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relief he put the two {parcels in his po< 
ket, and seizing his candle turned t 
leave the room. As he did so he caugl 
sight of himself in the glass. With 
great shock of surprise he stood gazing 
at the terrified, white face, with the 
staring eyes.

“ What a fool I ami” he said, lookii 
at himself in the glass. “Nobody 
know, and I’ll pay this back soon/’

His eyes wandered to a picture which 
stood on a little shelf beside the glass. 
It was a picture of his mother, the one 
he loved best of all he had ever seen of 
her.

There was a sudden stab of pain at 
her heart, his breath came in a great 
sob. For a moment he looked into the 
eyes that looked back at him so full of 
love and reproach.

“I won’t do it,” he said, grinding 
his teeth hard, and forthwith turned 
to go to his father’s study.

But as he left the room he saw Jessie 
halfxway up the stairs.

“What are you doing now?” she 
cried, wrathfully.. “Up to some mis
chief, I doubt.”

With a sudden, inexplicable rage, 
Hughie turned toward her.

“It’s none of your business! You 
mind your own business, will you, and 
leave me alone. ” The terrible emo
tions of the last few minutes were at the 
back of his rage.

“Just wait, you,” said Jessie, “till 
your mother comes. Then you’ll hear 
it.”

“You shut your mouth!” cried 
Hughie, his passion sweeping his whole 
being like a tempest. “You shut your 
mouth, you old cat, or I’ll throw this 
candle at you. ” He raised the candle 
high in his hand as he spoke, and alto
gether looked so desperate that Jessie 
stood in terror lest he should make 
good his threat.

“Stop, now, Hughie,” she entreated. 
•"You will be setting the house on fire. ”

Hughie hesitated a moment, and then 
turned from her, going into his room, 
banged the door in his face, and Jessie, 
not knowing what to make of it all, 
went slowly downstairs again, forget
ting once more Robbie’s stockings.

“The old cat!" said Hughie to him
self. “She just stopped me. I was 
going to put it back. ’

The memory that he had resolved 
to undo his wrong brought him a curious 
sense of relief.

“I was just going to put it back,” he 
said, “when she had to interfere. ”

He was conscious of a sense of injury 
against Jessie. It was not his fault 
that that money was not now in the 
drawer.

“I’ll put it back in the morning, any
how, ”he said, firmly. But even as he 
spoke he was conscious of an infinality 
in his determination, while he refused 
to acknowledge to himself a secret 
purpose to leave the question open till 
the morning. But this determination, 
inconclusive though it was, brought 
him a certain calm of mind, so that 
when his mother came into his room 
she found him sound asleep.

She stood beside his bed looking 
down upon him for a few minutes, 
with face full of anxious sadness.

“ There's something wrong with the 
boy,” she said to herself, stooping to 
kiss him. “There’s something wrong 
with him, ’’ she repeated, as she left the 
room. “He’snot the same.’’

During these weeks she had been 
conscious that Hughie had changed in 
some way to her. The old, full, frank 
confidence was gone. There was a 
constraint in his manner she could not 
explain. “He is no longer a child,” 
she would say to herself, seeking to 
allay the pain in her heart. “A boy 
must have his secrets. It is foolish in 
me to think of anything else. Besides, 
he is not well. He is growing too fast. 
And indeed, Hughie’s pale, miserable 
face gave ground enough for this opin
ion.

“That boy is not well,” she said to 
her husband..

“Which boy?" .
“Hughie,” she replied. “He is look

ing miserable, and somehow he is 
different. ”

“Oh, nonsense! He eats well enough, 
and sleeps well enough,” said her hus
band, making light of her fears.

“There’s something wrong, ” repeated 
his wife. "And he hates his school.”

“Well, I don’t wonder at that,” said 
her husband, sharply. “I don’t see 
how any boy of spirit could take much

pleasure in that kind of school.g The 
boys are just wasting their time/and 
worse than that, they have lost all the 
old spirit. I must see to it that 1 he 
policy of those close-fisted trustees is 
changed. I am not going to put up with 
those chits of girls teaching any longer. ” 

“There may be something in what 
you say,” said his wife, sadly, “but 
certainly Hughie is always begging to 
stay away from school. ”

“And indeed, hejpnight as well stay 
home,” answered her husband, “for all 
the good he gets.” |

“I do wish we had a good man in 
charge,” replied his wife, with a great 
sigh. “It is very important that these 
boys should have a good, strong man 
over them. How much it means to a 
boy at Hughie’s time of life! But so 
few are willing to come away into the 
backwoods here for so small a salary.”

Suddenly her husband laid down his 
pipe.

