
" Bless ye for that, sonny! " lie ex
claimed, and with the words hie fell b
upon the food, devouring ecd morse
as it was handed to him with a frightf t
voracity, white bis burning, restless eye
glared about him, neyer stili for a moment

Now as I noticed bis wasted fort
and sbaking limbs, I knew tbat I coul.
master him with one hand. My weapor
alipped from my slackened grasp, bui
at the sound, slight thougli it was, hi
turned and began to run. He had noi
gone five yards, however, when hie trippec
and fell, and before hie could risc, I wa
standing over him. He lay there at m>'
feet, perfectly stili, blinking up at me Witt,
red-rimmed eyes.

"Al right, master." lhe said at last
"you've got me!" But with the wordý

he suddenly rolled himself towards the
river, yet as lie struggled to bis knee,
I pinned himi down again.

"Oh, sir! you won't go for to give
me up to them? " he pantd. 1I vE
neyer done you no wrong. For God'%
sake don't send me back to it again.
ir."i

"'Course flot," cried the Imp, laying
bis liand on my arm; "lthis is onlY
Uncle Dick. HTewon't hurt you, will
you, Uncle Dick? "

"That depends," I answered, keeping
tijthold of the tattered coat collar.

"Tli me, what brings you hanging round
here?"

"Used to live up in these parts once,
master."

&.Who are you?"
".dCon.vict 49, as broke jail over a

week ago an' would ha' died but for
the lttie 'un there," and lie nodded
towards the Imp.

rHE convict, as 1 sa>, was a tait,
Athin fellow, wtb a cadaverous face

lined witi suffering, white the hair at
bis templies was prematu>rely white.
And asI looked at him, t occurred to
me that the suffering whicls had set its
mark so deeply upon himi was not alto-

eer the grosser anguish of. the body.
MIw for vonr criminal who can stili

feel moral!>' there is surely hope. I
think so, anyhow! For a long moment
there was silence, white I stared into
the hagg face below, and the Implooked frm one to the other of us,
ltter!>' at. a loss.

"I 1Wonder ify ou ever heard tel! of'the b'>' Jarge,"' î aaid suddenly.
The convict started so violently tiat

the jacket tore in my grasp.
Hiow-.howZide know-?" -lie

gasped, and stared at me with dropped

"a.My feyther" lie muttered; "told
Jasper-'e ain't 'dead, tien?"

"'Not yt, " I answered; "corne, get UP
and l'il tel! you more white you eat.
Mechanically lie obeyed, sitting with
bis glowing eyes fixed on my face
the white 1 told him of old jasper's
lapse of memor>' and present ilîness.

"Then 'e don't remember as I'maa
thief an' convict 49, master? "

"'No; he thinks and Speak.s of, >OU
aiways as a boy and a pattera son.'

The mian uttered a strange cryp and
flining himgecf aipon is knces buried
bis face in h is hands.

"Corne," I éaid, ta ping himn on the
Shoulder; "take off týose thinga," and
flddiiig to the Imp, lie i-mmeiatel>'
ban unwrapping Peter's garmenta.

"Wbat, master," cried the convict,
staring up, ',are yoii goin'1 to let me
Sec'im afare you give meu?.

" Yes " 1 nodded; "ont>' be quick."
In lem than five minutes the tattered

Prison dress was lying in the bcd of
the river, and we were rnaking Our w aï
along the path toward old jasPer s
Cottage.

The convict spoke but once, andthat as we reached the cottage gate:
"slie very ill, ir?"
"Ver>' jl,' I said. Me stood for a

moment, inhaling the fragrance of the
rssini great breaths, and staring about
hn;tien with an abrupt gesture, lie

OPened the littie gate, and glidingupthe
path with his furtiv,t.lthy ootstcp,mOocked at tic door.

For some half -hour the Imp and I
8trolled to and fro ini tic moonliglt
during whici lie rlated to me mucli
about is outlaw and the man>' "ruses
lic bad employed to get him provision."
HOWor-w one occasion, to escape the
Watcful cyca of Auntie Lisbeth, h e bal
beea comnpelîed to bide a slice of jam-
tart in is trousers-pockets, to the detri-
ment of ecd; how Doroti>' iad watcied
im evcrywere in tic momentar>' capec-

tation e.7"something happening;" liow
Jane and Peter and cook would stand and

X- stare and shake their heads at him because
to hie ate sucli a lot, "an' the worst of it was
el I was awful' liunry ail the tinte, you

ul know, Uncle Dick!' This and much more
es lie told me as we waited there in the

n At last the cottage door opened and
Id the convict came out. He did flot join
In us at once, but remained staring away
it towards the river, thougli I saw bim
te jerk bis sleeve across bis eyes more
)t than once in bis furtive, stealthy fashion;

d but when at last lie came up to us bis face
Ls was irm and resolute.

