room with an exag- tobacco tags better than a nominal Catholic, in- way to the taxi—alone. He was
toast of six counties ! Betty, child, ?ndp!f® anVh pleasure from his gerated sense of his own failure, Now as the horse raised her high- asmuch as he heard Maks quite just„ntime. His party was looking
call Ephram to bring some wood. to (ierive a^y R #mtered thv and going out upon the front porch, arched neck and looked at Richai 1, 0ften, but he was not the frequent for the driver, so jumping to his

" He’s J^ne Colonel I told PFe?ence’ fs they enUif.I-he whic^ wag flood^d with moonlight, his old resentment toward her was communieant that Larry O'Moore 3eat| he drove away recklessly.
vmiFohrarn had gone” dmmg-room Richard he stood a moment in silent prayer, lost in enthusiasm for her beauty. was. Larry was throe years without a second glance back at the
y “ (’one 4> Gone where r’ Fe'tl’noS?16 The ereat sideboard The old feeling that he was an alien Standing in the filth of the poorly y0Unger, with the face of an humbled figure clearly discernible“ He won’t work when we can’t ! Uv^a"5 d'ithTwMl.nn1?sLd silver • in his own hum.’ had returned to ventilated stable, she seemed to be Aioysius, and a heart to go with it in the moonlight.

i im ” glittered wi t. I • • - j with renewed force. The appealing to him for explanati >n , Qbrjs and their employers realized q » « a-% it
Pa“ Imniidence '" stormed the the woll remem heavens stretched above him star- and assistance. and respected this, and to Larry Chns had httie sleep that night, bt. JCrOme S College

Impudence. soor mea tie were pulled out at the w< ll-remem- e white moon rays The He led her out into the sunshine, were given calls from prelates and i and to make matters worse, Larry «Colonel. What does he expect a,,gie . tbe table was set with le«' ■ th^hnight—that^strange and putting on a pair of mud- aeIV(,uS l)ld iadjeg. Chris was O’Moo e was taken sick. It was Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT.
Hasn’t heeeqotaplenty ufeatbànd care and lighted by cand es in anltique o\ bying things-seemed L. stiffened overalls that he found on assigned to cater to the fashionable First Friday, too, and Larry always Kxeelu.„, „ualneSK ,.llllcKe Uc„artment,
to drink^ Hasn!they stolen nearly ^/"hJ been^deïïiany^ears, but mock him in his desolation. A »,j»|lt^h8^he trade’ - , , th Scab

Eh.,d ,r dow„ on hi, h„«, ySTtiBSSr ... -.B«: «î., a m,„. d,K„,,8i,« d„ j <££■ mik. h™ .1.|de « “ >"£- 1
replenishing the fire. Matterson Hall w?as her home, and mg close to one ot tnc rmn ^ Every place he turned the need of slde ,ln" R, t the monev in “Oh, Lord!" exclaimed the
riddM;.h?„sv,ti t’isK'fs SkS-astiSsi-s EFvHi&rs-s *ss$sis*Kn-~........i

rather keep a nigger tnat had a erished larder. When we saw Dick and began telling the beads. ™ . thp h ,oft waa eniptv ; the f« t no envy of this wealthy young acting ^ith them much as
good supply of my shirts than hire ghe threw her gingham apron over The rosary was a long one, lack- roof of ,he'barn leaked. There |ldlar. but a rather healthy disgMt h(i «yd witg re|igil)n. Today a ; 
another who needed some. This her head and cried out : ing all ornament. The big btad. Were no shingles ready-made, and l and a“ ,,p ? _ merciless and misunderstanding
temporary embarrassment is d “ Bress de Lord! Marse Dick, haf}. been cut by some pious..un- when Richard undertook to make ! , him \\e glanced indiffer- 1 heart added to this shyness. He
irenTbenLinc^lnn’esyfoTpro"anma- Marse Dick ! Do good ole days hab ™ ^id missionary? ^ho had I -T at theluxurious inn He was fejt no love for the ^beauties of

EgiBIES

learning will help us out of this . ^ ,, he gay fervently. ‘‘I’ve his voice had failed, and he passed Armes tbat be would ride over and If I don t get out of this ous, “Huh! Saints aren’t in my,
hole. n „„, been to Paris since I’ve seen you, away cl mg mg despeiately to gpend the morning with him. The she and I will just naturally jazz line v- His lips hardened a little.

