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Then, one evening, just as he came
bhome to his boarding house from the

inting shop, a telegram was placed in
g;;nhand He looked at it curiously,
signed for it, and carried it to his room.
It was a new and somewhat important
experience; never before had he received
@ telegram. On his way upstairs he be-
gan to associate it with Celesta. Perhaps
she was coming home; perhaps he was
to meet her at the train! He took the
last three steps at a bound.

In his room he tore open the envelope.
‘The upper part of the sheet was a series
of unintelligible characters, but the
central sentence leapt out at him.

“Your sister very sick in private
hospital here wants you.”

It was a moment before Cal grasped
jts significance. When he read it again
he saw it was signed by a Doctor Anson,
and an address was given.

The boy walked to the window and
Jooked out on the quietr street, filled
with the glory of September. But he
saw nothing of the glory now, for a
tremendous fear was clutching at his
heart. “‘Celesta! Celesta!” The name
came dry from his lips. Could there be
a world—could there be life—without
Celesta? : :

There was time to catch the evening
train, and he fortunately had a few
dollars in his pocket. He packed the
battered club bag handed down by Dr.
Beach, told the landlady he would be
gone for a day or two, and hurried away.

It was midnight when he reached the
city. Clamorous cab drivers barked for

knowing which street car to take, he

address. 1
house, once the residence of a prosper-
ous family, but now reduced to the
status of a sort of boarding house for
sick persons. By the dim light of a
porch lamp he pressed the bell, and
waited. . .

After a considerable period the doqr
was opened by a young woman in nurse’s
uniform. I am the only one on night
duty,” she explained, as she showed
him into a little office off from the main
hall. “I was busy with a patient and
could not come at once to the door.
Dr. Anson, of course, does not live in
at nights.”

tCna{Z was conscious of an odor of dis-
infectants and an oppressive sense of
being among the sick. ‘I am sorry. to
trouble you at such an hour,” he said,
“but 1 got Dr. Anson’s telegram just
in time to catch the night train. I am

Cal Beach -

The nurse regarded him with interest,
but the name did nct appear to carry
any suggestion to her mind.

“Yes, Mr. Beach? And what can we
you?” o

£ about my sister. She is here,
and very sick. Dr. Anson telegraphed
me to come at once.” As though to
support his statement he produced his
telezram. . .

“What is her name?” the nurse in-

quired. )
“Ce Spelled B-e-a-c-h.”
? don’t remember any
ch She turned to a-register and
scaned a couple of pages. Finally,
“INo Celesta Beach here.”
“But there must be,” Cal insisted.
“g I have the am. "’
ncil through her
- lips as though

do for

tu “What is she
like? igth.

y bout twenty—and
loc a bit like 1 said Cal, blushing
a lide at the reference to his personal
appLarance.

“Pretty?” the nurse suggested. Cal

wondered how a nurse could be friv-
olous in the presence of sickness, but his
color deepened a trifle under her eyes.
“] shouldn’t tease,” she continued, sud-
denly, penitently. ‘“Let me see—"

Nurse Rooke pondered a moment.
“Mrs. Raymond has been asking for
her brother,” she said, “and I believe
Dr. Anson did wire for someone. But,
of course, she couldn’t be your sister.”

“No—no. My sister is not married,
and her name is Celesta Beach.”

“Better  come along with me,” said
the seophisticated nurse, springing up
quickly under the impetus of a sudden
jdea. “Strange things happen in hos-
pitals,” :

Cal followed her with a sense that he
was ing vaguely. He was conscious
mlmgo %‘?gthe hospital ‘smell and the
shuffle of his feet on the silenced floors.

Nurse Rooke led him into a room.
On the bed 2 woman was lying, her
face pale, worn; her eyes closed; her
dark hair braided and falling about her
cheeks. She stirred with a sense of their
presence, g

“Is she your sister?” the nurse asked,
gently.

But the boy was bf:sid(e the }Z«:dl, lean-
ing over, peering into ner face. *'Celesta!”
‘h?clifd. “r(‘;gelesta!” and fell on his
knecs beside her.

big against her pale, thin face, and
locked into his. ““Cal,” she bhreathed.

his bag and his patronage, and, not|everything.

parted with a dollar to be driven to his|I accept my punishment, but—I loved
It proved a large but dingy |him. He was half god, half—half devil.”

