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Swanson’s Home Sweet Home

By

CONRAD RITHTER.

CHAPTER IV.

Swanson looked thoughtful. He
glanced up to the distant Coleman
bhouse on the hill.

tt,”” he began confidentially,

s never yet asked me to come to

see her. Don't you think I know her
well enough for that—with us giving
each other things like we do?

“Gosh, I'd think so,” declarved the

“Then put it down,” said
eager'y. “Write it on the
t I'm coming down next Sun

following Sunday
n came to the Sabbath
wn and struck out eager
he lhouse on the hill. But d
him:ze!f he passed i }
ray fislictone ga

morning

1 dainty . white]

bor near the

wcingly fam-
him.

saw a figure

in the green

se. Scmething conv
illar in the figure ner
ode eagerly up the

“Yeu don't
where
Bumbly as only s

“T don't lou!; &

|
stopped to see

mind I
lived?” he sl ked

you as

-do you think

Pl xI flushed. “They aren't my
ly one,” explained the
Mrs. Coleman. She is!
y sweatand s\nn: be ri"‘ n this|
morningz till ele -.‘n
‘l W sh you me to
'l\ \vl‘ﬂell . n earnes
“1 will,” promised the girl, “if you'll
enly start to play ‘Home, Sweet Home’|
again. 1f you could Lnl:, stand up'
here on the hill and hear how beauti-
ful and imp ve it sounds. \\hw
won't you pl t any more?”
“I was complained of,” said Swan-{
son briefly. “The same man did it|
who wanted to keep you off my cab
that night at Redding.”
“Oh, I'm =0 sorry. IL was my
en.”

come at

fault

his fault, le)lie(l
“He never d)d like
other music.
rd to report you,”
LA clenched her small
elingly that it warmed
heart to see hesr.
good friend

It's

to ha

til 11 o'clock. Under!

bor they paged together

through his gift book of bungalows.!
Two more happy Sunday mornings
anson had almo .u.xrmnl to

]w; .qult." he
rode back to
to be a com-
That's her
known it, |

. f mi g‘)t h.n( put in the nmc
to buy that—I could have easy. By|
ji I'il do it yet!” He banged one
t enthusiastically’ on to the]

T'wo hours more found him
eagerly peeping in at the porch win-
dows of a stained shingle bungalow
i : grove at the cdge of Penn

se, it is not
hll self as he
“She’s got
to the «;M y

sa.d m
Pern Ci

tho

’Hc hardest thing Swanson ever

did was to go through Queenston that |
blowingi
The next Sun-

following week without
“Home, Sweet Home.”
day he was under the Coleman arbor
at 7 o'clock. But boyishly he waited
to tell her until it was time to leave.
¥hen, with his heart in his eyes, and
eager as a kid, he described the house
from roof to cellar. The girl listened,
drinking in every word.

“It must be a wonderful piace,” she

id softly. “I do wi eh vou all the
happinéss in the world.”

Swanson was a bit taken back.

“Is—is that all you're going
say ?” he stammered.

“What else would you want me to
say?” asked the girl gently, looking
down into the green valley.

This was still queerer. Swanson
tried to think quickly and arrive at
some relieving explanation. Perhaps
she hadn’t known him long enough—it
wouldn’t look right. Perhaps she
didn’t want to leave old Mrs. Coleman
Just yet. He hadn't counted exactly
on thu—but it would be all right. He
and the house could wait. As he was
picking his thoughts, an expensive
motorcar passed alo in the road
Mcw The horn called loudly, and a

v‘ﬁ man whom Swanson recognized
wa a hand to the girl, who waved
hack, Swanson’s eyes grew steely.

man was young Keens.

“You know him 1" he ukod gravely.

*He comes here with his mother to

see Mrs. Coleman. )lrs. Kuns and
lr-. Coleman are old friends.

