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goit'V dety the. old duchesas in the Iagt
«L- The . blie insiota on hopy odin'.
it JiU' #gloius? J love happy endin's."1

8.do It» ved Tommy, vithout
Wte- flu 7 des-oanding.. 'Td like to rua
*way te -& star Dmoe re. Corne out
tbrouglh. hegateY»

*Wuvem't ,rU neyer inm away iyour

wime& « me day you'l
»ho nied, vaguely.

Theï W"qg stops broughi themui*eudyio a à agu* whîah fRned the.
'ýldewlth e wmbara &Ulaiar=. To-
My% motlie vas net s.hme; ah. ut
u.derthe » addlug ila. vith hér face
bSied la a aboi. of Iavxder zuffies,

,White hefore bier knelt Mr. Jack Kingdom,
bis jolly face al oarnoptness and per-
suasion, bis voice as deep and pleading
ne the new. rector 'a wbon ho rend the
prayers.

"What'a the matter with tbem T"
whispered Beulah, the freckles on hier
umali nose standing out over sudden
palier.

"Lfaien!" Tommy wbispered. "Ho
wante 'her te do aometbing."

"Weli, why doesn't she T"
"Sho haÎn'i a apeck of grit Il' mourned

Tommy
:LadyJossec hatbn"t nny specks of

grit eithr!" hsped Beulah, botly. -Jack
ayth I'd btter get rid of Mme. Grit's

for mon!"
"Grandmnother has grit," ruminated

Tommy vith airong diarelisi.

They listened, huddling in the sbrub-
bery.

Beulah's eyes grew big. "«They mueit
be talkin' about you 1 Jack says it'11
serve Madam Tower rigbt if there'. a
runaway right from ber house! Oh,
Tom' are you. bones' an' truly goin' to
run aiWiy T"

Tommy chilled with excitement.
"You wait and see! il ask Grand-

mother Tower jusit once to let me go
fishing. If ýhe doesnt-" He frowned.

"What's that T" hissed Beulah.
On the hidden veranda soundeê the.

stacdato tap-tap of Madam Tower's
cane.

"Josephine 1'" called the well -known
voice.

Tommy's mcdther !leaped up i
affright, scattoring lilacs.

"rIm coming ah. 'quav'ered back.
(1
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"IYou shan't go tili you p"pise ma l
Mr. Jack Kingdom caught hler handsW
held them fast. «Merm !-How I1lo,',
Tommy's doarest, naine! Wjui
promise?"

"'Ohrm-tIn't, I can't" struggled T
my's mothbF. "Ho is aill thatj i%
of lier blood\ It is love~ that makes he,
suoh a tyrant. She loves Tornmay.....
me, too, Jack. The poor loeiely old bigeloves both of us!1 But Tommy ie miney»

"And you are mine!"
"Oh, I must go! It won't malce the.

leasIt differonce to hier if you are vali,W.
ing in money." Tommy's, mother cu
hier breatb in a laugh. "Can't you au
that's only hier excuseT Butah
shquldlI't treat me 11k. a baby! 4ny.
how, Tommy ia- mine! I ara bis
mother! " 1---

"And you are mine!"
"Let me go 1". cried Tommy'. moiler.
"'Arent youý?" exulted Mfr. Jack Kir*.

dom "IMerm" are»' you mine?"

The stariled littie epic. saw the tw
that they loved best ln the univerft
kis each other and separslte.

'II give the. wholo world wvarajng,
called the man from the gate, hie bre*à
oye. dancing, "that unlea Madam To.
er listens to reason and quit. ireatng
folks 11ke babies, ihere'll be a runaway
preltty quick!" But Merm was goie.'

Alone, Beulah'viewed Tommy witi
worshipping interest.

"When are you goin' te rmn awayfft
she demanded..1

Without baste, Tommy noiehed hi,
115h polo.

9l'1l give bier one, good chance," ho de.ided. "Them, if e doesn't aay y..,
PUI walk right off and beave h#r wt i.
whole hum birthday MI1A folle,'.
got te flah sometime.'

Ho left Beulah in a irance of admbfr.
ation, and approached the. bouse. la
truth, it looked a fine effort ai non-
chalance to stroîl into the paniry, whoe.
his grandmnoiher waa wielding an im-
mense mspou. Madam Tower wau neyer
lappier than when she waa bea*lg
>atter.

"'Well, well, smnelled a birthàây oCab,
did you?" she beamed. "What have yoi

"«Tisi8l my flsh pole, grandmother.
letit fineT" he coptinued burriodly.
"Mly buoket is most the usefuloat of
ill my presents, grandmother." Look.
lok, it's clear full of hait!"

Grahhlng a fat earthworm, hoe held it,
wiggling and squirming and scattering
irt, right in front of Madam Towers
ose.
"Goodneis " she sceëmed hoarnely.

"Take ut away! Tbrow the cresture
)ut!1 Wbat do you mean by leaning over
ny batter with that s!ippery uhing?
Lena, give the child bread for bait!"
Tommy accepted the bread. "Ouisé:91 start for the lake now," hie osre

Madami Tower stopped heating and
ooked at him. quito terriblyunder her
lasses instead of ovor them.
"Lake fiddlesticks!"I she- intoned, ol-
Lperated. What are Tou jahbering
Iout? Who said anytbmig about the

"Well, wbero arn I going to fis-hl"
'Such a boy 1 Fish anywhere! Fihin

he slop boppeèr!"
Tommy could hardly trust the eU
bat had heard. What had this terrible
roman dare& to say? The wrath of
alf a lifetime's ignominy hurst ln bis
eart.
"Grandmother," hoie1uoked, l"eitber you
rI canIt stay in this house!" Ho drew
imself up with blazing oye.
fIis grandmother loomed over hum; in
ne flour-wbi.tened band seoraised ber
ick. Thon she pughed hum away.,

"No, I won't 1" éhe forebore. "I wo'
rike you on your birthday! o~ h
Lnd pile, Thomas Tower, and shamo en
Du for a naugbty, boy!"I
Tommy walked out, witb an awful
lmping in hi. ears. His necktie
xangled him. Tearing it off, hie thew
into a rosebush, and ihtantlY foît

1odd release, as if up tili now the
Iken trumpery bad eut off bis ýmid
'm the rest of him, s0 thait nlo matter
hat his head migbt think, bis bhanda
id feet were compelled to move wiih
)wer decorum. He glanced up at the
lied curtains of bis mother's rOoofl.
«e day he would corne back and saVe
,,but now bis own destiny called himn-

Continued on page 17

e.

16 '