Slowly she opened her eyes, strangely

“Cal, my brother...... I have been ex-

What is the matter?”
Celesta’s eyes swept the little room.
The nurse had gone. Then the lids fell,
and, as he watched, Cal saw little pools
of water gather through her Tlashes.
“Celesta, dear,” he whispered, “tell
me.,"”

“It - isn’t easy telling,” she said at
length, in a voice so low he hardly could
hear it. “‘I wonder what you will think.
Look.”
Gently she turned down the coverlet
and Cal got a vision of a little pink
head, with eyes prodigiously puckered
against the light, and a little pink fist
clutched and groping.
“Celesta! Married!. .
Raymond?”

Again she closed her eyes.
married, Cal,” she murmured.
is no Raymond.”

The boy staggered to a chair, dazed
by the terrific, unexpected blow. When
he did not speak, she continued in a
voice that was all pleading and yet
had in it a note of challenge, almost of
defiance—the voice of the self-wille
Celesta: “Try not to think too bitterl

..Who is this

“I am not
“Thece

suggestions.

v

FOLKS—what is there about yourselves, your
homes, your cars, etc.;"that, as the heading indicates,
could stand a “stitch now and save you money?”’ Es-
pecially with winter only a few weeks ahead on the
calendar?

Think! A little wise judgment now will mean so
many dollars saved! How? Just run your vision over
the Advertisers’ messages on this page. ¢
And patronize them!

Heed their

the conceit of teaching the lad to call
him “Daddy X”. Daddy he was al-
ready- called; the x he added in its al-
gebraic sense, as signifying the unknown
quantity.

About this time his interest in sociol-
ogy excited within him a determination
to resume his university studies. He
re-entered college, this time with a
definite purpose in view. At nights he
continued his reportorial rounds to make

of me, Cal. I won’t be here long. Tt
doctor says—something wrong—I
not get better.”’......

He was at her side again. “I do not|
think bitterly of you, Celesta, But
but...."” His voice failed. Then, his
cheek against hers, ‘“Tell me, Celesta.”
“It’s not much to tell. I loved him.
I thought he was a god. I neglected you
for him. I gave up everything for him.
Then—he persuaded me to leave ycu,
that cur secret might be kept. He made
me great promises; he promised me
Then, at last, he—he went

away... I know I am to blame, Cal;

“And now you. hate him, as I hate
him,” said Cal, through his teeth.
Again she turned her eyes to him.
“No, Cal. I love him.”

He leaned back, perplexed, confused,
struggling in currents too deep for his
years. ‘‘What can I do?”” he demanded,
after a silence.

“Will you do one thing for me?”
Bring up the boy as your own, and
promise he shall never know. Promise
me that, Cal.” And, folding her within
his arms, he promised.

“Oh, it is true, Cal—it is true!’? she
cried, when he had released her. ‘‘Ses—
the promise.” She pointed to a motto,
the only decoration that hung on the
bare walls. ‘A bruised reed shall he
not break, and the smoking flax shall
he not quench.”

‘“That has been my ray of light, Cal.
1 have yearned to it, hung on it,
these days. His kindness which would

not break the bruised reed—wouid it
reach cut to me? - It has—it does, In
you!” The boy took her in his arms

again, and for lack of something better
to say, whispered in her ear, ‘“My bruis-
ed reed—my bruised reed!”

Finally she sent him to get a room,
and a sleep. He did not see her again,
alive.

Cal was fortunate enough to find a
Mrs. Barnes, who had raised six boys
and sent them out into the world, and

When Mrs. Barnes looked into the great
blue eyes of Celesta’s baby it was not
hard to make a bargain.

“What is his name?” she asked.
““Reed—Reed Beach,” said Cal.
Mrs. Barnes took Cal as a boarder,
as well as the baby, and Cal immediately
found work in a printing office. He
had made up his mind that under no
circumstances would he go back to his
old home. The secret of Celesta was
well hid. The hospital had known her
only as Mrs. Raymond. He had given
his pledge for the boy’s sake, and for
the boy’s sake, and Celesta’s, and his
own, that pledge he would keep though
the heavens fell. The few belongings
he had left at ghe boarding house would
satisfy his small debts.
The printing office in which Cal work-
ed was also a newspaper publishing office.
Perhaps it was a romantic twist in the
boy’s nature, together with a certain
joy which he found in expressing ideas
in words, which led him to seek reportori-
al work. With a baby to support, he
needed all the money he could earn,
and night assignments presentiy began
to supplement his weekly wage as a
printer. He covered police, morgues,
hotels, and. got a glimpse of a life far
removed from that of a professor’s
family and a sleepy university town.
He began to see that the tragedy which
had befallen Celesta was not altogether
exceptional. She had been a brusied
reed, it was true, but now he moved
among reeds not merely bruised, but
broken. .. ... ..Out of his experiences
his young mind, groping for some solid
philosophy cf life, arrived at the con-
clusion that the great error for which
all the world pays penalty is misdirected
effort. Every human soul, he thought,
is an engine which will go; the thing i§
to put it ‘at useful work and save it
fron blowing itself, and others, to pieces
...... FEven this Raymond fellow—he
thought of him as Raymond for lack of
another name—even he must have had
his better qualities. It was impossible
to think of the strong-willed Celesta—

