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come at last. But the ocoupant of the
boat bent forward and sought to de-
tach those straining fingers ; he raised
his oar to beat them back ; and then
Ned's voice cried: * Little lad 1" not
tauntingly, but tenderly, like unto
another voice; and the oar was flung
aside, and the great bird of a boat bore
two passengers safely home,

Over and over again through that
troubled sleep, the same thoughts wove
themselves in an uneuding chain—en-
counters with Ned in all the unlikeliest
places of the earth, encounters where |
the dreamer was ever on the point of |
winving and in the end Ned won, But
at last the lullaby slipped inw sweeter
gteains, The rhythmic beat of a horse's
hoofs coming along the Loudon road, |
coming ever nearer | A eloud of dust
whirled like powdered gold in the sun
light, and out of its midst there dashed
the bravest figure the watcher had ever
geen, He ran forward, and now he was
at the side of the horse, and now-—now,
the figure bending low, caught at his |

hand and drew him up. Ned ! Could |
he think of Ned at such a time 2 With |

his father's arms about him and his |
father's cheek on his, could he think of |
Ned—hate Ned ? |

Revenge and jealousy, which, even in |
his dreaming, had held him as their |
slave, sped away as the mists of the
morning fall back before the freshness
of wind and sun. The little lad scireed
with a ¢lad ery, half-awake ; then re-
Juetant to come back to this working- |
day world, he settled himself more com-
fortably, seeking to steep his drowsy
senses again in the exquisite bliss of |
his latest dream. The quietness of his |
surroundings and the peace in his heart
soothed him almost immediately into a
deep, restful sleep.

When he woke, an hour later, the sun
had slipped away from the fielas, and
the shadows that all through the after-
noon had grown long and longer across |
the land, had merged into one great
shadow, The air, as the day declined,
had turned chilly, and from somewhere
on the hillside a bird lifted its shrill
note ; otherwise, it was very still,
Hamnet sat up and rubbed his eyes,
half bewildered as he gazed about him ;
then gradually he recognized the fam
iliar place.  Of course, 'twas Welcombe
Hill, and he had been asl
holidav, too. Bat
nervously, memory

ap, and on a
why ? He

touching

started
him at

every point. There was no need to ask

the question a second time. Siiver
streteched himself with a noisy yawn |
and moved jovously about his master,
who had fallen into a dejected
again ; suddenly he pansed in his fe
ings, and uttered a growl at the sight of
two figares in the near distanes e
boy turned his head at the repetition of
the angry sound

“ What 1ils thee, true heart ?” he de-
manded, ** Marry, cannot a body pass
on this hill withont thy leave ? Who is
it, sir? Nay, I see as well as thon dost |
and I erv thee pardon.  'Tis Dicecon

Hobday and his sworn brother Wat Caw
drey ; and thon lovest them not, I trow, |
nordo I neither, We'll not go home in
therr eompany, so get thee into yon |
bushes, and lie eclose., They have not
spied us vet.”

Hamuet erawled into the underhbrush |
as he spoke, his hand on the rude leath-
er strap which served for Silver's eollar,
and boy and dog erouched down behind
the leafy

They had not been concealed for more
than a minute or so before the two
youths appeared. They were hardy,

SCPeen.

country striplings — the eldest, a thick- |

sot, muscular fellow, with a black-browed
scowling visage, and a trick of hanging
his head as if the thoughts he carried
in his noddle were unworthy for him to
lift it to the gaze of honest men. His

face, which was never comely at the |
' 3

best of times, was disfigured by a recent
ent reaching the length of one cheek,
He limped a good deal as he walked.

“ Bashrew me, I'll go no f rder,” he
eried, coming to a standstill so near
Silver that Hamnet had to put a hasty
hand over his mouth to keep him from
snapping at the gray hose within such
tempting reach. “ Perdition snatch
that villain, say 1! He hath Jamed me
past eare : but I'll make him limp yet,
or my name's na Diceon Hobday. I'll
gpoil his pretty steps so that my Lord
Hansdown i’ London town will have
small use for such a stumbling lout in's
company.’

