
TRE COUIRIER.

Re somehow backed himself, biuggy on the bridge,
tnflIEx and bit up a rattiing clip towarde Tilbury.
Madder and sadder than 1 hadl ever been ail ait One
thfll 1 let hlm -have bis head. Hle seemed to bave
a"i Ocdu-it idea that we 'might over'take the. g&ilty
pair Ou the road and give lem a whirl Of .our dnst
tO Salw Whicb kept him ina a state of high-
fliO-ttleLd ferment mile after mile--tili by nine o'clock
weI g0t ilntbo the tihiok of the dust and the rigs headJng

i directions on to, the gravel road -that slid off
ln~to the mnain s.treet of Tilbury, passing rig after
'ig9 in a Cloud of dust, but, neyer a silgn of Mag-gle
MM-Okne.

Il1erf , opposite the fair ground, was the cirrus
ity; all t.enta up and flags flyling, procession about

.0 e&I

Yon-der on itheeai.lroad tracks wa- the rircus train.
[a wiid sort of way 1 enjoyed it ail. But -the part

3f Ille0 iOY R should bave got from seeing it along
Vtb lMag-
(a ,guess VUi have another cigar; t:us one ffeemq ta

ýe frazzlnd.)
TÙ1he Ookery House stables. opposite the market

eere cram=ned w&th horses and the street both aides
bled wl4ih riga. Corkery w'as a big, wooden rookery,
'fle it-9 One negre ostier made at feel like a fabulous
'OstèITY lin seme plaoe that clever people write
'Oveis about Sambo maxiaged -to find a cranny in
b.e corner of the yard foir Bob, and vowed neot to
~'ULer hlm Uill he was. cooled off. The emeil of those
ýab~les aloxie was almost upliftiîng enough for a
drcus.
- But wiien 1 got sight of the Becket top buggy,
ýaiteled up xIn the barricade, I forgot ail romances'
O1 pas and grate my teeth a bit. Oh, it was a
')vel rig. 'Phe image of my old shoebox out on
hl etreet Une made me feel Ill.
But the circus parade came aiong pat the market

qulare an.d the firebail. Lt wae aR very glorions.
'hait traîled aw-ay &gain anid the crowd swung to the
ittle Peninsula Park and the two bridges over the
d'ewild to see the regatta.

T'Owards noon 1 was on one of the two bridges-
I8rettlxig, as 1 remember now, that for one day 1
ý'fi5 feither big enough to see over the shoulders of

li or llttle enough to look between their legs
tthe White-flanxieied oarsmen struggiing lI ëuch

,-"anxge craft on the m.uddy and shipmasted river.
['lhbUnj ha4 a lot of river giants, of wbom I had iread.
'Ir", they -weýe=-with a score of others f rom sur-
Oiaxi1ding towns. Thbe Idlewiid was oniy an over-
ýnQwx creek. But that Dominion Day of 1881 it

eea, as f am-ous as the Thames. The bridge was
êý hiot as a steam box In one of Tilburye stave mills.

'0e Su beat up from the river. I saw notbing;
eqar4d cbeeril.gs, puffiags of littie tugs, biowing of

:bsl.,sh(ýuts beiow-a -splash or two under the
"'g-epie up at the rail, tflose on -the other

ldegoing 'wlId, as 1 could See.
An suddexniy I kxiew that the xn4rvel thrllling

11S thousends of people on the bridge and the
1,sas far as tiie eye coud seea, was the great

rld <OflY Ned Hianlaxi, the mos-t woxiderful oarsman
"l the world. I saw tb.at gleexntsig dot In tihe long

helWitIi the. slde seat shoot over the. course b.-
aSuý8 the bridges Ilke a devll's darning-ýneedle in
311 hickory. I hoard the cheers. Our bridge $truck

