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CHAPTER XXVI—CONTINUED
We
Her face was

“ Why this scowl, Louie dear ?
have but had a race !”’
flushed, her clear gkin shone, her
were sweet and true ; 'and Louis stooped
and kissed with pride and joy the wife
he loved so fondly. Not all the three
kingdoms could produce a finer woman
than our old friend Madge.

“ What is it, Loo?”’
fully
grave.

eyes

she asked play
« "Dis so unlike you to look 80
Ah !"’~and
changed—‘‘ you have had a telegram
“Yes, darling! Here John !"'—this
to the groom—‘‘take this horse and
lead the boys and ponies home. i
the chestnut,
followed its
her
L |

said.

her countenance

But here which until
then had
turned towards
“Dear Marmaduke had
forgotten you,”’ Then
took a lump of sugar from her pocket
and handed it to him ; he took it gently

and submitted to being led away.

mistress, Now

and neighed.
almost

she she

Madge gathered up her habit of dark
myrtle green ; then, waving to th eboys,
resumed her place ather husband’s side.
She took the pink paper from
unresisting hand, and paused to read it.

As she did so the colour fled from her
cheek ; her lips turned white ; she
trembled and staggered : and a cold

perspiration broke over her, but she did |

not speak.

‘*“ Nay, wife, dearest, '’ said O’Hagan
anxiously, as he supported her.
““Don’t take it to heart !

she’ll surely go to heaven il

“Yes, Louie,” answered his wife,
bravely endeavoring to stifle her
sorrow and to regain her composure,
“but she is in pain; she is suffering !

And there is no woman on earth whom |

Ilove as much as 1 do her, nor one
whom 1 admire half as much. 1 tell
you, she has met her accident in self-
sacrifice. Oh, yes, she has! Don't
shake your head ; I know her well.”’

«Then what are we to do, wife  od

“We must catch the midnight
boat.”

“But Madge dear!”” he interrupted |

quickly, ‘‘you are such a dreadful
traveller. And at night you will be
even more sick and ill than ever 5

“Do you not read,’”’ she said firmly, |

“ that she wants me? Could I vest
and know that she was perhaps dying,
and longing to see me once again? No,
no, Louie ; I will chance the sickness.
I shall not be so ill as she. Ah, I seem
to feel that she has sacrificed herself ;
she has fallen at her post. I will—1
must go to her! Come along, dear ;
there is no time to waste.”’

Madge had not been reared in soft
luxury and ease ; she had suffered, and
knew how to endure. Hers
nature that, had duty called,
could—though her heart were breaking

have buckled on shield and sword to
her nearest bidden
defend

their
Louis had always felt
the power of her spirit, and yielded to
her in many things.

was a

stern

and dearest, and
them go, God's
the and

country’s fame,

in name, and

weak helpless, or

As they neared the fine old Hall they ‘

espied a woman’s figure, erect and tall.
Whose is it? Surely we recognize her
form, so high and yet so flat and shape-
less, crowned by the big black bonnet
and spotless frill. 'Tis pleasant to meet
old faces in unforgotten places ; and
dear old Yorkshire Mary’s is as welcome
as ever.
and be

It brings a whiff of the past,
ars the aspect of truth and worth
in it dear hard lines which it does one
good to remember. Yes, there was old
Mary, not looking one iota changed, or
one day older, striding across the lawn
to meet them. A tall, slight girl, of
perhaps ten years, clung tightly to her
hand, and persistently drew her on

\

“Come along, Mary ! Seehow qui k-

|

ly run !

you

you can You need exercise,

know,’ fresh
did 1

shut

(’ll"\i
‘Mother
right? She

the young
not
up in the
house with baby brother all this lovely

voice.

dear do

has been
day, and I have dragged her out !’
‘Bring her here, Margaret, love ; 1
want you both Mary would not have
stirred a foot for any one on eal th, save
but
reluse dainty little Margaret she could
not ; child,
mahner and queenly

for those two, had she not wishe 1,
she almost” worghipped the
stately

ar

with her

little airs, vielded to her as

mortal
to

she had
before. So she

where parents

never done to
was dragged on the
stood, and Mary had to put her apron to
her mouth to subdue the she
made the effort to her
breath.

Madge could

gasps
in regain

not suppress faint
she took her little daughter’s
hand ; but it quickly faded from her
pallid cheek. I have message
from Father de Wood ,” began the

lady, but her voice grew tremulous as

a

smile as

had a
ill

ghe continued
Sister

““ He tells me that our
dear
ill
to see me.”’