“ And I'll help thee, as sure as day,
put in his friend, eagerly. * He broke
my pate Rogation week, and he's in my
books for besides ; he said
cheated at shovel-board, and set the
rest against me,”

“ A pest upon him,’
rupted,
and swells like any farmyard cock wi'
pride o' Brother Will. Let

more

the other inter-

weep my eyes out an he never cometh
back to Stratford.”

There was a faint rastle in the bushes,
the hreeze was setting the

as thongh

leaves there in motion.

“As if, torsooth, no other body here
around can sing a song or dance a dance
but just Ned Shakespeare,” Diccon went

on, snecringly ; “and he will have it
he'll play sometime belore the (ueen
Go tol
he never makes a leg before her.”

“ Ay, but he says he will, and for
anght we know he'll mend up old plays
He raith

like's brother and set "em fair.
he is to help him in all that he doeth
Marry, Ned thinketh he's o' such im

port that Brother Will must needs come
riding home top-speed to feteh him back | for

to London.”

“ Then ['ll stay his going,” Diceor
thundered
hands an [
earth to do it.
2o riding off by 's brother's side a

though he owned the world? Nay, an

thou'lt na help me I'll find those tha

will, I've a plan here that will set Ned

Shakespeare where he ought to be.”
“ 'l helo thee,”
them eried—* I'll help thee.
ver, lie down sirrah !”
TO BE CONTINUED.
s e e ———
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| together,
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“ He talks so big about London, |

Brother
Will take him and keep him, I'd na

I'll lay a saxpance to nothing

“I'1l stay him wi' these two
have to budge the whole
What ! shall we see him

a shrill voice behind
Back, Sil-
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HOME TIES.

FLORENCE GILMORE,

It was a sad, white-faced group that
sat ulfnut the breakfast table, Kach
one tried to drink his cofiee and to talk
:l{ld act as usual, but failed miserably,
T'here were long pauses, The hands
that lhold the large cups shook visibly,
the lips that struggled to laugh trem-
bled piteously,

A“.lnhn‘ul what time will Charlie reach
Lincoln 7" asked Mrs, Hardin, her thin,
high-pitehed  voice unusually strident
from the effort she wade t

to keep it
steady.

“ At 2 o'cloek, Laura, and he'll leave
there on the Union Pacifie at 3110, an-
swered her husbhand, as deliberately as
il he were giving

the formation for |
the first time.  Suddenly pushing his
chair from the table he more |
quietly than was his wont, and going to |
the fire held his great rough hands elose
to the fitful blaze,

rose,

* You dido’t toueh your coffee, John,"
his wile complained anxiously.

“Somehow 1 wasn't hungry,” he re-
plied, and continued to hover over the
fire with his back to the table and took
uo further part in the desultory talk.
More than once he drew forth a coarse
colored handkerchief, furtively wiped
his eyes, then crammed it back into a
bulgy pocket o one heeded him ex-
e o \ $

aafl 1
cepl iy redined

king gi
seventeen or mulnm-n Years of age, and
soon she, too left the table and slipping
her arm through her fother's, stood be-
side him, but without speaking a word.

inseparable friend.

“ My, I wish I eould go on the train!”
little Ned exclaimed eagerly, enviously.
“ You'll be on all night before you get
to Chieago, won't you, Charlie ?"’

“That isu't a very pleasant prospect,’
grumbled the elder brother, whose hand-
some, seli-satisfled face was the bright-
est at that sad breakfast, which all felt
was the last meal they would ever take |
* A fellow like me has no
chance on a farm,” he went on, speaking |
aloud the thought uppermost in his ‘
mind, “ I could never be satisfied with “
nothing but this "—with a gesture which
in the plain room and the snow-
covered fields just visible through the
* Now, father loves it,
it suits him, but I'm not the kind.” and
his tone said plainly that he was fit for |

took

frosted windows,

disease common to boys in the spring |
and summer, *The only dauger,” he

hud said, * is in the very first stage, be-

fore there is any eruption.”

