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Man and His Husions

(Continwerd )

2 The Brook-Twa Kitchen
Three days later incendiary fires
were discovered in two more [u|:|r*-'~
but having been found as soon as
started, they were fortunately ex
tinguished
the Jate

injured were friends of

pastor.  The next morning u mes
sige announced that the Reverend
Pastor,.after a short sickness, had

died.

tervible visitations which had come

One paper stated, that the
upon Ortingen had  broken  his
heart, and that he died praying for
himself and for his enemies

Few of his former parishioners
attended the funeral: among these
few Agnes was the fiest.  Nothing
could keep her from paying the
last honors to her instructor and
After the funeral she

stayed a few days with her aunt,

benefactor.

whenece she wrote that she would
1eturn |:.y H»uuuluy and that she
would walk the way to the inn
from the village station

To oblige’ her, Frances gladly
took her place for the time in the
innkitchen. It meant wuch work
for Kermess was near. At the
moment she was busy baking little
cakes, and she was an expert at it
Enveloped in steam and smoke,
the dipping-spoon wenit up and
down, taking up the dough and
lifting it into the bubbling hissing
lard, the while she kept turning
the shallow pan, and puncturing
the doughnuts againstoverswelling:
then with a quick, sure aim she
flung the finished ringlets upon
# mountain of similar pastry msing
upward from a tin receptacle. No
one daved to intertere with her,

The old hunter kept her com

pany in the kitchen; he was en-

joying one of her brown, fragrant

eakes and gossiping with her in
half-voice, Through the door ajar,
she at the same time oversaw the
bar. They were speaking about
Agnes.  “I pity her, she does not
fit in here, she belongs to the
cloister,” Frances remarked, “a
though she can work and can do
things better than I.  But she is
afraid of the people and easily loses
her head just when presence  of
wind 18 most necessary.  This very |
summer she went wellnigh  crazy |
from fear; do you know about it
that affuir in the teacher's garden?” |
“No,"

tinishing the donghnut: “but I pre-

I'(-"“l‘(l the huutsman, |
sume you weve prosent.” 1
% ‘ . |
“You are continually teasing me |
aboutthe teacher,” pouted Frances |

blushing, “instead, 1 wish you'd|
eat another cake,— here, this one is|
fine.” ‘

She handed him the eake hot
from the pan and then eontinued
“Well

planned that at night they would |

those fellows within, had

steal into the garden of the teacher
and do all sorts of mischief theve,
You kuow how he and his mother
all spring and summer enltivated
the beds and borders, the Howers
and vegetables, watering and nurs
g them. Jack Sparr worked up
his gang to the trick by treating
them to wing for I believe that
sober none would have joined. Now,
\gnes overheard all this, and not
knowing what to do, in her very
despair she sent for me to hurry
over; naturally, I did not hesitate—'
chuckled

the hunter with his mouth filled

“Of course, of course!”

‘And do you know what I did?
I sent a note, :\!l\’isillj_{ the school-
master to be on his guard against
a visit to his garden set for twelve
o'clock that night. This T signed:
‘From a well-meaning friend,” and
dispatched it to the schoolhouse
immediately. - And then

“Why, the teacher was prepared
to veceive the fellows,”  the hunter
finished.

“Not by a long ways,” corrected
Frances. “Next I said to Agnes:

As before, the parties |

| work;

| Now you go to the bar-room uml! “It is a cheap permission, for it
I will gpon follow: it will be our | makes no difference whether she 15
husiness to detain the seamps until {here or away: she ecan do nothing
|the rise of the moon-—say eleven |as it is, except to dream and pray.”

o'clock—"twill be lightsome then “There are others whose work

[to enable the teacher to recognize |is more illusory still” eame the
them in turn as they seole the wall,” | biting rejoinder.