Did you see old Jasper?" I asked.
"Ves, sir; 1 saw liim."
"le lie any better? "
"Muci better-he died in my arma,

Is sir. An' now 'm ready to go back,
ie there's a police-station in the village."
ts He stopped suddenly and turned to

stare back at the lighted windows of the
e cottage, and when lie spoke again bis
e voice sounded boarser than ever,
's "Thouglit I'd cone back from furrin

prts, 'e did, wi' my pockets stuffed
fun 0o gold an' bank-notes. Called me
' is b'>'Jage' edid!" nnd againhle brushed

h is cuif acrossis exes.
"Master, 1 don't know who ye ma>'

be, but 'm grateful to ye an' more
tban grateful, sir. An' now l'ni read>'
to go back an' finisli my tine. "

"How mucli longer is tiat?"
"Treyears, air."

"And whenyou cdme out, wliat will
you do then?"I

"Start ail over again, ir; try to get
1 some honest work an' live straiglit."

" Do you think you can? "
1 "1 know 1 can, sir.» Ye sec, lie died
in my arme, called me' 'is b'>' Jarge,
said e were proud of me, 'e did i A
man can begin again an' live straigbt
an' square wi'lla memor>' the like o'
tbat to 'eip 'irn."

" Then why not begin to-nigt?"
He passed a trcmtulous band througb

bis silver liair, and tarcd at me witli
incredulous eyes.:Bein--to-nightl" li alf whispered.

enisi liop-gardens," I went on; $"no
one lives there at Preîtent cxcept a care-
taker, but it is wthîn the bounds of pro-
babilit>' that I may go to sta>' tiere-
sorte day. New tbe gardens need trim-
ming, and l'ni ver>' fond of flowrs;
do you suppose you could make the place
loon decent in-sa>', a montli?"

"Sir" lie, said in a stran eboien
voice, "you ain't Jokin' withmri, r
you?" ear

"I1 could pa>' Jou a pound a week;
wiat do you say>?'

H-e tried to seak, but bis lips quivered,
and lie tutrnebis brick upon us ver>'
suddenly. I tore a page front my pocket-
book and scrawled a hast>' note to my care.~

IIHere ia the address," I said, tappin
him on the shoulder. "'You lwill in
no difficult>'. 1 wlll write agaîn to-
nigit. You muet, of course, hve mone>'
to get there and may nee to bu>' a
few necessaries besides; here is your
first week's wages in advanc," and 1
tirust a sovereign anto is hand. lie
stared down at it with blinking eyes,
shufling awkwardly. witi bis feet, and
st that moment his face seemcd ver>'
worn and lined, and bis hiair ver>' grey,
yet I laed a feeling that I siould flot
r"~e my quixotic action in tic end.

'Sir," lie faltercd, "asir, do ye mtea-?"
and toppeà.

"I mean that to-nigit 'the b'> Jarge'
lias a chance to make a new beginning,
a chance to become the man is fatier
always thouilt lie would be. 0f course
I mn>' le a Doolto trust you. That onl>'
time will show; but y o ,î u sce 1 ad a
great respect frodasper. And now
that you have the address you'd better

r;sathougli, you must have a bat;
okmgt wonder-take this," nnd 1

linndcd him my cap.
1"Sir, 1 can't tiank you now, 1 neyer

can. It-it won't corne; but-" witi
a nervous, awkward gesture lie eau lit
rny hand suddenly, presscd it to i
lips and was gone down the latte.

TH Sit was that old Jasper's "b'>'
Jarge"- I went out to make a trial of life

a second time, and as 1 watclied him
striding tirougi the moonliglt, is
iead erect, ver>' different to tic sliambling
creature lie lad been, it scemed to me
that tic felon was already ousted b>' t4se
mai

"'l1'specks lie forgot ail 'bout me!"
said tic Tmp disconsolatel>'.

"No," I answered, siaking my iead;
"I don't think lie will ever forget you,
my 1Tmp." (Continued on page 6o)

"MyLady Caprice"
(Continued frm nPage'57)
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Thnose Pictures
from Home

"If they only knew

the pleasure they
bring us * * * *

I arn sure they would
corne.

Translation of an ext ract frorn a letter written by a Young Belgian
soldier to a friend in A merica.

"And often I miust take in my hand, the pictures from home.
I look nt them ail, one after the other, and they speak to me.
Then I arn once more at home-I listen, and I live again. It
wouid be too much for me to Write you ail that they sa>'. But
above ail, they say to me 'Au revoir.' I find them ail a littie
thînner, and Father and Mother a littie grayer of hair. Tiens!
If they only knew the pleasure the.y bring us, these pictures from
home, there would flot be one remaining in Belgium. Ail the
pictures would rush towards us; even if they had to pase
through the electrified wire of the frontier, or i f they ,jad to
swim through Yser Canal, I am sure they wouid come."

GUSTAVE GEBOERS
L 282 2me Compagnie Armée Belge en Campagne

Thus writes Gustave Geboers, a Belgian boy of twenty-three.
And your boy, our boys, home pictures so easily made with a
Kodak, will mean just as much to them.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited
TORONTO, CANADA