“I thought from
you might
mentioned

still.

do know him well,” said the girl.
“One thing has interested us very
much. His voles always sounded fam-

to

His eyes were

{ him.

i the agent,

! .
north-bound extra and rode her silent-|

iy

‘trmri vainly to think

| S0

| times he walked around it, trying to

! accustomed time,

iliar to me, and ha says mine has to

where we ever saw or heard the other | ¢
before. Mus.
antic.
lmght have met?’

“Don’t know—don't know,’
ed Swanson stubbornly.
minute he was silent,

' mutter- |

then with

{ wistful light in his eyes he said good- |
down the drive. fthe staring faces about her.

bye and went

Down at the ql.(
drew the agent le. “Matt, did you|v
ever hear anything about wnwbml\
else th the lady up at (‘nh'—‘
man's ? E:

Mattern turned away uneasily, then|
shook his head. “I don’t know no-
thing, Home,” he dv«lared,

“You got to tell me,” dm]\red
Swanson grimly. ") ou might as \\u]l
have it over with

“Well, they just
“that they believed she'd be{
nicer to young Keens after she pays |

little station he

going

\V"\'."
“I'm much obliged,
Swanson, tight-lipped,
He caught the red caboose

what it
Matt,” s:ul‘

turning away.

of a [t

That afternoon he
it over. Then ¥
he sat down in the unhomelike red-
and-green-papered room of his board-
ing house and laboriously started a|

into Penn City.

| letter on a ruled tablet with thickened t
| 4

i purplish ink. | minute about two dozen cattle passed
| near the corner of the porch in a run-

Dear Weekaversary Lady:

I just found out that there was
somebody else. Excuse me for being!|
thickheaded before.
come to see you any more. And you\'

I

won't have to bother to send me anv4 swung back into line,

more weekaversary things. You more/| t
than paid me back long ago.
please keep the bungalow book.

couldn’t stand to keep it. I wish that|,

you will always be happy and have a| ;. 1tered.

Yours truly,
H()\ﬂ',. SWEET HOME.

He dropped the letter in the slot at|
the deserted postoffice and
trnmped out wearily to the bungalow
at the edge of the woods.
't looked small and very humble to| ©
i h 'm now.

“I guess we wasn 't made for a lady,| place to-night.
he said, his voice chok-{ come again to-morrow:
“But I'm not going to sell| rorget.”

little house
ing him.
| you. We got to stick toze her.
. be just you and me, now.

Next morning he reported off sick]
! and asked for a pass out around the|
Pacific coast.

It

get it.
transportation. “Never mind, then,” |t
d Swanson. “I'll pay my way nnce!t
like a man.” | t

It was almost a month before he‘t
saw Penn City again. Quietly he re- t
ported on duty and went out to his
little house in the woods. Several

get up courage to go inside. But he
couldn’t do it;.so he sat on the back
| porch steps with his chin in his
| knuckles. Early next morning, at the
he went to the
| roundhouse with his bucket and|I
coffee-can.

Almost like a sick man Swanson
ran his train that day. Then, waiting
for track room in the yards at Red-
ding, a clerk from the nearby tower
handed him a message. Without look-
ing at it he passed it to his conductor
who, with stammered apologies, hand-
ed it back and fled. Swanson glanced
vaguely at the penciled words:
James Swanson, engineman of no. 103:

@irl at coleman’s left on fifty-seven
for geod going west nobody knows
where they say she turned k. down
flat and made mrs. coleman mnd has
been sort of sick since you're away
was down asking about you maybe
you'll see her she takes pennsy eleven
oclock flyer redding. A

Swanson looked up bewrldered but
there were flickers of light burnin
in his eyes. The cheeks that hag
grown sallow suddenly took on color.
He turned his eyes to the cab window.
Nearly a half mile away, high up on
the hill, lay the red {mck Pennsy
station. He could see the platform
dotted with white and black human
beings waiting for the 11 o’clock
westbound express., He looked at his
watch. Three minutes to eleven—
the express was due at eleven-two.
There it was, along the river! He
could hear the unmistakable Pennsy
whistle.