They reached the turn in the road and
Charlie looked back to see his mother |
standing on the snow-covered porch, |
She waved to him twice, three times, |
then burying her face in her hands
groped her way into the house., A half-
stifled sob escaped the boy, and his
father said solemnly, * You'll never find
a better place than home, my boy, nor
in all the world a friend like your
mother.”

The little farmhouse was dark and
quiet. The lusty shouts of the men at
work in the fields, the throbbing of the

| threshing-machine and the jow, monoton-

ous hum of the churn was hushed into
The eold hand of a solemn
sence lay over everyvthing, stilling
the uneouth clamor of man's ceaseless
struggle tor bread, In the stiff little
best parlor John Hardin lay—at rest.

silence,
pr

Charlie was home for the first time in
ten years, transformed from an awkward
country boy into a well-dressed, well-
mannered man of twenty-eight or thirty.
During the laggard hours of weary
wa'ting for the funeral he wandered
restiessly about the old house, shaken
and miserable as he had never been be-
fore. Somehow, his mother and Margery
seemed less present to him than his
untutored but loving father, and sunny,

romping, happy-go-lucky little Ned,
who had been dead six years. Long-

forgotten caresses and words of encour-
agement returned to his mind, childish
troubles that his father had soothed
while trying to teach him to bear them

rather than shrink from them, little
pleasures that had lost their savor,
ridiculous oceurrences that Ned had

tharoughly enjoyed ; and he realized for
the first time the wisdom of the truism,
“ There is no place like home."”

The keen anguish of the long ride to
the church, of the funeral Mass, with its
solemn warning to the living ringing
through the low-toned notes of the litur-
gieal chant, the awful moments in the
tiny cemetery adjoining, and saddest of
all, the return to the cheerless, shat-
tered home—all were over at last, Then
Mrs. Hardin, worn with days and nights
of sorrow, threw herself on her bed and
slept the sheer exhaustion
Charlie followed her example,

sleep of

something mueh better, far higher, That evening the little family gath-
“ It makes me very ud ant happy | ered in the long-unused, unhomelike
to think that vou're going to have a | parlor. Each was absorbed in his own
ch to be a lawyer, Charlie. 1t was | thoughts, and for half an hour few words
1 of vour father to make such an | were spoken.
fort tosave the money it will eost, and | ‘ Charlie,” ran Mrs, Hardin, rous-
e not realizing all it means, My | ing herself at last, “you know that
vaily were all profe mal men and it | your father left the farm to me, but the

misguided and
false standards.

I'here was a slight but expressive
shrug of the heavy shoulders belore the
grate. That he had had little edoca-
binff farmer regretted, but
having lived close to nature's great
heart, social distinetions meant nothing
to him. He could not understand in
what way his wife's prominent father,
whom he knew to have been a rascal,
was better than a hard-working, honest
man, whatever his calling. Mrs. Hardin
'w;n conscientious — in  her own way.
She would have considered it eruel and
wrong to have taunted her husband
about his iuferior position, and she often
, congratulated herself that she had never
done so, but her allusions to the matter
were frequent and t antalizing, A thou-
sand pin pricks are more painfal than a
l few deeper thrusts,

narrowed by

“ 11l see if Silas has hitched up,” said
Mr. Hardin, breaking the uncomfortable
which followed his wife's re-

| marks, Loosening Margery's detaining
| hand he stooped and Kkissed her smooth
| forehead, then hurried away, little Ned
‘ at his heels.
|
|

| silence

Charlie got up noisily and busied him-
self in eollecting his belonzings, a new
overcoat, a carpetbag, and a clumsy,
greenish umbrella.  His mother did not
move, but sat watehing him in a pained,
half-dazed way.

“ Well, my boy, it's time we were off,
We've a long drive ahead of us,” ealled
Mr. Hardin, bustling baek into the room
and drawing on his heavy gloves, ' Say
good-by to yonr mother and sister, and

Where's Ned 2"

Charlie went eclose to his mother.