ny  brother!”. .. ...
mee-—fst train safter th
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his. ““Cal,
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+ng you.” She drew a thin hand
%n vader the coverlet 'afd reached * for

It was when Reed was almost three,

whose mother heart was still unsatisfied. |

a living for himself and the boy.

Cal recalled the proud day, now only
a few months ago, when, his course
completed, he had faced the world on
what: he considered his mission of life.
His immediate plan was to do a series
of sociological studies for one of the
more serious-minded magazines, and at
the same time gather material for a
book for popular circulation, which he
hoped would not only advance his
cause, but provide money with which
he could continue his work. But he
had barely begun on this program when
Dr. Anson, in whom he had found a
nersonal friend, vetoed it.

“It’s the o air for- you, my boy,’
he had said, after’ the examination;
““the open air, and no more of this day
and night grind. A year or two in the
open, say on the prairies, and you may
be all right. No more of this grind!”™

“But, Doctor, my work—""

“But, Cal, your life—and your boy.”

The boy. Oh, yes, there was the
boy! Of course, the boy.:....

Reed was eight now; going to school;
healthy, happy; more ‘tremendous”
than even+Cal had been; whimsical;
romantic; serious only in those bedtime
moments when Cal reminded him of
his mother Calesta, and they repeated
his verse together, and he told him
whence his name had come. Yes, there
was the A

Cal had “gathered his  little capital
about him, brought a second-hand Ford
and some camping utensils, and said
good-bye to the heartbroken Mrs. Barnes..
And here they were.

To be continued.
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of all
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or, well, no matter
Jewelry it is, we can REPAIR it!

Main Street

Bring us your Jewelry troubles.
If the delicate workings of your watch
have ceased functioning - - or it’s
a ring that needs a new setting, - -
what kind of

All work guaranteed. Moderate charges.

F. G. Herbin

Wolfville r
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Telephone.

Telephone And Cet Your
Answer At Once!

Your customer’s answer to your sales proposition is .

Until you receive it, your hands are tied. You cannot
dispose of the goods to another, and yet you cannot regard

'] What an advantage to you, then, if you could know
right away whether or not your proposition is accepted!

That’s an advantage readily available to you.

Make your proposition over the Long Distance Tele-
phone Lines and you’'ll'get your answer at once.

For getting a prompt decision, nothing equals the
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Maritime Telegra_ph & Telephong
Company Limited :

on any repairs. Work done by the best
A'"stock. of Barretts roll roofing, Asphalt, Asbestos, and
wood Shingles, Clapboards, Sheathing, Interior and Ex-
terior Finish, Doors, Sashes and Frames, Wall d, Fire

Brick, etc.,, on hand for immediate delivery. abinet
making a specialty. ;
Annapolis Brand Hardwood flooring and  general

building supplies -in stock at prices and quality to suit
all requirements. -

\

REPAIR ‘YOUR ‘BUILDINGS BEFORE THE

FALL AND WINTER STORMS COME ON

Have us inspect your Roof, Walls, etc. Prices quoted
skilled mechanics!

J. H. BALTZER

Contractor and Lumber Merchant
WOLFVILLE, N. S.

That Repair Work

which you have been oontemglating all through
the past summer ht to attended to-at
once. We have all material necessary and
thoroughly competent workmen.

’ Your needs will receive our prompt at-
tention.

- Gates Contracting Co.

Phone 72

~ WHY BUY
NEW SHOES

When you haven’t had your
full money’s worth of Service out
of that old pair? We can prove it -
= if you'll turn that old pair over
to us for REPAIR!

New soles, new heels, a little
strengthening here and there and
presto! - - those shoes will be good
for many another mile of hard
stepping! Our prices are right!

G, D. Jefferson

Cash Shoe' Store Wolfville

| . YOUR CAR
ALL SET? *
& g dri:rlx:z .:i.’.th; :omh:on':i:

Drive over. -lo't'l.ll,tl”itqaiu-‘
pert mehanical inspection ani any

oS Tuieres,
IOLFVILLE, N.S.
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