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before, everyone must have a hohby,1
and ancestors are not expensive, all !
things considered.”

As she spoke, she took from off the
table the miniature of a young boy,
and slipped it into her lap, thinking that
she had been unobserved.

“What are you hiding from me?”
he asked. “I do not want to rob you
of your family treasures, and it is not |
kind of you to mistrust me.”

“It never entered my head, Thomas,”
gshe said eagerly, “and I only wished-
to spare you pain. If you must see,
look!”

And she put the picture gently in
his hands, and bent over him without
speaking a word.

“We had not many reasons to be

roud of our descendant, Volumnia,” he
said bitterly. “He promised well in the
picture, did he not? But he did not
make a very great thing of life. He
had fine mnotions, derived from
your ancestors, Volumnia. ~But it was
not a very aristocratic ending to die
in a drunken brawl. Here, take your
picture. Your love for that boy was
so great that you shut me out in the
cold. All your thoughts were for him.”

“Ah, vou were always so hard,” said
the little old lady passionately.

“Well, leave that matter alone now,”
rejoined the old clockmaker, banging
on the table with his fist. .

All at once there came a low knock
at the shop-door, and Volumnia said:

“] think I heard a knock at the
shop-door.”

“Nonsense,” returned her husband.
“Your ears are too sharp.”

“And I have always thought yours
were too dull, Thomas,” the little lady
replied. “Well, as you do not stir, I
will go to the shop-door.”

When she opened it, she found a
man sitting on the doorstep. “Did you
knock?” she asked, as he rose and
stood before her.

“Yes, he answered; “I took that liber- |
ty. Yours was the only light I saw
in the village. I have been walking
many miles, and it is such a fearful
night. I rested on your doorstep, and
I could not resist the temptation of
knocking.”

She beckoned him into the shop.

“You are arenched with rain,” she
said kindly. “Come into the kitchen,
and you shall warm yourself, and be
made welcome.

As he leaned against the counter, the
rain trickled down his face, and down
his torn coat, and from off his fair
mustache. He was probably a strolling
player, for he carried under his arm
a fiddle and a bow wrapped in a green
bag, and this was the only part of
him that was mnot drenched with rain.
He was tall, and of slight build; a man
of forty years, perhaps. His face was
that of a sufferer; but there was some’
kind of humor about his mouth, and a
certain style about his whole bearing
of which poverty had not been able to
rob him.

The little old lady eyed him curious--
ly, though kindly.

“You are in a sorry plight, stranger,”
she said as she took his fiddle and
laid it gently on the counter. “Ah, do
not be afraid! this is not the first
time I have handled a fiddle. I am
very glad that you called here for
shelter. One would not wish to turn
anyone away on such a night as this.”

“I looked in at your window,” he
said half-dreamily. “I saw you bend-
ing over something, and just for the
moment I almost felt as if I were com-
ing to someone I knew. + That made
it easy for me to knock.”

She led the way to the kitchen, and,
turning to her husband, she said:

“Thomas, here is a stranger who
seeks our hospitality.”

“You are welcome,” said the eclock-
maker, who came towards the stranger.
“You are welcome, whoever you are.
But what the devil are you doing out
on such a night as this?”

“Some people have not any home,”

| the negative state. We even learn to

be merry over our misfortunes. Now,
I ask you to look at my coat. Is there
not humor in it?”

“There are a good many holes in it.?
said Volumnia Webster, laughing. “And
it is as damp as it can be. Take it
off and let me dry it.”

“It is not much of a coat,” said the
stranger, brightly. “Now you would
not believe it—would you—but it was
a dandy once! I used to pride myself
on being weil dressed; and my shirt-
fronts were something to behold and
wonder at! My boots were of the new-
est fashion, and the cut of my coat
was absolutely faultless. However, that
is all of the past.”

“Precisely,” remarked the clockmaker,
who had put on his spectacles to ex-
amine the new comer.

Then he added:

“Have you come a long way tonight ?”

“Yes,” replied the stranger, frankly,
“and I have completely lost my bear-
ings. Not that it Particularly matters
where I do go, for times are bad every-
where for us strolling fiddlers. People
like to listen, but they do mot like
to pay! Well, I can partly sympa-
thize: I myself never cared about pay-
ing for anything! It is a habit some
people have.”

“By the way,” said the little old
lady, as she cut up the bacon and put
it into the frying pan, “I left your
fiddle lying on the counter; it must be
damp. Perhaps you will fetch it,
Thomas, and I will give it a
toasting—not to scorch it, but just to
prevent all chances of rheumatism.
That is what my father, the naval cap-
tain, used to do.”

“Confound the nmaval captain!”
growled the clockmaker half to himself,
as he rose to fetch the fiddle.