His eonfident, indifferent air forsook
him, and he clung to her, kissing her
over and over again, then with a hasty
| good-bye to Margery he hurried out,
half-blinded by tears that told the
story of the deepest heartache the boy
had ever known.
“ Wherae's Ned!”
again, but no one knew.
trembling wife on the shoulder he kissed
her gently, encouragingly, before
elimbed into the old wagon.
jumped lightly into the seat at his side.
One more look and they were off.

come along.

Mr. Hardin asked

the barn.

.| which was the worse for many wrap
- | pings. “ Wait!
shouted, breathlessly. “These are
you, Charlie,” he panted
when he reached the
1 | wagon, “The doz isn't very pretty.

was hungry lots of times.
siup a freckled face to
then darted away.
“ Surely the value of these gifts lies ir

with a gleam of his usual high spirits.

good swim.

1| and in great alarm sent for old Docto

¥ | Lowe, who had winked at him and grave-
ly told her that he was suffering from a

{ would have broxen my heart if you had | money he had in the bank
had no opportunity to beanything better | thousand dollars is to be divided
than a farmer. 1t makes me willing to | among us. It will be a help to you, my
ot von leave me,” bat the tremor in | hov-—all wa'll ever be able to do for you,
her voice belied her word A mother’s | } amafraid.”

| heart is a mother's heart the world over, “ Surely, mother, yon know that 1

| woulda't tonh the little there is. You
' and Margery must keep my share. 1 can
‘w.nil\' ¢ for myself,” Charlie an-

¢
swered, warmly, not asif he were making
, but rather implying by his
the sum was not

a sacrific
| tone and manner that
worth considering. His rest had re-
freshed him ; he felt “more like him-
self,” more cheerful and self-satisfied.

would feel out of place and awkward
among my friends. They are the most
exclusive set in Chicago,” he concluded,
boastfully.

Margery understood, Charlie was
eareful not to lcok her way, so he failed
to see the color that slowly mounted to
her pale cheeks and the unwonted fire
that blazed from her eyes, but her
silence made him uncomfortable.
Minute after minute passed and not a
word was spoken. * Margery was al-
ways disagreeable,” her brother was
thinking, when to his astonishment she
rose and left the room. As he looked |
after her small, slight figure it occurred [
to him that there was something queenly |
in the bearing of “poor, plain Margery.” ‘

At breakfast the following morning,
Charlie announced that he was obliged
to leave on an early train. He was
sorry, he said, but he must get back to |
Chicago. There was a half-hour of
bustle and confusion, hurried but affec- |
tionate good-byes, and once more |
Charie left home.

For an hour or more his mother, sad
and listless, sat with her hands folded
idly in her lap and gave only monosylla-
bic answers to the questions with which
Margery tried to rouse her. Without
her husband life seemed empty ; for
years she had longed for her boy ; he
had come and gone,and how little it had
all meant. * Margery,” she exclaim-d,
suddenly, *1 wanted to have a good
talk with Charlie. Now he’s gone and I
didn't say a word about our going to
Chieago to live, Well, you'll have to
attend to it. I eouldn't write all about
the arrangements.”

Without an instant's hesitation Mar-
gery answered, “ Mother I'm not willing
to go to the city. 1'd never feel at home
there and 1 don't believe you would.
Let's stav here.”

Mrs. Hardin knew instinetively that
it would be useless to protest. She was
too much broken to assert herself as of
old, and she felt that under Margery's
mild words was a fund of unshakable de
termination. * Well, my echild,” she
said in an aggrieved tone, 1 can't make
you go. ldon't want you to if the
ehange would make you miss your father
more.” She thought that Margery's
love for the old home and its associa-
tions was at the root of her objections.
After a moment she added, more peev-
ishly, * But I had set my heart on being
near Charlie. It would have been such |
a joy to the dear boy to have had me,” |
and she glanced appealingly at the girl,
but there was no sign of relenting in the
firm.set mouth aund unflinching
“It's selfish of you, Margery, very, very
selfish,” she complained ; then d no
more, except at intervals to exclaim to

eyes.,

Charlie, how lonely my boy must be 1"
And Margery was silent,
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THE CENTRAL CROSS.

