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it knew only • portion of the words 
and air it sought to render; but, upon 
completing the portion it did know, it 
instantly began again and sang that 
portion over and ever with brightest 
patience. Thus:

“My countres, ‘tis of thee. 
Sweet lend of liber-tee. 
My countree, ‘tis of thee, 
Sweet land of Uber-tee, , 
My countree, ‘tis of thee. 
Sweet land of liber-tee, 
My countree, 'tie of thee. 
Sweet land of liber-tee. 
My countree, ‘tis"-

Jane spoke unconsciously. “It’s Fred- 
die,” she said.

William leaped to his feet. This was 
something he could not bear. He made 
a bloodthirsty dash toward the gate, 
which the singer was passing.

“You get out o' here!” William roared.
The song stopped. Freddie Banks 

led like a rag on the wind.
Now here is a strange matter.
The antique prophets prophesied suce- 

cessfully; they practiced with some 
ease that art since lost, but partly re- 
discovered by M. Maeterlinck, who 
proves to us that the future already 
exists, simultaneously with the pres
ent Well, if his preefs be true, then 
et this very moment when William 
thought menacingly of Freddie Banks, 
the bright air ef a happy June evening 
—an evening ordinarily reckoned ten 
years, nine months and twenty-one 
days in advance of this present sor
rowful evening—the bright air of that 
happy June evening, so far in the fu
ture, was actually already trembling to 
a wedding march played upon a church 
organ, and this self same Freddie, 
with a white flower in his buttonhole 
and in every detail accoutred as a wed
ding usher, was an usher for this very 
William who now (as we ordinarily 
count time) threatened his person.

But for more miracles:
As William turned again to resume 

his meditations upon the steps his In
credulous eyes fell upon a performance 
amazingly beyond fantasy and with
out parallel as a means to make scorn 
of him. Not ten feet from the porch, 
and in the white moonlight that made 
brilliant the path to the gate. Miss 
Mary Randolph Kirsted was walking. 
She was walking with insulting pom- 
posity in her moot pronounced semi
circular manner.

"You get out •‘ here!” she said in a 
voice as deep and hoarse as she could 
make it "You get out •‘ here!”

Her intention was as plain as the 
moon. She was presenting in her own 
person a sketch of William, by this 
means expressing her opinion of him 
and avenging Jane.

“You get out o’ here!” she croaked.
The shocking audacity took William’s 

breath. He gasped.
“Why, you—you"- he cried. "You- 

yon sooty faced little girl!”
• In this fashion he directly addressed 
Miss Mary Randolph Kirsted for the 
first time in hie life.

And that was the strangest thing of 
this strange evening, strangest be
cause. as with life itself, there was 
nothing remarkable upon the surface 
of it But if M. Maeterlinck has the 
right of the matter and if the bright 
air of that June evening, almost eleven 
years in the so called future, was in
deed already trembling to “Lohengrin,” 
then William stood with Johnnie Wat
son against a greet bank of flowers at 
the door of a church aisle, that aisle 
was roped with white satin ribbons, 
and William and Johnnie were wait
ing for something important to hap
pen. And then, to the strains of “Here 
Comes the Bride,” it did—a stately, 
solemn, roseate, gentle young thing 
with bright eyes seeking through a 
veil for William's eyes.

Yes, if great M. Maeterlinck is right, 
it seems that William ought to have 
caught at least some eerie echo of that 
wedding march, however faint—some 
bars or strains adrift before their time 
upon the moonlight of this September 
night in his eighteenth year.

For there, beyond the possibility of 
any fate to intervene er of any later 
vague, fragmentary memory of even 
Miss Pratt to impair, there in that 
moonlight was his future before him.

He started forward furiously. “You 
—you—you little”-

But he paused, not wasting his breath 
upon the empty air.

His bride to be was gone.
THE END.

He rose and, separating two of the 
vines which screened the end of the 
porch from the street, looked out. Two 
small maidens had paused upon the 
sidewalk and were peering over the 
picket fence.

“Mr. Parcher,” said Jane as coon as 
his bead appeared between the vines ■ 
"Mr. Parcher, Miss Pratt’s gone. She’s 
gone away on the cars.”