Pas he passed under. The crowd veered across.
1 t hOught the old thaint weuid go over like a ioad

rhaY int-o a dltch. Somebody tramped on my ehluy
oois. Straniglng a lump of national paIde liâ My
lrat I looked up-
't 'WM Dave Becket, the loooe-hung, daredevil, fillmn-
'91h 'WIOaid stolen my girl ln the dawm lof the moru-
SBut Just at that m'oment b. was only a cir-
"mtane. T1he girl tVother side of hlm, Maggie

raOlWas nothhlng but a dream. I was full to the
"0 'f Ned Banlan, wisailng to b>e a maxi like hlm,
'th " girls ta botiier me. I wanted to, b. able to

D soOiftbing someviiere some Dominion Day to'
'v epea thrill and nmnke 'em proud of a country

ct Olil prodiuee thie likes of mae.
me 11 t Old Ned years afterward, ln 1903. One
l'*r eOemng 1 vas ln bis bouse -ou Beverley St.,

IrltO remenuber, and he was sffiwing me tva
Pramful of trophies and Illumlnated. ad-

ebatter-lug about themn like -a garrulous old
rnmer-when I had to malte myself believe

e rste identîcal man 'that thilled me In :1881.
13u 1suPPOse thora are berces operating n-owadays

la b» he present generation quit. as much. 'In
bU 'e a no "fans." W. were ail that way. 1

as 'a Iole grandstand myself.
111 th fternoon there was a land tournamnt ln
p8-& that vas between the river Idiewld and

Irbk wist to mention just oue tduing
llt-beaise at thls distance tbat'a about aIl

totlet remenmber. l'Il admirt 4luore vas a good
0<9*Meo varlegated sports lrather more top-

rtig'dProfesomaq thau muont of the «ulugo put

on by the sawdust squad ont at the Corners. But
the nerve-tiingllag thing of the afierniooi1 was the
lacrosse match between the coua'ty town, and Pike-
ton. it was a marvelouls, skuil-exidaagering struggle.
1 wais powerfully excited. Pikeýton Won. The score
was close. After that was over nabody seemed to
take rnudh in-terest in thbe rest of the programme-
which iacluded, as i remember, a game of basebaîl,
a form of amusemeat just beginning to comte ixito
vogue li those parts.

Aad 1 amo free to admit -that it would have takea
some imagination in 1881 to see la a game of base,-
'baIlleven if one of the teams'bad beea the ce-le-
brateli Maple Leafs~-pny ('&i!tcn}e.nt cornpaýred to a
good game of lacroffse. There again we have other
heroes li 1916, aad most of them don't grow Up In
Canada.

Supper at the Corkery Hlouse was a real goal
scrimmage bet-veen huager and Plenty-with the
circus puEdng evierybixiy. So far I had speat only
75 cents of my $5.50. If there's axiy financial one
thing worse than waating mon-ey y-ou can'èt get and
miust have, it's knowing that sorne other fel-low is
squaxidering the money you sbould have spent on a
-girl that vwas yours in the. first place. I hated that
$4.7,5. If I cou-ld ibave fouxid a loue girl- I would
bave bought ber'a reserve seat at the circus, tickets
for the concert, admission to five sideshows, aad
aIl the sorts of nectar she wanted. But 'that kind
of girl on that kind of occasion wouîd have be-en
worth tea cen'ts admission at any cirous.

So i went out aloxie to the big sihow, got sucked
li with the roaring crowd iato the spectacle of haîf
creatioi, vith -what looked lRe tiie ather haîf on
the sea-ts. After ail, I reffected as I took in the
three-riag ruarvel bour by hour, a circus and a girl
were almost too rauch for one man at one time.' Only
I knew hat the girl on t-be road home-twenty -miles
of lt-I decline t-o estimate that, preferring ta, ]eave
it t-o other pe-ople's imagination.