“My father, the naval captain,” con-
tinued the little old lady, “was fond
of music, and he played a little on the
fiddle yonder, that dirty old thing
hanging against the wall. I shall show
it to you later on.”

“I should like to play on it,” said
the stranger eagerly: ..

“And so you dhsﬁ,” she answered
kindly. “Thank you, Thomas; give the
stranger’s fiddle to me.”

She took it from his bag, and warm-
ed it at a discreet aistance from the
fire; she turned it over, and examining
it, smiling half mournfully, as though
sad memories were forcing themselves
upon her mind. ,

“It is quite a common instrument,”
said the stranger, who had been watch-
ing her with interest; “but I used to
have a beautiful one in the days when
I was prosperous. That was a lohg
time ago now. I did not then.think
that I should become a strolling player,
making music for children and maidens
to dance to and men to drink to. I
had ambitions then.” :

“And have you no ambition now?” ask-
ed Volumnia Webster, taking down the
toasting fork from the right hand side
of the fire place.

‘Yes,” he laughed, jumping up from
the settle, “my ambition is to help you
toast those slices of bread. I am a
famous toaster.”

- She put the fork into his hand, re-
gsigning to him without hesitation the
office of toaster. There was something
cheery about his manner which communi-
cated itself even to the clockmaker and
his wife, and found. response in them.
It was impossible not to feel drawn
towards him, for he had that in him
which claimed and secured a sympa-
thetic welcome. The little old lady
saw that it gave him pleasure to help
her, she asked him to place the chairs
to the supper table, and fetch the dish
from off the dresser. ,

“You cannot think what a comfort
it is tq be in this cheerful kitchen,”
he said, as he held out the dish for
the little old lady to put the bacon
into. “Only those who have been out
into the darkness of the mnight can
appreciate the warmth and glow of a

replied the fiddler, smiling. “I happen
to be one of those unlucky individuals.”

The clockmaker laughed.

“Rest in the settle yonder and warm
yourself,” he said, “and my wife will |
prepare our supper. For my part, I
am hungry, and, you will excuse me |
being personal, but you look starving.” |

“That’s just what I am, replied the |
fiddler, sinking back into the settle.
“But, upon my word, we homeless, sup-
perless creatures become accustomed to

red fire, and the kindness of those who
welcome wanderers to that red fire. It
is ever so long since I have been into
a home. I had almost forgotten what
a fireside looked like; and it is quite
a luxury to be treated as one still
having some hold on humanity. That

alone is almost as good as the supper

It Takes Years to Learn How fo Bake
Beans Riaht !

Anybody can bake beans after a
fashion, but to get all the nourishment
in an easily assimilated and palatable

form requires long experience and facili-
ties that the kitchgen cannot provide,

Chateau -
Baked Beans

are not ordinary beans baked in an ordin-
way.
- ey are the very best, baked in
Clark’s model kitchens in the Clark
way, with steam heat at a temperature
over twice as t as the ordinary
As a result they are easily dlguted%
-are a real delicacy.
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TO EARN THE BIG SALARY
LEARN RAILROADING.
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It's too handsome to thro :
| away, especlally since it can
easily be mended by the use of

CEMENTIUM

Mends the most delicate China
or Bric-a-brac so the break
won’t be noticed. TLooks like
liquid porcelain, but when it
dries it is harder and tougher
than porcelain. -

Most dealers sell CAEMENTIUM at 25¢ and 40c a tin. If you can’t qot'
it at your dealer's, send us 25¢ and we will mail you a tin at once.

which you are preparing. 1 do not
say that it precisely drives away hun-
ge;', but it does drive away the blues.”

In a few minutes the three were seat-

DILLON'S, LIMITED, 7 ST. PAUL 8T - MONTREAL

¥ y rid yourself of disfiguring hair by burning off the Yo “Ill 3

‘ou cannot permanentl ou

hair root, so that it cannot grow again. The only sure safe way to do this . This method
A is employed by all repuhbﬁ physicians and dermatologists. MA N is an
, electrical apparatus embodying the standard recogni method of ysis =~ n:g“ for
home use. This kills the hair root by a steady, ¢ lectricity, so faint it can-
= not cause the slightest shock or scar, but sufficiently :trons.;o destroy the life of the hair, 80 it
can never grow again. You can use it with absolutely no E:rool any kind, No lmo"-alg

of electricity reauired to operate. Send todax our k which fully describes
MAHLER APPLIANCE and contains evidences of the results achieved by women whe

have used it. This book free on request. We prepay postage in full. WRITE TO-DAY.

g D. J. MAHLER, . g2 N MAHLER PARK, - EAST PROVIDENCE, ).. 1}