“You think so?" he asked gravely.
“We saw her,” said Jane. “Rannie 

an’ 1 were there. Willie was goin‘ to 
chase us, I guess, but we went in the 
baggage room behind trunks, an’ wo 
saw her go. She got on the cars, an‘ it 
went with her in it. Honest, she's gone 
away. Mr. Parcher."

Before speaking Mr. Parcher took a 
long look at this telepathic child. In 
his fond eyes she was s marvel and a 
darling.

“Well, thank you, Jane," he said.
Jane, however, had turned her heed 

and was staring at the corner, which 
was out of his sight.

“Oo-oo-ooh!” she murmured.
“What’s the trouble, Jane?”
“Willie!” she said. “It’s Willie an’ 

that Joe Bullitt an‘ Johnnie Watson 
an' Mr. Wallace Banks. They’re with 
Miss May Parcher. They’re comin’ 
right here!"

Mr. Parcher gave forth a lew moan 
end turned pathetically to his wife, 
but she cheered him with a laugh.

"They've only walked up from the 
station with May," she said. “They 
won’t come in. You’ll see!"

Relieved, Mr. Parcher turned again 
to speak to Jane, but she was not there. 
He caught but a glimpse of her, run
ning up the street as fast as she could, 
hand in band with her companion.

“Run, Rannie, run!" panted Jane. “I 
got to get home an’ tel! mamma about 
It before Willie! I bet I ketch Hall 
Columbia, anyway, when be does get 
there!”

And in this she was not mistaken: 
she caught Hall Columbia. It lasted 
ell afternoon.

It was still continuing after dinner 
that evening, when an oft repeated 
yodel, followed by a shrill walled 
“Jane-eel Oh, Jane-nee-ee!” brought

away the golden girl and honeysuckh 
bf the world—meant to and would, not 
abating one Iron second!

Now a porter had her handbag.
Dear heaven, to be a porter—yes, a 

colored one! What of that now? Juel 
to be a simple porter and journey with 
ber to the far, strange peari among 
cities whence she had come!

The gentle porter bowed her toward 
the steps of his car, but first she gave 
Flopit Into the hands of May Parchei 
for a moment and whispered a word to 
Wallace Banks, then to Joe Bullitt, 
then to Johnnie Watson; then she ran 
to William.

. She took his hand.
“Don’t forget," she whispered—“don’t 

forget Lola."
He stood stock still. His face was 

blank.
She infolded May Parcher, kissed 

her devotedly; then, with Flopit once 
more under her arm, she ran and
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There she stood—a glowing little fig- 
are in the hazy September sunlight 
her hair an amber mist under the ador
able little hat, a small bunch of violets 
at ber waist, a larger bunch of fra- 
grant but less expensive sweet peas in 
ber right band, half a dozen pink roses 
in her left, her little dog Flopit in the 
crook of one arm and a one pound box 
of candy in the crook of the other-- 
ineffable, radiant, starry, she stood!

Near her also stood ber young hostess 
and Wallace Banka, Johnnie Watson 
and Joe Bullitt, three young gentlemen 
in a condition of solemn tensity. Misa 
Parcher saw William as he emerged 
from the station building, and she 
waved ber parasol in greeting, attract
ing the attention of the others to him, 
so that they all turned and stared.

Seventeen sometimes finds it embar- 
rassing, even in a state of deep emo
tion, to walk 200 feet or thereabout 
toward a group of people who stead
fastly watch the long approach. And 
when the watching group contains the 
lady of all the world before whom 
one wishes to appear most debonair, 
and contains not only her, but several 
rivals who, though fairly good hearted, 
might hardly be trusted to neglect 
such an opportunity to murmur some- 
thing jocular about one— No, it can
not be said that William appeared te 
be wholly without self consciousness.

In fancy he had prophesied for thia 
moment something utterly different. 
He had seen himself parting.from her, 
the two alone as within a cloud. He 
bad seen himself gently placing his 
box of candy in ber hands, some of 
his fingers just touching some of hers 
and remaining thus lightly In contact 
to the very last He bad seen himself 
bending toward the sweet blond bead 
to murmur the few last words of slin- 
pie eloquence, while her eyes lifted in 
mysterious appeal to his. And he had 
put no other figures, not even Miss 
Parcher’s, into this picture.

