
CANADIAN COURIER

Margaret is shallow-natured enough to marry a man
for bis mouey and I don't think that shie is weak
enough to allow Tom to force her against ber will.
If she is really going to marry Klein tbere is some-
thing more powerful influencing lier. The question
is, what is it ?"

"It's flot ,love, ll swear," said Peter, straighten-
ing bimself, "and as long as it's flot that tbefe is
hlope for mue. I accept witb pleasure your kind
invitation to the sleigbing party and shall proceed
at once to order a turnout wortby of the occasion."

"Oh," said Mrs. Leversege in dismnay, 1I forgot,
but you'll neyer get a decent borse and cutter now,
they will ail be secured a week ago."

".But I've got to get one."
"It's no use trying the liveries. The only thing

I can tbink of is for you to ask Mr. Gordon, the
horse-dealer, to let you bave a team for tbe
occcasion."

111i see bhim at once," said Peter, rising witb
alacrity. "Wbat about a cutter ?"

"You migbt be able to get one'at Mason's car-
riage sbop. Tliey migbt rent you a second-band-"

'Second-band! Thanks. It will be the swellest,
newest, bandsomest cutter in town or it won't do
for your Uncle Peter:"'

Mrs. Leversege lauglied. "I forgot you were
ricb, Peter."

THE
6&IS," said Mr. Sol Beadle, tbe old coach

driver, as we languidly rolled along the
shores of Minas Basin towards Truro,"1there do be wanderful tbings in tbem

big cities. My pore old father, God ha' mercy,
amen! used to say as I'd live to see things disciv-ered as you'd neyver befieve. But, pore old man,
witli aIl bis readin' the idee of wireless telegraphy
an' aIl tbem things neyer entered into bis mind."

Tliereupon Mr. Beadie fell into a sulent medita-
tion, cliewing .his tobacco meanwhule, and now and
then contemplatively spitting at the flues on the red
mare's back.

"What do you think of these here faith cures?
lie asked at last. "I read a lot about themn in tbe
noospapers, an' they do seemn wanderful."

"Sometimes," I said dubiously.
Mr. Beadle meditated nervously for a f ew mo-

ments. "D'ye allow if a man'tbat badn't mucb
sclioolin' bought tbeir books he could cure people
of Vhings? 5or instance, could some pore old man
cure bis wife of a scolin' tongue, or could lie work
on himself so's he wouldn't mînd it ?"

"I'm afraid not," I replied.
Mr. Beadle was noticeahly disappointed. "I

s'pose you're riglit," lie said dejectedly. "I s'pose
religion was made for tlie soul, flot the bdy. But
I once seen religion cure a man when a octor
couidn't; Henery Fowl, bis name was. He's dead
now. 'Pore man! lie always eat bis dinner hearty."

'And how did religion cure Henry Fowl ?" I
asked.

"I'm agoin' to tell you," said Mr. Beadle, as lie
spat at a Iiorse-fly on- the red mare's, neck, to tbe
utter discomnfiture of the busy insect. Then, after
he had pointed bis whip towards Truro for a mo-
ment, lie began:

"Ten years a go Henery Fowl an' jim job was
partners in the fish business in Truro. I knowed
themi botli, an' their fathers afore them. As true
as l'in atellin' you, those two pore men used to git
up at four o'clock an' go away out into t'he Basin
fishin' in a dory, witb a bottle of cold tea an' a
piece of bread for their breakfus', an' after they had
£ished for a couple of bours tliey'd take their ketch
to Truiro an' selI it in wheelbarrows. Ienery'd
go one way an' Jim the other; and when tliey'd sold
their fisb they'd divide the money.

"But One day Henery an' Jimn got into a arftu-
mient about religion an' politics, au' tbey lia a
figlit, an' neyer was friends again. fimi lie bouglit
a dory of bis own, an' tbey went fishini' alone after
that, anl' sold their own fisli, an' always was enemies
in tryiln' to gît cutomers to buy from themn.