It was too late. She was up there
on the platform in that bhck and
white sprinklin, of le. In a min-
ute she would ng on the ex-
press—on her wny n—nobody but
she would know where. He wouldn't
be able to find her again—to find out
w?{ether ‘:ugn‘i‘;n%yu'&led d

is eyes an
very wide and blue. Jake, the ﬂ
brakeman, gave
the track was mdy for him. But In
paid no Steadily he mwod
the whistle rope around his fi
and hooked his elbow under the ﬂlmt-
tle. Tken cleaving out from the slit
of the whistle valve on the dome be-

iha\'e to suspend you,
ihnre under his nose!’

i he didn't hear.
on that speckled Pennsy platforn

ed it to-day.

! [ from his heart. And when

Hmu of a heart

htrcnzth of a steam whictle it can

I\Hﬂl( white magic.

| f I 3

dreamy with tllj(\)nienL |
t was over. The last shred of|

had | right,
drifted away and melted into the blue. ‘lhﬂ" another has by his words.
The 11 o'clock express had come and |
Swanson slipped down from|out sweet music,
his cab and started across the terrace|

between their properties.
utes he had gained the level of the
other road and was hurrying down

when he came near.
ed them.
! with the famikar black bag in her
ham
| stay,
But neither of us can imagine She was a cleanly

Coleman says it’s rom-| black hair and the purest look in her
Can you imagine where we/eyes that Swanson had ever seen. He
% |anc up to her, breathing deeply.

For a fulll humbly.
a it say?”

answered the girl.

]
said,” ':lammerel or
for the death of one of their number?

1 was down in a hardwood forest on
you back enough for doing a favor Red River looking over some lumber
for her once—they didn't say JU"YK operations, and was the guest of the
| mill offic

zine writer.

the wilderness of great trees when an
old man stopped in the middle of a

see,” he said.

So I won’t| Swerved in a semicircle to the left, al-

But| pawed the ground, making a hoarse,
I moaning bawling the while. In a short

man explained
| killed at that place yesterday
| stray shot.

Somehow | raised

away, but they came back to the same

one more of the strange gatherings.
A cow had been killed by a log train,
The trainmaster told and the other cattle came at such a
him it would take nearly a week to| headlong pace up the railway embank-
They'd have to write on for| ment and down the other side

their snuffin’ and moanin’ and pawin’
enough to raise the ha'r on yer head.”

standing between France and Great
Britain, which was demonstrated in
the ncte to Berlin sent in response to
the req-est of the German government
for authulity to increase its army to
200,000.
consider the request unless the Gen
mans met the obligations of the treaty
of Versailles with regard to disarma-
ment, and threatened to occupy new
areas in Germany
armament were longer postponed. The
Fiume question was left to negotiation
between Italy and Jugo-Slavia, with
the understanding
ment substantially like that suggested
by President Wilson should be reach-
ed. Flume, which D’Annunzio refuses
to leave, was put under strict blockade
by Italian military fofces.
ference also authorized the Supreme
Economic Council to carry on negotia-
tions for the renewal of commercial
arrangements with Russia.
terms
drawn. France,
had decided not to ask for a mandate |

aver Cilicla. Mesopotamia and Pales- |
tine are to be administered by Great
Britain;
is to be a rep
sent a message asking the Uhltod'
States to accept mandatory responsi- |

bility. for Armenia.
tween the Black Sea and the JEgean |
are to be administered by internation- |
al commiseions. Thrace was awarded |
to Greece, which will also administer |
Smyrna, though the city will remain |

h-an accompanying !un»‘

nel of white steam, came three low

conding notes of a tune, !
“«Home,‘ cried Bill hoarsely, shou:-|
ing into Swanson’s ear. “Don't ye-
know where you are? McCormick\
if you play .t

Swanson gave r.0 answer. Probably
His eyes vww -!uuly

| ears on the pitch of his song
new' before played it just ns he pay-
The music came straight
the tender-
is e

Bill stood by with |

ear on his face, but his eyes grew

steam from Swanson’s whistle

gone.

railroads maintained!
In five min-

which the two

the half-mile of track. There were
still a few people on the platform
His eyes search-
He doubled his pace. There, |
uncertain whether to run or|
hovered a girl in a dark suit.
fashioned girl,
romely and pale, with the softest of

marveled
What did

“You didn't go!” he

“You heard me.
The girl seemed only conscious of

“Take she
W hxxpm‘vd
“Where did it say ?”