Parting is the most dramatic moment 
in young love, and if there is one time 
when the lover wishes to present a 
lofty but graceful appearance it is at 
the last To leave with the loved one 
for recollection a final picture of man
ly dignity in sorrow—that, above all 
things, is the lover's desire. And yet 
even at the beginning of William’s 200 
foot advance, later so much discussed, 
he felt the heat surging over his ears, 
as be took off his hat thinking to 
wave it jauntily in reply to Miss Parch
er, he made but an uncertain gesture 
of it so that he wished he had not 
tried it Moreover, he bad covered less 
than a third of the distance when be 
became aware that all of the group 
were staring at him with unaccount
able eagerness and bad begun to laugh.

William felt certain that his attire 
was in no way disordered nor in itself 
a cause for laughter. All of these peo
ple had often seen him dressed as be 
was today and had preserved their 
gravity. But in spite of himself he 
took off Ms bat again and looked to 
see if anything about it might explain 
this mirth, which at bls action In
creased. Nay, the laughter began to 
be shared by strangers.
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MORSES PACKACEJessie sat down by her mother to 
sew. She was making a pillow-case 
for her own little pillow.

“AH this?” she asked in a discon
tented tone, holding the seam out.

“That is not too much for a little 
girl who has a work-basket of her 
own.’ said her mother.

“Yes,’ thought Jessie: “mother has 
given me a work-basket, and I ought 
to be willing to sew," with that she 
took atew stitches quite diligently.

“I have a dreadful pain in my side,’ 
said Jessie in a few minutes. "My 
thumb is very sore,” she complained. 
“Oh, my hand is so tired!’ was the 
next. Next there was something the 
matter with her foot, and then her 
eyes, and so she was full of trouble.

At length the sewing was done. 
Jessie brought it to her mother.

“Should I not first send for a doc- 
tor?’ asked her mother.

"The doctor for me, mother?" cried 
the little girl, as surprised as she 
could be.

“Certainly, a little girl so full of 
pains and aches must be ill, and the 
sooner we get the doctor the better.’

"Oh, mother,” said Jessie, laughing, 
“they were sewing aches. I am 
well now.’

50 Cent Dog is Now Worth 
its Weight in Gold 

Declares Movie Man
I never had a trained dog before. I 
worked on a ranch all my life till 
shortly before I got King Tut and it 
was on the farm that I learned all 
that I know about animals.

“I was living at the Principal Pic
ture studio on Santa Monica boule
vard about a year and a half ago. 
One day I passed a little girl on the 
street and she had a little pup in 
her arms that was no bigger than a 
rat.

“That's a nice pup you have, I 
said to her.

“It is a nice puppy. His mama

Orphan Pup Only Year and Half Old 
Becomes Star of Silver Sheet ; 
Plays Leading Role in Pomona 
College Picture Now Being Filmed 
In Claremont.

IT

N. S. MAN OWNS WONDER DOG

Dogs do have souls.
E. G. Henry, who owns King Tut, 

wonder movie dog now at the Avis 
hotel, says. so. King Tut is playing 
in the "Page Makers" being filmed at 
Pomona College this week by the 
F.B.O. Corporation. He will partici-

"Why, Willie Baxter!" she cried, blink, 
ing at him.

jumped upon the steps just as the 
train began to move. She stood there.! 
on the lowest step, slowly gliding away i 
from them, and in ber eyes there was 
a sparkle of tears, left, it may be. 
from her laughter at poor William’s 
pageant with Jane and Rannie Kirsted, 
or, it may be, not.

She could not wave to her friends in 
answer to their gestures of farewell, 
for ber arms were too full of Flopit

died and he is all alone. Would you 
like to have him?"

“Certainly," I replied, “I will buy 
him from you."

“She didn’t want to sell her puppy, 
but I got her to take fifty cents for

------------no -----------

Unsurpassed for 
Childhood Ailments

pete in the big football scenes at the 
college today.