Astonished the hunter regarded|
his protégiée: “Frances, yon are :uskvll. his weird eyes glaring.
even more clever than I hinagined “To whomever it concerns,” she
you are as wide awake as a real |retorted, while pitching a dough-
huntsman, Hand e another | nut deftly into the pan, just graz-
She added: “I think

it contemptible to defame a girl

doughnut.” | ing his nose,
She handed him one and laughed.
‘How I talked

saints in heaven to help along iy | her against others.”

| A 3 i
I invoked all the {one likes, and in this way to secure

2 3 . |
wossip, 8o as to detain the fellows, |
talked

|
parent beadsupon her brow bespolie

“Does that apply to me?’ he

Even Agnes but trans- | hissed.

“Do you dare to deny it?" she
her terror,  So it got to he eleven, |asked composedly, putting more
then twelve o'clock, and at last the | dough into the frying-pan.
plotters arose, stumbling  to Hu'irj “And you,—you " he exploded
the moon shone in the with rage, “can you deny that you
heavens

80 brightly —it were pos- | are infatuated with the teacher?

sible to read'  When they had|Only for his suke, not for Agnes'
come to the garden, the teacher | are you here, you—you—-"

hiding in-the hedge was ready to!  The resolute Frances motioned
welcome them with his gun.  They |as if she meant to throw the pan
detected him, however, and upon|and his contents into his face. He
inquiring what he was doing in|dodged.  She controlled herself,
the garden at so late an honr, he|however, and her eyes of a sudden
answered:  ‘Lying in  wait for|danced with joy.
weasels! They left for their homes | before she took no notice of the
then without daring to disturb the | fury at the door.

All at once she said kindly :

The old man listened admiringly | “Jack; stay here, it's hard telling

garden.”

and then asked: “Does the school- | how the weather ‘Il turn!”
who sent the note ?” |
blushed  still

“I don't want lim to know. The

master know “What do you mean to say?” he

Frances deeper: | questioned.

“I mean to say, Agnes will be
delighted this moonlit night, to see

other day, after telling Agnes .the|

whole story, he said he would like| you, all spindieshanks and elbows

to know who wrote that note ;w-min;{ to meet her,

every second word in it was mis-| will be a race!  She will run back
spelled, but | hare-liks to the station, to stay

The  huntsiman  shook  with | with her aunt the depot-matrop.”
Sparr sulked in spite of his fury.

By way of excuse she added:| Looking up suddenly, he noticed

laughter.

“The note had to be
written; still 1 am ashamed of it|mackintosh. “A fine piece of ap-
with all my soul.” i]mrvl that,” she commented in-
“As o matter of course, the future | nocently.

Mrs. Pedagogue ought not to be| His eyes taking in the coat on
guilty of mistakes in spelling,” thJ(,h«- door, sparkled mischief.

; He returned to the bar to finish
the|his drink and waited until the

teacher stepped in from the inn, ] teacher had moved across the room,

hunter dryly observed.
Before she could reply,

and greeting them both, he took j facing away from the entrance.

off and hung his mackintosh (rain- |Quick as lightning then he ab-

coat) on the door. with the ackintosh
“Is it true, Agnes will come home | through the kitchen door.

“Jack!”. Frances ecalled, but in

“No, professor, I'll tell you, but|a manner neither loud nor excited,

sconded

late to-night, alone?” he inquired.

keep it seeret;shereturns to-morvow | “if you don't return it, T'll murder

noon,” Frances replied— “those in|you.”

there better not know it, however.” “I'll be back in an hour; the
The-hunter got up to go; “Good | teacher will not have missed it,”

night, 1 must leave, or I'll eat up he replied.

all your baking.” “Take the consequences, then,”
In a minute or two he came back | doled out Frances tragically.

and said to the girl:

“That sub- “So I will,” he replied, thm\\'ing

[sacristan 18 in truth a real devil.|the teacher's mantle loftily around

Just as T was leaving, I heard him | him and slyly remarking: “I am
plotting something in the stable |the teacher now, Agnes will not

adjoining. The teacher is going |avoid me,” and away he went

[to meet Agnes to-night, that will| parading.