“Home, Sweet

me ‘away somewhere,”
asked Swanson.
Home.” softly

(The End.)
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A Strange Mourning Party.
Do you know that cattle hold wakes,
some sort of mourning ceremony,

at their club, says a maga-
We were all sitting on
he- porch after supper looking off into

arn and turned to me
“This is something 1 want you to
“Listen!”
1 heard the tramping of hoofs and
he hoarse bellowing of cattle. In a

ning trot. At a certain place they

most brushing a great eak, and then

vards Independence.

where is master of the situation.
'adds brains.

his ' #uecess was ever bulit upon a founda-
his employer’'s Interest,
himself tirelessly to it in !mguluhuﬂﬂ
pled with the of hig own, is, other things being equal,

the surest to succeed In life.

character.

touched accidentally,
with sweet music.

cess in bringing all men round to his
opinion twenty years later.

depended on the success of it.

to dare,
dare.

| for it is to reach the substance of life.
Life Is but a tissue of habits.

natlon in the career of a young man
of business.

DYED CHILD’S COAT

“Diamond Dyes” Made Faded,

Use “Diamond Dyes,”
give a new, rich, fadeless color to any
fabric, whether it be wool, silk, linen,
cotton or mixed goods, — dresses,
blouses,
coats, feathers, draperies, coverings—
everything!

age tells how to diamond dye cver any
color.

show you “Diamond Dye” Color Card

fireproof,
Breslau.

have gained by running too hard after
another hundred.

Worth Remembering.

Seif-reliance 1s the first step to-

Az a rule, the educated man every-

i
Nature, when she adds dllﬂcunieu,g

iisrepresent nothing. No permanent

known to live 150 years;
vens and p.nrrnts 100 )ears and over.

| Minard's Llnlnanl u-ed by Physiciane.

Long Lives. | Most of man’s blunders are due to'
Tortoises, pike and cays have been I his self-conceit.
eagles, ra-| The Amazon has 2,000 species of
i hlh.

m
The Great West Permanent

Company.
fToronto Office 20 King 8t. West

B Thrift S

tion of fraud.
‘The young man who thinks first of
and devotes

4% allowed on Savings.
Interest computed gquarterly.
Withdrawable by Chegue.
8/4% on Debentures,
Interest payable half yearly.
Pald up Capital $2,412,878.

COARSE SALT

LAND SALT
Bulk Carlots
TORONTO SALT WORKS
C. J. CLIFF . TORONTO

Each one Is the trustee of his own

A man who lives rightly, and is
has more power in his silence

Character is like bells which ring
and which, when
even, resound

The measure of a master is his suc-

Carry on every enterprise as if all

In order to conquer, what we need is
still to dare, and always to

To learn new habits is everything,

Digression is as dangerous as stag-

B N (.

AND HER OLD SKIRT

Shabby Apparel so Fresh
and New.

Don’'t wo: y about perfect results.
guaranteed to

stockings, skirts, children's

The Direction Book with each pack-

To match any material, have dealer

ikl icoiiipe
A Paper Chimney.
A paper chimney, fifty feet high, and
is a curiosity to be seen in

JEEIUBGRSR < SEeot)
Lots of men lose the thousands they

making for a
iny hollow, where they gathered and

ime thelr excitement ceased and they

“That’'s a mourning party,” the old
“One of the herd was
by a
His friends came and
a great hullabaloo over the
orpse. We had the carcass taken
A few of them will
then they will

Since that time I have witnessed

AR R

Floor Scrubbing

lsu-yanduh.butlullﬂudnuwlua
he surface is

RAMSAY'S

FLOOR PAINT

“The right Paint to Paint right”
ASK YOUR DEALER

BITS OF COMEDY
OVER THE WIRES

SOME AMUSING MISUN-
DERSTANDINGS.