King Tut has really made a name 
for himself in the movies. He played „ ,a.
when he was seven weeks did with him. It proved a profitable invest- 
Harry Langdon in the “Mail Man". ■ ment for me. This orphan puppy 
At four months of age he played in proved to harevazodigy. I have been
Stop. In one picture he sat up in 

a dentist’s chair and had a tooth

her to an open window downstairs. In 
the early dusk she looked out upon 
the washed face of Rannie Kirsted, 
who stood on the lawn below. “Come 
on out, Janie. Mamma says 1 can stay

Mrs. Howard King, R. R. No. 5, 
Truro, N. S., says—"I am the mother 
of tour children and have always used 
Baby's Own Tablets when any jf 
them needed a medicine, and I can 
recommend the Tablets as being un
surpassed for childhood ailments." 
Thousands of other mothers agree 
with Mrs. King as to the merits of 
the Tablets. There are thousands 
of homes throughout Canada where 
the Tablets are always kept on hand 
in readiness for the least sign of any 
of the minor ailments whicn afflict 
little ones. Baby's Own Tablets ne
ver fail to regulate the stomach and 
bowels, thus they banish constipation 
and indigestion; break up colds and 
simple fevers; relieve colic and bring 
the baby through that dreaded teeth
ing period in safety. The Tablets 
never do harm—always good—as they 
are guaranteed absolutely free from 
any injurious drugs. They are sold 
by medicine dealers or by mail at 25 
cents a box from The Dr. Williams* 
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

Say! .It will take all the money in
offered a thousand dollars for him. 7.5Los Angeles to buy King Tut.

“I learned from the little girl that 
he is a cross between an airdale and

pulled. Mr. Henry says that is an 
unpleasant thought for most of us.

He calmly walks across the room 
and receives all strangers who come 
to Mr. Henry's apartments and leads 
them over tor an introduction to his 
master. He sets up with his pipe in 
his mouth and his tortoise rim glas- 
ses on and mimics Harold" Lloyd to 
perfection. In fact it seems there is 
nothing this dog can't do. He even 
talks out of his eyes.

Mr. Henry says King Tut is a sup
er dog. He just rehearses his part in 
the pictures and then goes through 
the part before the camera in much

and roses and candy and sweet peas, 
but she kept nodding to them in a way, .... , , .... . „....
that showed them bow much she outdoors an‘ play till half past 8." 

1 Jane ebook ber head. "I can’t. I
a German police dog. When 1 re
turned to the studio with him Miss 
Evelyn Brent, the movie star, named 
him King Tut.

"I never punish him for disobedi
ence. Some times when he doesn't 
want to work for me he will look at 
me with those eyes that tell me ha 
doesn't feel just right and he is long
ing for sympathy. we get along 
well because we so understand each 
other."
—The Bulletin, Pomona, California.

thanked them for being sorry she was 
going and made ft clear that she was 
sorry too and loved them all.

"Goodby!" she meant.
Faster she glided. The engine passed 

from sight round a curve beyond a 
culvert, but for a moment longer they 
could see the little figure upon the 
steps, and to the very last glimpse 
they had of ber the small, golden head 
was still nodding "Goodby!" Then 
those steps whereon she stood passed 
in their turn beneath the culvert, and 
they saw ber no more.

can't go outside the house till tomor
row. It’s because we walked after 
Willie with our stummicks out e’ 
joint."

“Can't you come out at all?" Rannie. 
urged. “Go ask your mother. Tell 
ber"—

“How can I?” Jane inquired, with a
tittle beat, “when she isn’t here to ask? 
She's gone out to play cards, she and 
papa."

Rannie swung ber foot. "Well," she 
said, “I guess I baf to find somepn to 
do. G’night!"

With head bowed in thought she 
moved away. Jane, on ber part, left 
the window and went to the open front 
door. Conscientiously, she did not 
cross the threshold, but restrained ber- 
self to looking out On the steps of 
the porch sat William alone, his back 
toward the house.

“Willie," said Jane softly, and, as he 
made no response, she lifted ber voice 
a little, "Will-ee!"

“Whatchwant!” be grunted. not mov
ing.

“Willie, I told mamma I was sorry I 
made you feel so bad."