be a fine chance to smash his win- Frances sat down by the hearth
‘For every pane a bottle of [and with hands to her face laughed
he stipulated, after which|till the tears trickled down her

he went back to 1||\~‘inn,

dows.
wine!'
His con- | sun-browned cheeks.
federates, however, discarded the

“Good luck to you,” she said,
first and agreed upon another plan, < “if mistaken for the teacher by
They would post themselves along | your own chums, they beat you to
the route and attack the \('hn()lv;u rag, You will have deserved it
master on his way fo meet ;\gnu.\;;i tirst on account of Agnes, secondly,
thir would be less hazardous. T will |on my account, and thirdly,” she
wiit to see what they are going t()‘ halted, “thirdly —most of all! Pity,
do; had they ventured into Hluvitlu- warden is not here, how he
village, I would have spoiled their | would enjoy it; I must tell him
window-smashing a geeond timme, | first thing in the morning.’ '

Sure enough, theyre off to the| Sure enough, Jack Sparr got his

station; well, let them run. Since | deserts. Disguised in the only

,iAgnes does not return to-night, | mackintosh in the village, he played

the teachet need not go to meet |the teacher better than he knew.
.

{ her.” The lads suffered him to eome on
Frances bubbled over

with joy|and then piled upon him.
at the idea of the ruffiaps waiting| Frances was back in her home
quite awhile, when there came
After an intervall Jack Sparr|hobbling along

stuck his head into the kitchen,|groaning,

and waiting in vain.

scolding, dilapidated
remarking sarcastically: “PoorMar- | wretch. The mackintosh hung

| tha must slave and worry, to en-|loosely about him torn, tattered What was it that made the dying
But when his mother | Dotes seem to him like a judgment?|
“It’s run down,” some one said, |

{able lazy Mary, I meant to say|and soiled.
| Agnes, to idle away five days at|saw the condition of her only dar-
[the funeral of a priest.” ling, there was no end to, “O mur-

“That’s nobody’s business but{der! O pity!” and maledictions

Agues’ and the landlord’s, and he|upon the perpetrators. Next day | we'll set it off to console her.” A

gave his pe;mimion," Frances | he was obliged to buy the teach

“Whom do you refer to?” Sparr/

Continuing as|

Ha! ha! that |

hurriedly | thatFrances was eying the teacher’s |

village-ward, a |[ceit.

3. Tried in the Crucible

The Requiem celebrated for the
deceased pastor a few days later
was over. More parishioners at-
tended than the Administrator ex-
pected. The absolution had been
given, and clouds of incense were
still rising slewly to the arched
ceiling, upward 0 the large central
painting, the Resurrection of the
Dead; deserted stood the cata-
falque, upon its bpsom the chalice
and biretta facing the cross; the
chureh was sombre and still.

One lone figure in deep mourn-
ing, tarried knecling, lost in prayer,
the rosary gliding through her
slender fingers. It was Agnes. In
her dark dress, her face looked de-
licate and refined as never before:
but it bore traces, too, that she had
suffered much, a fact which her
swollen eyelids, reddened by count-
Stopping a
moment, she looked towards the

less tears, confirmed.

tabernacle. “Dear. Saviour, how

Iglmlly I would have died in my
uncle’s stead,”  she lisped, “if it
had been possible! I have enough
|of the world already to do me for

Liep . » re
| life.”  Then she turned to the Vir-
gin's altar; unconsciously her hands

lifted higher and higher imploring-

ly. and her face became almost
!tmudignrod. The world heard it
[ not nor suspected, but from that
| virginal soul arose a great and ho-
|ly vow which upon the wings of
a thousand petitions, sought the
| heart ofthe Mother of God, the
| Mother - of the Afflicted. The
| daughter addressed the Mother;
the virgin the Queen of Virgins.
The. secret of this sacred commun-
ing, wafted over the chasm divid-
ing time from eternity, between
the poor orphan and the ever Vir-
gin, remained hidden in the hearts
| of Mother and child.

Finally, Agnes arose. A long,
tear-stained look at the eatafalque,
u last, “Eternal rest grant unto him,
O Lord!” and she left the church.
At the door on the outside, stood
Jack Sparr; he wished to speak to
her. His face was disfigured, his
eyes glowing with an upcanny fire;
his héad was tied up, covering the
contusions he had received a while
ago. An ill-concealed passion dis-
torted his face to an ugliness ex-
ceeding that of its natural deform-
ity. He got no chance to address
her She looked up at him a
minute and then rapidly passed

to the Brook Inn.