In a place of justice, at Rome, they
take you sometimes into a chamber with
strangely painted frescoeson the ceiling

walls and npon the
floor, in all kinds of grotesque forms,
You ecannot reduce them to harmony,
you cannot make out the perspective ;
it is all a bewildering maze of confusion.
But there is one spot upon the floor of
that room, and one only, standing upon
which every line falls into harmony, the
perspective is perfect,the picture flashes
out upon you, instinet with meaning in
every line and panel. You can see at
that point, and at that only, the design
of the artist that pain‘'ed it.

I believe that this world is just as be-
wildering a maze looked at from every
point except one. I look back upon the
records of history; I look upon the specu- 1
lations of science ; [ endeavor to gaze into |
the future of the world's career; wherever
I turn I am opposed by the mysteries that |
hem me in and erush me down until I
take my stand at the foot of the cross,
Then darkness and discord beeome light-
ened harmony ; the mystery is solved ;
the night that shuts me in becomes rad-
iant with the divine light and glory. At
the foot of the eross, art, science, litera-

and aronnd thae

ture, history become at once to me a di- |

vine, a glorious blessing. And so 1 elaim
for my Lord His rightful dominiou over
all the works of His hands, We will
gather all the beauties of art, al' the
treasures of musie, all that s
brightest and best in the world, and

_about three herself, * Dear Charlie!” or * pnul" we will lay them down at His feet,
| for * Worthy of the Lamb that was slain

to receive, might and majesty, wisdom
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and riches, and honor and glory.,” His
is the sceptre, His is the rig

ght, His this
universal world.—Cardinal Manning.

———————

St. Franels and His Attitude Towards
Wealth.

Writing of the great Saint of Assisi
and his ralations to the rich, Father
Cuthbert says:

St. Franeis made his direet appeal to
duties rather than to rights, He did
not urge the weak and the poor to elaim
their due; but rather he urged the rich
and the strong to give the poor and the
weak their due. Certainly in setting
before one class of men their daties to-
wards another class, St. Francis im-
plicitly or explicitly proelaimed men’s
rights, since there can be no duty with-
out a corresponding right. But the
difference of method springs from a
fundamental difference of temper and
aim. The claiming of a right may be of
merely earthly value.  Tne fulfillment
of a duty has in it a direetly eter-
nal  value, One may suffer the
loss of one's rights without imperil-
soul; but the same cannot be
The
exclusive insistence upon rights denotes
the materialist temper; the  insist-
upon  duaties the religious,—

ing one’s

said of the negleet of one's duties

ence
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Walls

Patting his

he | an evident effort,
Charlie

The tired, thin horses had gone but a
few steps when Ned appeared, running
as fast as he could from the direction of
His favorite puppy, an ill-
favored animal, was tucked under one
arm, and agrimy hand clutched a parcel

Wait a minute!” he

gide of the

but I tell you he's smart, and I've saved
this doughnut for four days, though I
He turned
be kissed,
Mr. Hardin chuckled
t | and Charlie laughed 'through his tears.

the giver!” the young fellow exclaimed,

A moment later a lump rose in his
throat and again his eyes filled. They
were in sight of the pond where he had
often enjoyed the forbidden delight of a
He smiled wistfully at the
. | recollection of the day his mother had
“ Do not allow my thoughts to get ¢n- | heen certain that he had scarlet fever,

“ My dear, generous boy "' exclaimed
his mother, for the first time in manpy
days throwing off her utter dejection.
“ Now, Margery, isn't that good of
Charlie 2 He's so like my family—"