“All right!” he returned curtly.
“Well, when I haf to go to bed, Wil- 

Ue," she said, “mamma told me be- 
cause I made you feel bad I baf to go. 
upstairs by myself tonight.”

She paused, seeming to hope that he 
would say something, but he spake not.

"Willie, I don't haf to go for awhile 
yet, but when I do—maybe In about a 
half an hour—I wish you’d come stand 
at the foot of the stairs till I get up 
there. The light’s lit upstairs, but 
down around here it's kind of dark.” 

He did not answer. 
“Will you, Willie?” 
“Oh, aU right!” he said.
This contented ber, and she seated 

herself so quietly upon the floor just 
inside the door that he ceased to be 
aware of her, thinking she had gone 
away. He sat staring vacantly into 
the darkness, which bad come on with 
that abruptness which begins to he 
noticeable in September. His elbows 
were on his knees, and his body was 
sunk far forward in an attitude of des. 
olation.

The small noises of the town—that 
town so empty tonight—fell upon his 
ears mockingly. It seemed to Mm In
credible that so hollow a town could 
go about its nightly affairs just as 

porch and the street He Ut a large usual A man and a woman going by
cigar. “Well, well," he said, “that laughed loudly at something the man
tastes good! If this keeps on I'll be bad said. The sound ef their laughter
in as good shape as I was last spring was horrid to William. And from •
before you know it!" Leaning far back great distance—from far out in the 
in the rocking chair, his hands behind country—there came the faint, long 
his heàd, he smoked with fervor, but drawn whistle ef an engine.
suddenly he jumped in a way which That was the sorrowfulest sound of- 
showed that bis nerves were far from

He tells a very interesting story a- Note—(E. G. Henry, referred to in 
the same manner as any other star, the above article is a native of Nova 
bout King Tut. Scotia. He is a brother of Mrs.

“All the credit for what King Tut John L. Carter, of Bridgetown; and 
is and the reputation he has estab- uncle to H. E. Carter, foreman at 
Ilshed in the movie world is due the The Outlook. Middleton. We wish 
dog himself," says Mr. Henry. “I am King Tut and his master a long and 
not a professional trainer of animals, prosperous career in filmdom.)

Lola Pratt was gone!
Wet eyed, her young hostess of the 

long summer turned away and stum
bled against William. "Why, Willie 
Baxter!" she cried, blinking at him.

The last car of the train had round
ed the curve and disappeared, but Wil
liam was still waving farewell, not 
with bis handkerchief, but with a sym
metrical one pound parcel, wrapped in 
white tissue paper, girdled with blue 
ribbon..

“Never mind," said May Parcher. 
“Let’s all walk uptown together and 
talk about her on the way, end we’ll 
go by the express office, and you can 
send your candy to her by express, 
Willie."

In the smallish bouse which all sum
mer long, from morning until late at 
night, had resounded with the voices 
of young people, echoing their songs, 
murmurous with their theories of love 
or vibrating with their glee, sometimes 
shaking all over during their more 
boisterous moods—in that bouse, now 
comparatively so vacant, the propri
etor stood and breathed deep breaths.

"Hah!" he breathed sonorously. He 
geve himself several resounding slaps 
upon the chest, then went out to the 
porch and sat in a rocking chair near 
his wife. He spread himself out ex
pansively. “My glory," be said, “I be
lieve I’ll take off my coat! I haven’t 
had my coat off outside of my own 
room all summer. I believe I’ll take a 
vacation! By George. I believe I’ll 
stay home this afternoon!" •

“That's nice," said Mrs. Parcher.
"Hah!" he said. “My glory, I believe 

I’ll take off my shoes!"
And. meeting no objection, he pro

ceeded to carry out this plan.
"Hab-ah!" be said and placed hie 

stockinged feet upon the railing, where 
a number of vines, running upon 
strings, made a screen between the

For printing of any kind you will 
find The Outlook the place to do it, 
and do it right. We are the printers 

who do printing tor the people. No 
strings on this joint. We do not de
pend on political influence or church 
relations to maintain a living. We 
hope to merit your patronage by the 
production of good printing for people 
who believe in good goods at a fair 
price. That's us. Let us show you 
next time you want any printing.