Every night over to old Ezra Frame's shop
both Henery an' Jim used to say that tbey was
mnakin' miore rnqney an' havin' a better time since
tliey had thie argument an' figlit, an' bust uip the
partnership. But one day pore Henery was mun
over by an oîd ruffan by the namne of Flint, that

ke'a barber shop; an' pore Henery's leg was hurt.
Me an' Flint carried him to, bis homne an' fetcbed
the doctor, an' the doctor said the le g was only
bruised, an' would bc ail riglit in a week. So pore

'And Klein's new paint ?"
"I forgot that, too. A second-hand is clearly

out of tbe question"ý,
Rutherford, with the impetus of the game upon

him, did not let tbe grass grow under his7feet. is
first proceeding was to interview Gordon, the borse-
dealer, a canny Scot mucli given to bargaining.
Gordon was pobite and sympatlietic but could not.think of renting any of bis borses for the sleigbing
party1.

'If I had a pair of plugs," lie said cordially, "I'd
let you bave them and welcome, but I wouldn't risk
niy crack teamn witb roads in the condition they're
likely to be by Thursday-not for any money."

"Less than the value of tbe team, of course,"
said Peter laugbing.

"0f course. In that case the risk would be on
the otber fellow."

"I've beard tbey are fihe liorses, said Peter
innocently. "Wbat do you expect to get for tliem?"

"Tliey're tbe finest pair in tbe country-too fine
for bereabouts. I expect Ill bave to export tbem.
I'm asking $6oo. Come and look at tbem."

Peter 'examined tbe borses and found that, for
a wonder, tbey had not been overpraised. He was
a good judge, though. be did flot display bis knowl-
edge, and after satisfying himself tborougbly as to'
tbeir value he remarked carelessly:

HEALING 0F
By E. M. YEOMAN

"«At the end of a week Henery got up out of lied
an' tried to stand up, but as true as I'ni atellin' you,
bis leg lad no feelin' into it, an' it gave way under
him, an' wouldn't bear liim up. Pore Ienery, lie
swore awful, an' sent for thie doctor, but the doctor
didn't know wliat to make of it,' an' blinked at tlie
leg as if bis eyes was sore,-an feit Ienery's pulse,
an' looked at lis tongue, an' then toid the unfortnit
man to bave patience an' mub bis leg witli goose-
grease. So pore Henery went back to, bis bed, an'
laid tliere two weeks, spendin' aill bis money on
goose-grease, an' swearin' liorrid wlienever lie
heard jim Job liollerin' flsb in the streets. But bis
leg didn't get no better.

"Now I'm agoin' to tell you about a woman that
was in Truro at that time, by the rame of Mary
Hatcb. She feil in love with a young minister wlio
was visitin' in the town, an' took to religion. But
lie only lauglied at lier, an' wben lie went away she
took to religion more than ever to drown lier sor-
mers, an' went about tryin' to convert sinners.""One day whlen pore Ienery was lyin' in bed
groanin' the door opened an' Mary Iatcli walked
in an' stood over him.

"'Wretcbed man!' says' she, 'your sins bave
brouglt you Iow. I lave come to rescue you from
the dep' of darkness.'" Pore Henery just looked at lier, an' she went
on taîkin', tellin'- him she wouild save bis guilty soul
an' Iead bim to jeruisalem. She set witlh hima tliree
hours readin' the Bible to him an' miakin' him re-
pent the verses after lier. Pore Henemy, lie was s0
took by surprise lie did just wbat she told him, an'
fo-rot ail about bis leg wlile she was tliere.

'Next day slie corne again an' sang bymuns to
the unfortniit man, an' learned him a psalm, tilI lie
could say it witbouit missin' a word. An' the nex'
day she corne again, an' brouglit a armnful of tracks
for Henery to read. An' after that slie corne every
afternoon.

"After slie'd been commi' for about a week, pore
'Heniery began to lose lis temiper, an' hie spent s0
mnucli time swearin' at lier wlien slie wasn't there
that he forgot ail about bis lez. The worst of it ail
was tliat wlien the pore man becard jim job bollerin'
fisli in tue streets lie couidn't biaspherne out loud
if Mary was there, an' tliat was liard on the pore
man.

"But one day wlien Mary was readin' the Scrip-
tures, Jim job. witli dirty mecan îsite into bis heart,
stood uinder Ienery's window an' told Bill Harper
ail the cuistorners of Ienery's that was buyin' fisli
from him, an' tvhat a lot of mioney lie was makin'.
PQrc Ienery, hc coidn't lielp bisself, an' lie began
to blasphemne louder than usuai, an' Mary Hateli
heard some of bis w'Ords.

"'Whiat,' says she, leapin' up, 'are you in prayer?
Do you feel a new liglit i your siniful heart? I
have saved a lost slieep.'