«Oh, mother !"” broke
girl, clinging to her hand,
she will not die 7"’

+¢ 1 hope not indeed, my love ; but we
must pray very hard for Hher. Your

Marguerite is very, very

She is in Paris, and wishes much

the little
‘‘surely she

in

his |

She may not |
be so bad; and if she is, dear soul, |

| shall.

| sweet,

| father and 1 leave in an thour or 0.
| We are going to her at once."”’

“ Mother, mother, let me go too! 1
must see her once again before
dies. We have a secret together, and
we promised to talk of it when next we
It is so important ! And if you
only knew how I long to see

she

met
her, you
would not refuse my request. 4

““Margaret, my darling, you cannot
come tonight,”’ answered her mother
<« But I will tell you what shall

Should she get better should

she recover sufficiently to see you

firmly.

be done.
_\li\‘

Mary,

you will take her in your charge, as

shall go to Paris and join us.
you
did her mother years a
a little child.”

“ Don't you know 1 will, me Lady,
with all me heart, But, ohlor’, oh lor’,
to think of that sweet critter a-lying ill
and maybe dying, and none of her kith
and kin near by. Ah, believe me,’’ con-
tinued Mary, shaking her head sadly,
““1 niver
chose.
end !

go when she was

did approve of the life she
I knowed she'd come to a bad
I knowed she would.”

“ Well, take great care of baby and
the children during my absence, Mary,
should Billy be able to spare you for so
long,”’

“Oh, Billy’s right enough. He’s
very easy-natured, and who knows but
he may be glad to get shut o’ me some-
times. Come along, Margaret.
Trust Mary, me Lady, to see to you and
yours. Come, my pet!”

Little Margaret had not spoken a

Miss

word since her mother had refused to
| but her pretty |

take her with them ;
eyes were dimmed with unshed tears,
and stilled was the merry laugh as she
gilently obeyed Mary and walked home
by her side.

THE

| However, my brother, his wife,and Lady

“Don’t take on 8o, dearie,’’ said the |

woman, drawing the girl’s arm tender-
ly through her own.
and you and me’ll go and see her.
Now, mark my works, we will.”” The
child gave a little sob. *' I do want to
see her, Mary—really I do.”

* Whist, whist ! my lamb ; and so you
Only don’t lose heart. Mother
always knows what's best.”’

““Yes, Mary ; but if she dies it will
be so very hard !’

Little Margaret was a Jovely child—
clever and thoughtful, too, beyond her
years. Her features were refined and
and her colouring was rich.
She possessed large, dark grey eyes, a
clear, healthy skin, and a vigorous
mind. She ruled her younger brothers
with an absolute but sympathetic
sway. Undoubtedly, there that
about her which marked her as one
born to command.

was

Mary Northgreaves was on a visit to

her old mistress. Long ago she and

| little Margaret had formed a ¢ ympact

between them that whenever dear
mother or any of the little ones were
ill, a letter should be posted immediate-
ly to Mary; and these important
missives—already stamped and written
in the old servant’s awkward hand
were kept hidden away under the paper
lining of the child’s only private drawer.
They were not aware that mother came
across them one day, and had smiled
kindly to herself as she replaced them
carefully in their simple hiding-place
Mother had not been well of late, and
baby Willie had been taken suddenly
ill ; and thus was summoned by
Margaret, whilst mother smiled in her
sleeve at.their silent bat devoted k ind-

ness

Mary

Lady O'Hagan leaned rather heavily
upon her husband’s arm as he led her
back to the house ; this sad news of her
old friend was a great blow to her. In
vain Louis beseeched her to rest for a
night ; at least, ere she started on the
journey. With old indomitable
spirit she only shook her head, and
replied :

‘‘ No, my Do you not
read through the lines that she wants
me ?
this
has

her

no, Louie.

Shame on me if I could not make

small sacrifice for and she

life
us

her ;
her
let

too,

sacrificed almost

others.

for

Come with me;
Marie,

summoned, I feel sure.

not
will be

Mary will look
Let

waste a moment.

after our little ones.
then

us hasten,

CHAPTER

Paris was enjoying a time of compar-

ative peace, which she employed in

1
I¢

burying her dead.