«Tired and Worried t

Nervous and Despondent”
Mrs. M. Chevajier, Belle River, Ont., writes: 

“For eight years I suffered from despondency and nervousness.
Sometimes I could not sleep at 
night for worrying and the next 
day I would be so tired that my 
work was a burden to me. I be
gan using Dr. Chase’s Nerve

15

CHAPTER XXII. 
The Bride te Be.

TTTILLIAM’S Inward state became W chaotic.
YY He tried to smile carelessly to 

prove his composure, but be found that 
he bad lout almost all control over his 
features. He had no knowledge of bis 
actual expression except that it hurt 
him. la desperation he fell back upon

Food and can say I am now en
tirely relieved of the nervousness 
from which I used to suffer, and 
things do not worry me as they 
used to.

“Dr. Chase’s Ointment also re
lieved me of eczema on my arms, 
which had bothered me for three 
years. My house is never with
out Dr. Chase’s Medicines." 

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food
60 ets. a box of 60 pills, Edmanson, Bates & Co., Ltd., Toronto

A PROPER SHINE 
FOR EASTER TIME

INI
ShoePolish 

It Improves - 
463 your personal 
. appearance.

The local all-round sportsman met 
the vicar, who was returning home 
with his fishing tackle. Stopping 
they talked for a moment, and then 
the sportsman, who prided himself 
on being a great angler, and often 
said so, inquired:

“Hello, vicar! any luck?"
"Yes," replied the vicar, tapping 

his basket. “I have a trout in here, 
a pound and a half, that I pulled out 
from the lower brook." •

“Oh, that's nohing!" bragged the 
other swelling out his chest “I've 
caught dozens of fish of two pounds 
and over in that stream."

"Ah, but you have the advantage 
of me,” complained the vicar.

“Advantage? advantage, vicar?" ex
claimed the sporty one. "Same 
brook and you have the better gear."

“I know that.’ retorted the rever
end gentleman. "But you just re
member that I am a parson and you 
are not."

Individuality
Canada’s Debt to France.

Canada’s debt to the French for nly $2I their exploration of Canada was rec- 
ognised by the speakers at the Park-

* man dinner at Montreal. For“There is
no nation, outside of our own Em-
pire, bound to us by the ties that 
bind us to France, for Canada Is born 
of French adventure," said Sir 
Arthur Currie, in his finished man
ner. “It was created by French soli
citude, pioneered by French enter
prise, and blessed by French reli
gion. Our earliest history is hers, 
our national arms bear her insignia, 
millions of our people speak her lan- 

. guage, and thousands of our best and 
all to William. His lonely mind’s eye bravest have found their last resting 
sought the vasty spaces of the east place in her soil. We remember over 

a century and a halt ago, when Can
ada passed to the sway of Britain.

There is always a way in which the individuality of 
a person is determined. Every lady, girl and young 
man appreciates a destinctiveness. The Outlook 
gets out a line of Personal Stationery that has found a 
certainly wonderful favor wherever shown. Of course 
only the very best paper is used for this class of work. 
There is nothing trashy about this stationery, and we 
are justly proud of this product. We tell you exactly 
what kind of paper is used, not merely saying a linen 
paper which is very vague. We tell you it is genuine 
"NORMAN" Linen, with an elegant writing surface. 
The price is very moderate, being only $2.00 for 100 
sheets of folded paper and 100 Envelopes printed up 
with your name and address. The printing is the 
same on both envelope and paper. A very artistic, 
though plain, type is used, and the ink is a delicate 
bronze blue. Those desiring half an order, that is 50 
sheets and 50 envelopes, we will do these for $1.25.. 
Prices quoted are postpaid anywhere on the continent. 
The paper, type and ink present a most unresistable 
combination. Seeing is believing, so let us show you. 
No matter where you live, your orders will be sent 
postpaid for above prices. If not satisfied your money 
will be returned. Be sure and write very plainly to 
avoid errors in printing. This is truly a rare oppor
tunity to get a stock of real nice stationery. We also 
print Visiting Cards, Wedding Announcements, Wed
ding Invitations, Dance Invitaions, At Home Announce
ments, and all kinds of society printing; besides the 
genearl run of Business Stationery. Posters, etc. You 
will find The Outlook Printers, Middleton, Nova Seotia, 
always at your service and ready to serve you better,
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They Were Walking With Their 
"Stummicks Out ef Joint.’