Pale and trembling with indig-
nation he followed her; she had dis-
appeared from sight.

On the night of this day the
‘notorious company’ met in the
tavern; the,'most active among
them as usual, were Jack Sparr
and the landlord.

“You were also at the church
this morning for the priest ¢ Sparr
laughingly asked the latter. With
a contortion of the face the taver-
ner replied: “No, Jack, for you
Know, pews and genuflections don’t
suit my knees. Since the day I
became enlightened, they have got
erysipelas.  Moreover,” he con-
tinued mocking, when the laughter
which greeted the joke had sub-
sided, “I had & Requiem at home.”
Upen saying which he pushed the
button of the musie-box to the tune:

“Alas, must I leave thee,

My village, my home!”

The innkeeper, pulling out his
handkerchief, sang the stanzas with
an affected sob. Some of the guests
looked at one another with horror,
but Sparr and his boon . fellows
nearly burst laughter at the con-
The music-box went slower,
then it stopped. ;

Startled, the taverner looked up.

i

winding it up. |
“When Agnes comes in again,

{snapped him off. a new mackintosh. 3

i

maiden appeared at the door that|

him to the village street, which led |

Hunters! _Trappers!
unters! . Trappers!

On NOV:1st the FUR SEASON opens again
and everything points to a very profitable season
for the trappers. All rébdorts are that the Fyy
Markets are well cleaned up and there is 2 big
demand for furs. ‘

So it’s up to you, Boys,

to make a little Extra Money.

GET OUT AND HUSTLE, the bigger the bunch,
so much more money you get!

To all those trappers and hunters, who have been sclling their
furs to me for the past three seasons, I don't need to say where to
bring their furs, because they know that I try to treat everybody right,
and give them all the fur is worth.

To trappers, who have never sold to me, T will say, that if you
ask any of my old customers, they will tell you that PATZEL at Hun,-
boldt gives you more money for your furs, on the average, than you
can get if you ship your furs to those big houses across the line.

If you will have some furs in s week or two and ean’t bring them,
send them by exp‘rems or parcel post. I will pay the charges.

Give me a trial, and I am sure you will be satisfied. No shipment
too big and none too small. Write for tags and prices.

Herman B. Pitzel,, Humboldt Fur Dealer

Headquarters in old Shoe Repair shop, in back of Merchants Bank.

Marlatt’s

BGall Stone UMedicine
| AUd:ler-i-ka

and other ledicines, Herbs and Chemicals
always in Stock.
Do not forget to see our Wall Papers
before buying elsewhere.
Also Indoor and Outdoor Paints, Darnish etc.

Write to us in Enalish or German. Mail Orders promptly erecuted.

| ID. §. Havagavten :: Bruno, Sask, )
Only German Druggist in St. Peter’s Colony.
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Fullness of Tone! Adaptibility! Beauty!

Let us oxplain, why these three outstanding qualities -pro- 4

duce new and increased pleasure when you listen_to the §

MELOTONE :

>

With the Melotone, the music of any Record is expressed most ¢

harmoniously. Delicate upper tones which formerly were lost, >
are now made audible by the sounding chamber, which is con-

structed of wood on the principle of the violin. The Melotone ;

is able to play all kinds of Records BETTER than other §

Phonographs. The Melotone Factory in Wirihipeg is the only one §
in Western Canada. This Instrument is fast taking the lead
over all other phonographs and, as to construction, durability, ‘
and low price, it is now excelled by none. It offers the largest
selection of Records in Western Canada, at from 20 cts. upward.
All instruments are guaranteed, and you get your money back

if not everything is as represented.
M. ). MEYERS Jeweller and Optician  HUMBOLDT
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Land and Farms!

I have a number of Farms and Wild
Lands for sale at Jow prices. Some will
be sold\on Crop Payment,

For further particulars apply in person
or by letter to - Fi

Henry Bruning, MUENSTER, SASK.
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