Almost every house, cafe, and place
of public resort exhibifed some token of
respect for the dead as they were sol-
emnly borne to their last resting-places.
Men breathed more
prayed that all such weary strife might
be ended for ever.

Ma ’ inquired
Father de Woodville anxiously, on the
morning of the

freely, and women

“How is she, Soeur
following day,
entered the convent door.
“Thank God,
better. The made an
examination, and report that two of her
ribs have been crushed in ; but of that
they have every hope of a perfect cure.
What really poor Dr. Arno
grave anxiety is the recurrence of that
troublesome cough and the very weak
of her
upen one point :

as he

she seems decidedly

doctors have

causes

state lungs. They all agree
that she has been
allowed to overtax her strength to such
| a degree that only the greatest care
and good nursing can ever set her upon
| her feet again.”’
| <1 know, I know,” answered
| brother, shaking his head sadly. ** She
\\has thought of everyone but herself.

’

“She won't die, |

{ mouth quivered,

her |

|
|
|

O’Hagan will be in Paris in the course of
the day, I fancy ; and they will do their
utmost to ensure that she wants for
nothing.
lavish every care upon her, for I know
she is very dear to you !”

“ Almost dearer than she should be,
Father. 1loved her from the first day
I saw her ; and perhaps it may be some

to you to that
old friend of hers and
yours is in the convent at the present
moment, and it will be her delight to
help nurse our dear little patient. I
speak of Sister Frances de Sales ; she
was a De Mowbrey, and was devoted to
your sister
together.

small comfort know

another dear

when they were girls
The Abbe Marliere has been
several times to see Sister Marguerite.
He told very . cheerful,
though quite conscious of her critical
condition. The only regret that seemed
to trouble her was that she had done so
little for our Lord.
and so terribly feverish and excitable
that I think it more than probable the
doctors will absolutely refuse permis-
sion for any friends to see her, for a
few days at least.”’

me she was

9

“‘ Surely I may see her

“Oh, yes ; no one can well refuse you
that privilege ; she is continually asking
for you, and Dr. Arno told me it would
evidently ease her mind to see and
speak to you. Only do not permit her
herself. in, Father ;
ghe is expecting you ; I have but just
left her, with the firm promise to send
you in the moment you arrived.’

to overtire Go

He opened the parlor door, and steal- |

ing softly across the dimly-lighted
apartment, sank cautiously into the
low chair at the bedside, but the nerv-

{

And you, dear Ma Soeur, wily |

She is very weak, |

CATHOLIC R_E.

his release, and much, much more,
which 1 may tell you some time when
you can better bear to hear it.”” He
observed that her lips were trembling,
and judged it better to gpeak upon a
more cheerful ““Can you
realise,”” he ‘“‘that, all
being well, poor Edmund Lead
bitter will be restored to honor
and his own again !"

“ The very thought of it all sets my
pulses thrilling with joy and gratitude.
I could almost find strength to leap
from my couch when I think of the
meeting between him and his faithful
wife. 1 have shared SOrrOowW S0
deeply, have worked and prayed so
hard for the truth to be brought to
light, that I can indeed rejoice for and
with them now,

topie
continued,
Sir

oon

their

I knew the
little wife ; she had told me all this two
years ago."

“ Where does she live ?"" He asked
this to see if she would confirm the
strange story told by Manfred as to her
whereabouts, which he had even now

You see,

| some difficulty in crediting.

Why, right under your eyes !
Western of old

At the

Lodge dear Baron

Court.”

“If you say so, it must true.
But Mrs. called
her —was so quiet, 80 unassuming, that,
though we felt that she was above her
station, we never supposed her to be
poor Lady Leadbitter. How astonished
both Marie and Madge will be when
they discover this !"

* She told me her sad story in the

be

MacDermot—as we

| strictest confidence, not knowing at the

ous little brain caught the sound of his |

stealthy step ; and, opening her eyes,
she saw him. A look of joy welcomed
him—such a look as she alone could
give. He needed no words from her to
read her heart.

““ Well, little sister mine,”’ he said,
taking up tenderly one of the wounded
hands.
are a trifle better today !"

She could not utter a word. But her
sprang into her eyes and rolled slowly
down each flushed and burning cheek.