I think Mr. Tom Brent was , French chef can beat you." hand of his favorite student. The ;udge waa the logical candidate for down the middle of the dance hall, yut ten minutes later Father
terrib e, said Betty, seating her- and nofrtncn imprint of his fingers upon the boy s j . . states Senate at the he laughed to himself, as his foot R answered Chris’ ring. Heself on the table and swinging her Dinah wiped her claw-,ke fingers hak’d seemed a last assertion of a *= t election The CMonel meant plaved on the clutch. g?”d.
muddy boots in the flashing fire- ^cforeholding cn''™ Fvpnltbe body that had been subdued S(,veral speeches urging his Couples were strolling about on “ Where is Larry ? Is he sick?"
light. . . .. - , . kh1nÏ2v2rwtKM brws couto^ not thr(iugh V^eVm^ a ?"?•’fdh.w-townsmen to this viewpoint, the dimly-lighted piazzas. He - Yes, Father. I’m s rry to say
i" Betty, thundered the Colonel, Colonel. hvstpricai chuckle of against absolute dissolution from Mpanwhile thp judge raUst be set walked unnoticed among them. he is. But I guess he’ll be back

I told you not to say that again . repress he >. its passionless smnt. right on several political matters. “ Not much like the dances Mary ^^in this afternoon.
“ But 1 thlP,k V’ frwTJnV )0“ ' I Vnnwed vou would come’’she Betty came out upon the porch. lf Kichard would saddle Spangles and I used to go to," he thought, “ j hope so. And what is your

•»euWaS yrF&fJZZJrZi said " You always fa?red you? "What are you doing?” she asked. and bring him to the door, the and unknowingly his finer sens,bil- name ?"and he ought to have given us Ur aa*d’ , . f ,Jg wuz jn trouble He stopped his pacing to and fro. Colonel would leave him to run the ities made him frown that she “ Chris Murphy,
money first. Dividing the little left ma. and when folks wuz m trouoie He stopped ms pacing to, ana irm ^ ^ day should come into his thoughts just “ Christopher-Christ-beare. !"
over with so many people didn t do she wash the Colonel said to him tonight ' Run the farm! when every now. Mary was a girl whom he “ Just Chris, Father, is more like !
anXbT±aRren?°,s mv friend" said again He had no patience with ""laying my rosary," he machine was clogged with rust- had known in the country who

£s,isii“,v 1.^i-dhim ,0»^.. h, ,u« », bi«k „,.d, i. h„ s.sti&.wij?sssvs
do 1. But if Tom Brent was to as a body serva , gged a“nidn't vou ever see a rosary ruin that the deserting servants had seen little of her, but he loved

; ErbïïSTür.vâ™S stigr l-”tkr k “il ^ &;?lbi1i™1,t,™oAhV£'l

shV=,ned»,b.,d,,,i,SttSLSiVtfSKSftii

being poor I don t know what to do. Now Aunt Dinah shut P “Funny9" he repeated tolerantly, knew that it was time to plan for a two lists. But still the tattlers
My only party dress is a rag. If resignediy, and stood at Betty i don^t^'hink so Don’t you want kitchen garden té supply their daily were less disturbed bv such force 
we could only establish our claim to right hand wal.tlng Jl, .Pat me to teach you how to say them, needs, but the plow-handles were than he by their tales, because,
the Fielding oil wells !” plates ; the meal was a stmple.one w&ay broken ; the horse half-fed. There although he did not express it in

“ What’s that ?” but skillfully prepared. Hash, an , • , „ , . , , were no seeds, even if the plowing Shakespearian language, he
, , i ^ -il artful combination of left-overs, Indeed l don t, she laughed, v fpplintr “ the uirlv treason of mis-Richard looked up with some wa8 served on a silver platter with “ and 1 wish you wouldn t. h“ Rpt^hP* said at lunch time trust”

fore the fire, as he had so onen the tpa wag weak] but the dessert seem so-so— mm,ld he willing to sell Spangles?’’ face in that of every girl he met.
done when a boy. ^he dogs ha 0f peaches, canned last season, was “What. “Soil Spangles Betty’s cup There were voung girls—sadly
ns este »* e*“,»“Vb.<srs. », ,™ s:

disorder of’the room’tweame more jSXVof Sn»''«««""d-' "Moot men don't think .bout " Wh,. Diek Matter,;,, he would J-”» 5’ ” jJ
apparent, and seemed to augment ^ter supper Brtty retired to the them." . "he^ would rather sell wTlasMostogP 111 semblance 7f
the hopelessness of his tas . pantry to plan the meals for the Why shouldn t they . me," said Richard with a resigned respectability. Presently Chris