hauteur. Ho managed to frown and 
walked proudly. At that they laughed 
the more, Wallace Banks rudely point
ing again end again at William, and 
not till the oncoming sufferer readied 
a epot within twenty feet of these de
lighted people did he grasp the signifi- 
cance of Wallace’s repeated gesture of 
pointing. Even then he understood 
only, when the gesture was supplement
ed by half articulate shouts:

“Behind you! Look behind you!" 
The stung youth turned.
There, directly behind Mm, he beheld 

en exclusive little procession consist
ing of two damsels in single file, the 
first soiled with house moving, the sec
ond with apple sauce.

For greater caution they bad removed 
their shoes, and each damsel as she 
paraded dangled from each far extend
ed hand a shoe. And both damsels, 
whether beneath apple sauce or dust 
smudge, were suffused with the rap
ture of a greet mockery.

They were walking with their “stum- 
micks out o’ joint.”

At eight of William’s face they 
squealed. They turned and ran. They 
got themselves out of eight

Simultaneously the air filled with

normal. His feet came to the floor 
with a thump, be jerked the cigar out 
of his mouth and turned a face of con- 
sternation upon bls wife.

"What’s the matter?"
"Suppose," said Mr. Parcher huskily 

—“suppose she missed her train!”
Mrs. Parcher shook her head.
“Think not?" be said brightening. ‘I 

ordered the livery stable to have a 
carriage here in lots of time."

"They did," said Mrs. Parcher se- 
verely; "about $5 worth."

"Well, I don’t mind that,” he return- 
ed, putting his feet up again. “After 
all, she was a mighty fine little girl in 
ber way. The oulv trouble with me 
was that crowd of boys. Having to 
listen to them liked to kill me, and ! 
believe if she’d stayed just one more 
day I’d been a goner!”

“Mr. Parcher!” a youthful voice re- 
peated.

crossed prairie and river and hill to
where a long train whizzed onward 
through the dark, farther and farther 
end farther away. William uttered a. 
sigh so hoarse, so deep from the tombe, 
so prolonged, that Jane, who bad been 
relaxing herself at full length apo»

— ■ --- oOe----------
Ring joyous bells of Easter, 

Death hath not conquered Life;
Victorious is our risen Lord, 

And finished all his strife, 
From Calgary's mount of darkness, 

Lo starry lilies bloom;
For by the Cross we conque 

And fealess face the tomb. 
—Sangster

Awake, thou wintry earth- 
Fling off thy sadness!

Fair vernal flowers, laugh forth 
Your ancient gladness! 

Christ is Risen. 
—Blackburn

that French frigates passed down 
the river, bearing home those who 
desired to go, but loft behind <0,000 
Frenchmen, and these sleep, along 
the banks of the 8L Lawrence, but 
they ere not forgotten, and Canada 
owes a great duty to them, but we 
also think of that other 60,000 who 
to-night sleep, in peace that knows 
no ending, in Flanders field, in 
Picardy and Artoise.”

Ambassador Jusserand’s speech 
wae marked by a fine weighing of 
the character and achievements of 
Parkman, tn the course of which he 
disagreed with Parkman’s concep
tion of the expulsion of the Acadians, 
criticizing Parkman’s lack of severity 
in judging an action which no Eng- 
Rehman with a heart—and by that 
he meant any Englishman at all—

■ would justify.

the floor, sat up straight with a jerk. 
But she was wise enough net to speak

Now the full moon came masquerad- 
ing among the branches of the shade 
treee. It came in the likeness of an 
enormous football, gleriously orange. 
Gorgeously it rose higher, cleared the 
trees and resumed its wonted imper- 
sonation of a silver disk. Here was 
another mockery. What was the use 
if a moon now?
There came from a little distance 

town the street the sound of e young 
nale voice, singing. It was not a mu- 
leal voice, yet sufficiently loud, and
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