“ Nay, nay, dear ; you must not do

time that I had any connection with the
De Woodvilles or Baron Court. So
I felt bound to keep her secret. She
declared she could not face the world ;
yet she must earn money against the
time of her husband’'s release, so that
he should have a little rest and comfort ;

“ and having given her mind to washing

*« How I thank God that you |

and getting up dainty articles of cloth-
ing, she soon excelled in her work.
Marie and Madge assisted her in every
possible way ; and Marie told me often
that when returning home late at night
she had seen a light in the cottage

‘vwinduw, and her heart had ached for

and tears of joy |

this, or I shall be forbidden to visit you ‘

again.”

«1 could not help it, Percy "-—she
liked the old name best—‘‘1 am not
quite myself yet. Iam weak. Itisso
long since we met, and, oh, 1 am so
glad to see you. I have so many things
to ask you about. I must know them,
for they trouble my brain so dreadfully
as I lie here. Do tell me if Mr. Manfred
has “confessed to you or anyone the
history of his life.”

““Now listen to me, dearest of all
little wilful sisters, and I will make a
compact with you. Our time together
will be very short. Let us make the
most of it. Do you be very quiet and
good—neither interrupting nor
getting too excited —and 1 will tell you
everything that I judge to be good for
you to hear, and that will interest you
most.”'

me,

“ As you will, wisest and best of all
old Fathers,” she answered,
ring of her old humor. ‘‘Iwill try to

subdue my curiosity and obey ; but do

with a

not be very much shocked or sur prised
should I interrupt you now and again
with an odd question or two."”
‘I am about to begin by asking you
one.” He smiled. *‘Tell me just how
feel. Are you in pain?
suffer very much ?”
““ When 1
breath the
head also

you Do you

take

severe.

cough or long
very My
terribly at times,
and these poor elegant hands smart not
a little.”

‘““You are very patient,
sufferer !

“Now
i‘l'rl:\'.

a
is

pain
aches

poor little
I am so sorry for you."”

tell
Were you
Manfred’s tale 7"

me about my patients,

not surprised at
“1 never was more astonished in my

life ; in fact, I have not

from the effects of hi

it

yet recovered
history, and all
crowd
small

inyolved. But, to as much
news as I can into a

time, I was able to sec
of

space of
the ¢ st
attorney,
Ma

re
ance a kind and clever and

frad

» conspiracy.

in the presence of bothof us
made a full disclosure of
His signed confession i
to the Home ¢
“Oh, how good is God
with all my heart.’

1dy on its

way

I thank Him

Remember vour pron not to
interrupt.’’

g
gorry for all this

still good 2"’

if
if

must know Manfred is

his

still
sentiments are

““Rarely have I witnessed more gen
uine sorrow and regret for a mis-spent
life than he evinced, even up to his last
moments : for he died last evening.”’

““ Died, man,
possible that he is already dead ?
he feared death so

Percy ! roor 18

it

And
Surely
his

terribly !

someone was there to aid him in

an

last moments !

“Yes, died in my arms. We
were alone together for a long time ; 1
never left him until all was over, and 1
had rendered him every aid possible
under ;the circumstances All fear of
death fled from him ; he was glad to
I_!(L
thanks to you, of whom he could not
speak without weeping. He said that,
under God, he owed everything to you ;

he

His last words were a message of

the silent woman,
money, which all she
spent upon herself. Dear Percy, does
she kmow of the confession of Man-
fred 7 Have you not telegraphed to

toiling
knew

to earn

| her ?

| state
| them,

and that we were to tell his hmu,..l-‘

that it was you alone who obtained

|

““Hush ! hush! You are exciting
yourself too much. Do leave all this to
our judgment, or you will delay your
own recovery, and never be able to
witness the joy you have so gallantly
brought about.”

«"Pis hard not to speak of a subject
when one’s heart is so filled with it,"”
she sighed playfully. *‘1 should have
sent her ten telegrams by this !
little wife !"”

““No doubt you would! In your
kind, impulsive manner you would have
flung money away right and left, and
have set Mrs. MacDermot's heart in
such a flutter that she would have been
fit for nothing.

Poor

You see, we want to
be more sure of our case before rais-
ing hopes The

will valuable

in her heart uncle’s

and some other papers
have still to be found before our case
Manfred did tell us

where they were ; but the story seemed

is completed

very strange, and he might have been a
little delirous, he
suffered great foot
at times.”’

you Know, for

agony from his

““ No matter how strange or improb
able his story may have appeared, you
must go and look for those papers Just
where he told
! 1 really

well

you they were, Poor
that
brought up,

have made a fine character.

man

believe had he

been he would
'l'ur}::\in,
had we been in his place, we might
have turned better than he.
By the way, have you heard what has
become of old Mere Corbette They

ured me that she was saved. How
long ago it all Yet
tell me it is scarcely forty-eight hours
all that t
place, and the fire
And

shut

out no

seems ! you

since srrible fighting took
How terrible vivid
it all seems ! she closed her eyes

as though to out the frightful
memory.