()Ut amouz the sdehos mftor 'the bg circus vas
ocver aud the concert about to begi, 1 began te
speculate acala u he chance of seeing Mangle
Malone lai such a cram if seemed impoWbl~e. In
some of the sMdenliows there vas an off chance. 1
vent to three. The. fourtb I was conslderlng whetiier
or not-the anuakechae.rr this Urne, a really good-
iooklng gilI-wlhon I becaime aware of towo people
argulug ab~out if. The onte veut in; the otiiecrwaited
for him outslde.

That was Maggie, trAm as a youug hen lu a gardon,
just a bit frayed at the edges, but Jaunty as evor;
and viien she eaw meis aie spolie first--,wieh vas
flot at all Iti. way I h5,d luteuded.

"Jacob, ain't youlfeOae?
Maggle always seemed te< be sincere, B3ut Of1

couree I vas toc, muob of an amateur in tiie iugo
<>f ooqiuetry te kuow when -eh. wasn't.

"Ye.s," 1 aai-d, bJ.'uutly, "but 1 like it.»
To whldx se replied:
"'Ves you do--ike ducks."
11l1,m used tu. li. 'l been alune ail day."
"Poor littie orphauIl
"AÂnd yoi> know 'why," was my next hot-b'eaded

breakt Into repartee. It vos no nie trying te be
Iiau<hty wiflu Maggle Malonui4

'ýE3aaIy bird rots the' worm,» mii. sad.
'Nt beforo dlitt, IMaggie. Bef3lde&--you ainu

any kind of a WOrm. You're a-"

She knew 1 vas lin a foozie betweea critIcism and
compliment, and she interrupted me.

-You didn't sec the animais uxiioad, did you?"
She kxiew I hadn't. This was ber 'way of jogging

my memory on what a timid adventurer I hald been.
And as the conrviction dawned upon me I suppose a
scarie-t poppy would have iooked pale beside my
faoe I asked ber,'

-Why the Sam Hill1 didn't you stump me ta be on
band at two a.m., then?"

To this ber obvions and inevîtabie rejoinder was,
"Weli, why lin t-he dickefls didn't y-ou have gumpi ion

enough to propo-se it?"
There was no regret in her voice; more like

deflance. .Sù I said,
"Maggie, you kaow very veil that 1 hadxi't the

Icast idea I had axiy right ta expect-"
"Flddie-diddie-e!" she int-erpolated.
"Ail rigbt, thon. If you dýoa't believe that-let me

tell you I thînk the top buggy seemed to you like a
fine business and the aid shoebox-Il

That dioked mne. 8he'knew se vas caught; and
viien Maggie gave lu tuat mucb Ste vas too beautiful
for language-at leas ch as I had In thoSe day.

Thon a oudden, Inpetuous desire oelsed me and
I oai,

"Maggk-e-come on witu me now te thle Corkery
Flouse-and go home with me lIn the old shoebox-
just te b. a - Il"

No use. Werds 'weren'It iuvmod fa expWan just
wh-y I vas fool euo>ugh te, makie sucb a propooal. She
poohpoobed If. I knew she would. Baeides, Dave
would b. out lu a jiffy. If fook a powerful enake-
charmer to offWe Maggle Malone, even If be iiad
beau wltii ber ail day anit I hadn't a Word vitb ber
tili nov.

"Âii rig'ht," I eaid, witil a brave show of temper.
"ll malte both'v yoii eorry-tbat yvu d.ldn't do it."1

Sa saylng, as tbey fieu us iu novels, I turned upon
my heel an~d walked e'wlftiy away from tibat glitter-
ing, tlaulg, torturlug circus; back up town to the.
Corkery BHouse viiere I ferroted out Sambo, brhblng
hlm vith a quarter 1»> give Bob juet enough water
and no more, feling hlm that I hald a scheme on
foot--and al had.

By thue trne 1 got my fooet plante-d against the.
old d9shboard the town waes warmlng vlth home-
bound ile. 1 trotted Bob Ieisurely out o! tow-n on
ta tiie p-avel ioU, pat tiie cii-eus jusf beglnning la

(Ooueluded on page 20.)