" It was a steal, declared the morrow. The last few days had 1 don t know. , . gm:ip » u.., aince I am not saleable, stood in a dark, vine-covered nook
Colonel emphatically, propping up taxed Aunt Dinah’s intelligence at His face lacked stern and ascetic gince wc mugt sell something, looking towards his car over the
his wooden leg once more I ve contriving, and Richard s appeti e ,n<the moonlight.^ perhaps wo could mortgage the moonlit space. A hand touched him
always said so. Ilae had made the problem more com- Neither do I, he said. house ” gently on the arm. As he glanced
as common as mud. .Old Mike Field- piex. The Colonel returned to the ' Please dont be serious, she bougP ! it'a already mort- down at it, his eyes moved slowly
ing was overseer on your Brand- library, and, taking a black bottle pleaded, and please don t pray on , The interest falls due next up the sheer angel sleeve to the face
father’s plantation. He says that from the shelf of the corner cup- beads any more. 1 don t like them. 8 8 • j forgot to tell you that.” of the owner. Again he saw Mary’s
my father sold him that iand in board, he promptly began his As she spoke she Aung the rosary “ How much 9” features first. Once more they
Texas. I say his signature was a nightly potations over the railing of the porch into .. “ ™ \hrec or four hundred blended into the painted beauty
forgery. But since everybody is Richard sat down under the the tangled hushes. before him
dead, we’ll have to wait until swinging lamp, and idly picked up He was angry and he showed ,t .iyjforae than I thought,” he said. “Are you lonely? Don’t you
Judgment Day to prove it. one of the sporting journals. It but the next moment he had ga ned „ An(. the Colonel won’t sell care to dance?” The voice was

“We may be thinking of other wag a pink pnper full of smeary control of himself. I 11 find it in . a(|ft even though it came from lips
things then,” said Richard dream- black portraits of famous baseball the morning, he said quietly, and bt.a A„k‘h'im >> heavilv rouged.

players, and held many important turning he went into the house. ASK n,m- neav y
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| first day seemed to prove it. | , ,, „uvclvlc«- ,v ... ............ v.-=P- - —  _____ ___
Slipping on an old moth-eaten ] big city papers. Why, Betty, child, ] brown head lowered as she cried

fanatical over again :
1 waa coaching a boy I

! down stairs and brought water j some years ago whose mother kept I
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topher this morning.” He hesi- flOnAWatind 
tated, as though pleased at the ®
thought, then added: "Please 
drive around to the church and I’ll 
meet you there."

Chris did as Father Ramon 
directed. The young priest was a 
slender a id apparently delicate 
man, but he had a way and a smile 
that made him a " regular fellow, 
even if he was a saint," thought 
Chris. His conclusion showed that 
he did not know much about saints.
When Father Ramon reappeared 
there was a slight change in his 

He nodded to Chris, gave

earn
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S
manner.
him an address, and with only a 
half-smile got into the taxi.

Like St. Christopher of old, our 
chauffeur at first felt no great 
weight and little sensation of the 
precious Burden he was carrving. 
Yet there was a “ something." Jt 

have been Father Ramon’s 
But probably the Sacred

- iI

■i a i *5r55gsgii

Gordon Mill»

Babil Materials and Veilingsmay 
manner.
Heart of His Burden was calling 
out to him. Personally, Chris 
thought he was “ getting religion.’’ 
There truly was a “ : orAething." 
During their first stop, a little 
friend of his came up to the taxi.

“ Hello, Chris, what are you 
thinking about?”

Chris started. “ Oh, hello Sam, 
nothing—that is—” he stopped.

Sam waited a moment, then 
asked: "Say Chris if you are
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