"Pore Henery was took by surprise again anl'
lie stopped cursin' anl' ladl to listen at lier sinigin'
hymns anl' readin' joyful lilce.

-I suppose you w9uld take $550 if you got
offer ?"

"Yes," said the dealer truthfully, for hie
idea t'bat bis guest migbt be a possible pur
"I 'think I would, for it would mean a fail
and save tbe risk of export."

"Corne along in, then," said Peter cbe,
"Ilil give you a cheque. l'Il leave the pai
you until I return to Montreal-only ll want
tbem Tliursday-at my own risk."

It would be bard to say just wbat Mr. G(
real feelings were -wben, fifteen minutes la'
pocketed bis clieque. Neyer in ail his expi
as a borse dealer had lie seen a bargain con,
îii s0 sbort a time. He could hardly believe t
had sold bis crack team witb scarcely a iv
bargainmng to a young inan wbom lie liad nev(
-and let tbemn go at bis very lowest figure to

"He certainly did it neatly," hie admitted t,
self witb grudging admiration, "don't suppo
really wanted them for tbe sleigli-ride at ail
a sharp one-gad, if I'd only caugbt on I cou
iiy bave put them a bundred higier !-too b,

Witb a smile on bis face and a certain sa
tion witb bis bargain stirring in bis beart (a 1
bad lie known it, from bis sbrewd old f;
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HENRY'
'Wben Mary had gone tliat niglit, Hener:

for a long time, an' felt tbat lie couldn't stalvisits no longer. ,He used to, tell me afteî
that bis nerves used to jump ail over bis body
lie wanted to blaspheme an' couldn't 'cause si
there. But after lie lad wep' that niglit hie g(
an' decîded to tell lier right out some day soo
lie was tired of, lier visits an' didn't want any
of bier foolin'.

."The nex' day Mary corne a little earlie,
usual an' brouglit a new armful of tracks for
ery to read. .Sbe set down by the pore 'ni
smiied at iîim with great affection. 'I have d
great work,' says she. 'I bave saved youir
Then she started to read to him, an' sometimieý
Henery groaned out loud.

"'Pore man,' says Mary, 'your sins are
upon you.' Tben slie went on readin' pic(
comfort him; but Henery didn't listen to lie
began to wonder wliat day lie'd tell her lie was
of lier.

"While lie was thinkin', JiM Job come u-nd
window again an' sung out to Bull Harper tha
mornin' he lad sold fish to every one of Ilel
customers, an' liad more money than lie could ý.

" Wben pore Henery heard him lie got mnac
an' boilered out awful words at jim, an' swore
rid at tlie top of his voice.

" Mary beard bimn acourse an' dropped hier
an' lep' to lier feet. 'Wretclied man!l' she
'do you dare blasphemne? Has my work be
vain ?',

" -Yes, it lias!' hllered Ienery, leapin' 0
bed in bis anger. 'Out of my room, blast
says lie.

"Then, witbout thinkin' wliat lie was do' '
ery puslied ber out of the'room, an' slie ran d
stairs, an' Henery tbrew the buindle of tracks
tbrougli the window.

"But then the wanderfullest thiing of aI'
pened, for as true as I'mn atellin' you, Ieniery f
that lie lad been usin'. ' is leg, anl' that it WO
riglit again. When lie saw tbat lie was cure(
leD' up an' down, an' danced to tlie top of the st
an' Mary Hiateli was stanidin at the foot of the ý
tryin' to think of sornethin' nasty to bolier 01
hirn, an' wben she seeni bimi sbe thouglit lie was
anl she run away.

"But that ain't ail. Wli Ilenery threNv
btundie of tracks out the window tliey fell onlt
Job's bead an' jerked bis neck sideways so's h
clown liollerin' witb pain. lis neck was u
some way an' Bill Harper lad to take bim horr
bis wheelbarrow, an' Jimi was kep' in liedfo
mnonths, an' bis neck was so sore lie couildn'tIl
So ïIenery, acourse, got ail bis customers bac
ail Jîm 's, mn iore'n made un) for wbat lie lost.
one day lie apologized to Mary Hateli, whln
lier over to the old tannery, an' lie set lier ort
Jim, wlio lad to put up with lier visits foril
two niontlis. An' tliat's bow religion cure
1-enery Fowl."

"And an interesting story it is," I said.
"Yis, indeed," said Mr. Beadlêý "But i

waniderful unkinid to religion '