¢« Mrps. Hardin,” unceremoniously in-

2
An uncomfortable silence settled on
the nrother and sister when they were
left alone. Charlie wandered restlessly
about the ugly room, then went to the
hearth, and leaning against the mantle
watched the fire with a thoughtful, far-
awy expression in his eyes. Kven as
childreen he and Margery had had little
in common and after ten years of separ-
ation neither knew what to say to the
other, even when both hearts were full
of a common sorrow. Charlie was sur-
prised to see how plain, even homely,
his sister was. * And she has no style,”
he was thinking, when Margery spoke.
“Daring father's long illness mother
and [ often talked about the future,”
she began, slowly and timidly. She had
something to say, something that she
felt it would be well to broach when
their mother was out of hearing.
« Mother wants to go to Chieago to live
with you, Charlie, I shall take a room
near by,” she hastened to add, sensi-
tively aware that he would not want her;
then paunsed for a moment, but Charlie
said nothing. * Of course, I'd see
mother every day,”’ she went on, with
“ My share of the
money father saved, with the fifteen
thonsand dollars Aunt Edith left me,
make me the rich one of the family.
Mother will be happy with you. You
can't realize as I, who have seen her
day by day, how much she has missed
you and longed for you, especially since
—since little Ned died,” and her sweet
voice trombled slightly in spite of her
effort to keep it steady. * Now that
_| father, too, is gone, she will need you
more than ever.,” Again Margery
» | paused for an answer, but none came.
(#lancing up apprehensively she sur-
prised a puzzled, annoyed look on the
young face still persistently turned to-
ward the glowing coals,

Charlie was at aloss, He wantedto be
kind, he was determined to be firm, *“I
am afraid that would be a poor arrange-
ment,” he said at length. “I'm sure it
would. Mother could never feel at
1 | home in a great noisy eity like Chicago.
She'd be out of her element. You under-
stand that I would be glad to have her
if it were best for her. You see,Margery,
I live at the ’club, which is a real ad-
vantage to me socially. If mother knew
how I am placed she would not ask such
a sacrific: of my prospects as. leaving
there would be. Then she'd be lonely.
I am busy all day and when I have no
r | engagement for the evening—and it
does not often happen—I get in some
extra study  Poor, plain old mother

St

| colore

e i

| en i

| &

| I'l ues of PER=~

i ANDED
1, mean-

! y :

| ns s the

| constru work, must

{ ean mcerease mn

| profits for you Will
you write my mnearest
yranch a sample?

MADE BY A BETTER PROCESS
PERFECT EXPANDED METAL LATH
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guarantee of the lathing being non-corrosive.
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PERFE EXPANDED METAL LATH
is designed {1 a multitude of uses—as
in the construction of ceilings and partitions,

er and faster and with le

. the highest grade of steel can stand this test, ar for general interior fire-proofing; as re-en-
terrupted the country girl who helped inferior grades would tear into shreds. Thatis f material for concrete floors and roofs;
with the housework, “ Mrs. Ring's in why we select * perfect 't grade sheet steel, an for stucco work ; in the bulding of sewers,
the kitchen. She wants to see you, by working it cold in the meshing proc , get  conduits, etc., et in fact you cannot erect any
ma'am.” he utmost of elastic limit The temper of the office building, warchouse, church, school or

Mrs, Hardin rose reluctantly. “Well, teel is unaffected so there is no need to re-: house, ete., today, 1 ne and all of them will be
I suppose [ must go,” she said in a half- rocess sec ’ tter for having PERFECT EXPANDED
resigned, half-peevish tone. As she ximum  1¢ AL LATIHL. You see, our lathing is fire-
passed Charlie she kissed him tenderly. that nev 01 of, rust-proof, decay-proof. It can be put up

irface g s labor than is re-

teel, when galvanized, t quired en wooden or other lathing is used.

1s done after the making. No la RFECT EXPANDED METAL LATH
us unless it is either painte sheets are 20 96 (26 and 24 gauge), each sheet

c«)vurmg 14 sq. yards, or 184 x 90 (23 gauge),

16

Sample of lathing awaits you,
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To cover 14 sq. yards, on
12 inch centres you only
require 0606 staples or
nails—one pound of
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to quantity of
mortar used, actual
practice shows that 100
£q. yards of the lathing
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covered on both sides
by 14 yards of sand and
5 bushels of lime
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