Funny Messages Sent by Tele-.
phone, Wireless and
Telegraph.

The wonder of the telephone-user
who heard an unknown voice ask:
“Did the poison work?” is matched by
the lady, awaiting news of her daugh-
ter's safe arrival somewhere, who re-
ceived by mistake a sportsman’s wire:
“Put two ponies on Bonny Boy, but
hold the monkey for the present till
we see how the cat jumps.” She was
sure the wire had gone suddenly
loony, for not only was this rank gib-
gerish, but it was not even in her
daughter's well-known caligraphy!

Supposing you were crossing the At-
lantic,and wanted to send & message by
wireless to tell your wife, or husband,
that the weather was perfect, the food
super-excellent, your fellow-voyagers
congenial, your health perfect, your
bunk comfy--how would you do it in
two words? The time-honored “All's
well!” is much too mild. “Good time,”

|
.
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Have Your Cleaning ‘
Done by Experts \‘

Clothing, houschold draperies, linen and delicate
fabrics can be cleaned and made to look as fresh
and bright as when first bought.

named

Cleaning and Dyeing
Is Properly Done at Parker’s

It makes no difference where you live parcels can be
sent In by mail or express. The same care and atten
tion is giveam the work as though you Ilived in town

We wiil be pleased to advise you on any question
regarding Cleaning or Dyeing. WRITE Us

Parker’s Dye Works Liied

ners&%qr; |

‘nlYongosu = |

QUEEN'S|
UNIVERSITY
Kingston, - Ont.
ARTS
Partof the Arts course
may be covered by
correspondence
SCHOOL OF COMMERCE
BANKING
MEDICINE EDUCATION
Mining, Chemical, Civil,
Mechanical and  Electrical
ENGINEERING
SCHODL  BAVIBATION

SUMMER SCHOOL
July and August December to April
ALICE KING, Acting Registrar

that
here was danger of further casual-
fes. A plainsman to whom I related
he incidents sald he had known cattle
o gather from miles away to mourn
he death of one of their herd, “with

el s
Work of the San Remo
Conference.

The conference closed on April 26.
t brought about a satisfactory under-

erfect
of hercom-

G oiir
Oriental Cream

wud s

The conference declined to

if a genuine dis-

that an arrange-

The con-

The |
of the Turkish treaty were
it was understood, ‘

8yria by France.
blie. The

Armenia |

The straits be- |

|

nominally Turkish. . g
il it |
Camel’s-hair brushes are not made
of the hair of camels, but of hairs
from the tails of Russian and Siberian
squirrels. i

Keep Minard's Liniment in th:

him romp with all his vigor
u‘Be‘l the MP boy‘ln the Ilnd,
And he'llnn’hnynbebrlfb
b 4 bewean“'-)obmm

BOB LONG
Pure Wool

Worsted Jerseys

For Dad and the Lad |
Pull-over or Button Shoulder

Style
Made for Hard Wear, Comfort
and Smart Appesrance

R. G. LONG & CO,, Limited

Winnipes TORONTO  Moatreal
Bob Leng Brands
Kwews from Coast to Coast
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Aadd years to
the life of your hou

IME was when the

“appearance’’ of a

freshly painted
house was the only thing
that counted, but now we
must also realize the im-
portance of the protection
good paint affords against
wear and tear. Any paint
will give some protection,
but if you want paint pro-
tection for years — not
merely months—use

B-H

A 1009, formula (70% of
which is Brandram’s Genuine
B. B. White Lead) providing
a coat of such body, brilliance
and “toughness” as to defy
rain, sun or snow, where
cheaper paints will chip, peel
and crack.