“I have it!” he exclaimed. “The 
very thing ! Wouldn’t this be the very 
thing for young Craven. You remem
ber, the young man that Professor Grey 
was writing about.”

“Not at all,” she said, “Didn’t 
Professor Grey say he was dissipated?”

“O, just a little wild. Got going 
with some loose companions. Out here 
there would be no temptation. ”

“I am not at all sure of that,” said 
his wife, “and I would not like Hughie 
to be under his influence.”

“Grey says he is a young man of fine 
disposition and fine spirits,” argued her 
husband, “and if temptation were re
moved from him he believes he would 
turn out a good man. ”

Mrs. Murray shook her head doubt
fully. “He is not the man to put 
Hughie under just now.”

“What are we to do with Hughie?” 
replied her husband. ' “He is getting 
no good in the school as it is, and we 
cannot send him away yet.”

“Send him away!” exclaimed her 
wife. “No, no, not a child like that.”

“ Craven might be a very good man, ” 
continued her husband. “He might 
perhaps live with us. I know you have 
more than enough to do now, ” he added, 
answering her look of dismay, “but he 
would be a great help to Hughie with 
his lessons, and might start him in his 
classics. And then, who knows what 
you might make of the young man. ” 

Mrs. Murray did not respond to her 
husband’s smile, but only replied, “I 
am sure I wish I knew what is the 
matter with the boy, and I wish he could 
leave school for a while. ”

“O, the boy is all right,” said her 
husband, impatiently. “Only a little 
less noisy as far as I can see. '

“No, he is not the same,” replied his 
wife. “He is different to me.’ There 
was almost a cry of pain in her voice.

“Now, now, don’t imagine things. 
Boys are full of notions at Hughie’s age. 
He may need a change but that’s all."

With this the mother tried to quiet 
the tumult of anxious fear and pain she 
found rising in her heart, but long after 
the house was still, and while both her 
boy and his father lay asleep, she kept 
pouring forth that ancient sacrifice of 
self-effacing love before the feet of God- 

( To be continued)

A NEW. BOOK ON STOCK FEEDING.

"Profitable Stock Feeding” is the 
title of the new book by H. R. Smith, 
Professor of Animal Husbandry at the 
University of Nebraska. The book is 
written especially for practical feeders 
of stock and for farmers and students 
of animal husbandry. It is written 
with the purpose of presenting in the 
very simplest possible language an accu
rate account of the best ways and means 
of making stock feeding profitable and 
successful from every point of view. 
Professor Smith has had admirable 
training for the task of preparing such a 
book. Few U. S. experiment station in
vestigators of feeding problems have 
had the opportunity that the author of 
this book has had as a practical stock 
feeder previous to engaging in college 
and station work. His father was one 
of the well-known feeders of the middle 
west. Professor Smith was a graduate 
student at Wisconsin University and 
attended the classes of Professor Carlyle 
and the editor of this paper in Live 
Stock Judging. The work is more suit
ed to U. S. than Canadian feeders con
ditions, ahd should be useful to our 
cousins south of the 49th parallel.
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The Train of Ease, Elegance and Excellence
The comfortable way to go for a trip—south, east or west 

.—superb equipment, observation, buffet, library car, stand
ard and compartment sleepers.

Leaves C. N. R. Depot every day 5.20 p.m. ; arrives in St 
Paul-Minneapolis early the following morning.

Pleasant company, pleasant surroundings all the way.

S. S. ’^Minnesota” sails from Seattle for the Orient, 
March 12.

S. S. “Dakota” sails from Seattle for the Orient April 29.
R. J. SMITH, D.F. & P.A..

447 Main SI, Winnipeg

FOR YOU
We’ve just issued a ia-sheet aa inch by-15 inch Cal

endar, good until January, 1907. '
It’s somewhat different to anything hitherto published 

or distributed by a Rubber Company m the Dominion.
We’ve planned it for practical men. It’s got big date 

figures, large enough to read without glasses, and shows 
Halving and other holidays scheduled in the Dominion.

Primarily it’s a Rubber production, and a good one.
On every sheet are illustrations of our many and varied 

products in Rubber.
And the “date” feature is so prominent and practic 

that you’ll keep it to the last sheet—the twelfth mor*h 
and feel that you’re not doing us a special favor—’ 
it’s something that YOU want. It’s a calendar 
“mutual” features.

We’ve issued many thousands of these calendars, all 
done up in cartons ready for mailing.

All our Sales Branches have large supplies. A postal 
to our Branch Offices will bring a handsome calendar 
(or several of them) to your desk.

WRITE TO-DAY. Simply address—

The Canadian Rubber Company
of Montreal Limited

79 Princess Street, Winnipeg, Man. 
D. Lome McGibbon, General Manager.

A CALENDAR
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