If your house is painted this

with B-H it actuslly has &

. White
English" MP- > Whitels

PAINT 200 Wi e

Look for the B-H dealer In
your territory. The B-H sign
hangs outside hle store.

BRANDRAM-HENDERSON |

sT.uONN TORONTO s
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| ing a lawyer, he

| prepare his speech,

or “All serene,” are better, but stili on
the unsatisfactory side.

Last week, a lady, whose husband,
being a Yank, thought he knew all
| about poker, had been left behind in
‘litiie old New York,” succeeded in
saying all these things in two words.
She asked a follow-voyager what was
the biggest and”best poker hand pos-
eible. He told her, and the lady sent
her hubby the marconigram Royul
flush!"”

A Hidden Meaning.

During. the last British election, a
certain M.P. had as opponent a man
Coates. His wife, who had
been with him in the constituency al-
most to the last moment, was s 1
away before ithe declaration of the
poll. She gave her husband the

| strictest orders to wire the exact re-

as

sult the moment it was announcel

| it was certain to be very close either
way.

The wire she got gave her great
for she understood it if the tele-
did not: “I am in by

Joy,
graph clerk

| thirty-eight overcoats.”

Some years ago a member of the
British Government was staying for a
rest in a little country village, and, be-
was much interested
in a certain Bill which was then befors
Parliament Wishing to consult it and
to his dismay he
found he had left his copy at home. So
he wrote off a wire to a friend, who
he knew had a copy: “Send Homicide
Bill,” and sent it by the gardener to
the local post-office. The man retarn-
ed saying that the postmaster at the
village had refused to send such a
wire, 2s they had enough bad charac-
ters around without sending for any
more.

A London wire to an Australian
paper read: “Lincoln Ob Dean Swift
Roseate Dawn.” The sub in charge,
who had evidently taken no interest in
that year's Lincoln Handicap, expana-
ed the London wire as fellows, a para-
graph duly appeared next day: “We
deeply regret to announce the death
of the celebratéd Dean Swift, author
of the well-known hymn, ‘The Roseate
Hues of Early Dawn." "

Wrong Interpretations.

Reference to the newspapers recalls
the one which received a wire, and im-
mediately put upon its poster th
startling bit of war news: “Capture of
Point d’Appui,” which again recalls
the wire reporting the destruct of
the Hotel de Ville at Schaerbeck by
fire just before the war, and which a
local paper announced as
Hotel Destroyed,” adding in
column: “The proprietors suspe
the outbreak was not accidental.”

Which reminds one of the English
parson who, being in Paternoster Row,
London, just beforeé Christmas, and
having been strictly enjoined by his
wife to bring home a certain motto
for the Sunday-school wall, and having
forgotten length, breadth, and text,
wired his wife, prepaid, for particulars,
and got this reply, which is said to
have prostrated a whole telegraphic
department

“Unto us a child is born,
wide and twelve feet long.”

or

two feet

e

Long-Life Signs.

It is said to be possible to distin
guish a long-lived person from one
who will not last so long, at sight!

Are you going to lve long?

First, according to a well-known
authority, the primary conditions of"
longevity are that the lungs, heart, di-
gestive organs, and brains, should all
be long If such be the caze, the
trunk will be long and the limbs com-
paratively short.

A good indication of longevity, it is
sald, is a long hand with short fingers,
which are not stumpy at the ends
Blue, hazel, or brown eyes, 100, are
sald to denote a long life. Another
sign—large, open, and free nostrils
which denote large lungs!

It you are a long-liver, you wiil ap-
pear tall when seated, and short in
standing! Your brains, we are also
told, will be deeply seated, as por
trayed by the orifice of the ear being
low.

Women seem to outlive men, for it
has been recorded that from birth to

! ten years of age, the male death-rate

has exceeded the female.