“Do not of
not trouble about the old wi
n good

can judsg

think 1t,

nan ; 1

can assure you, ¢ authority that,

as far as we sha is better «

now than she has been for a long time 4

He would not excite her sympathel

mind by that she also
was dead : ¢ ered enough for

He

her patien would

speat
of brighter subject ‘“Would you like

and Madge
then instantl)
r he
start, and the hectic flush on |

very much to see Marie

again?’’ he asked quietly

regretted the question ; I« saw het

I ‘.'}H 4“'.
epen Lo a

vivid crimson, W

ready tears sprang to her eyes a
answered almost reproachfuliy

* Can it ?
that

them,

you ask
here 1

wonder

Do you imagine
of

Regie

as I lie do not think

and
and Louis, will

what they,
say when they hear that
their strong, healthy little gister is laid
Have you told them that I

am not well 7"

low at last.

“Yes," he smiled. ‘I have informed

them that you are very ill, dear, and
you may expect to hear of or from
them ere many hours have elapsed.”
“Percy ! You do not mean that they
to Paris—in

.
2" ghe cried in alarm,

may come its present

““Oh, tell

warn them of the danger in this

terrible city. They must not risk their
Y

precious lives 1or me @ No, much ag [

l
|
|
|
|

| about them.

CORD

should like to see them, they must not
be allowed to come !"

“Very well, then,’ he answered
soothingly ; ‘‘don’t trouble any more
Paris is quieting down
rapidly. If only could be
made to get well as speedily, then per

very you
haps, when things are calmer and you
are stronger, they might be tempted to
come and see you.”' She had entirely
forgotten how, when half fainting and
unconseious the day before,
urged and pleaded to see them
“‘Dear, dear girls,’’ she said, as if to
herself, and a far-off look stol€ into her
eyes ; ‘‘1 wonder if Marie's little face
is as sweet as and the look of
firm, enduring friendship as clear as
ever in Madge's steadfast gaze And
their little Marie's boy and
my dear little Margaret the Third, as [
call her —the sweet child ! Heaven has
indeed endowed her with rare gifts

she had

ever,

ones !

she has a destiny before her !
« Pather de Woodville, I am sorry to
interrupt you ; but you Have already

| outstayed your allotted time, and the

| allowed to talk

never |

doctor's orders were very stringent

that Sister Marguerite should not be
Ma
*‘Should she be no worse
for this tete-a-tete, you will be able to
gsee each

too much,” said

Soeur kindly
other tomorrow
resume your conversation

“ Must he really go, Ma Soeur ? I
am much better for
pleaded Sister Marguerite.

““Yes ; good-bye and God bless you,
dear one,” he saii, placing his hand
fondly on her head, and signing her
aching brow with the sign of the Cross.
““Take care of yourself, and I may then
be permitted to return tomorrow."’

* Good-bye, Father and brother in
one,’’ she said ; ‘‘come early tomorrow,
and in the meantime pray for me.”’

He nodded and smiled ; then followed
Ma Soeur out of the room. ‘‘There
are two telegrams awaiting you upon
the parlor table,"” announced Ma Soeur
in a low voice; ‘‘perhaps they may
require an answer. Come and see
them.’” He read them both.”

““ This one,’’ he said, looking up, ‘‘is
from my brother ; he and his wife will
arrive in Paris about five o’clock this
evening. And this is from Lady
O'Hagan and her husband. They hope
to be here by eight o'clock.”’

again, and

80 his visit,”’

‘““ Well, they cannot see Sister Mar
guerite this evening, I fear. You
know how weak and feverish she is.”

“Oh, yes ; she must not even know
that they are here. She is fearfully
nervous and excitable at present,’”’ he
answered gravely. ‘‘1 will meet them
on their arrival, and conduct them all
to the same hotel. It will comfort
them to know that she is better, and
not in any immediate danger.”

TO

BE CONTINUED
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THE HOUSE THAT
JACK BUILT
Mary Cl - in Rosary Magazine

It is the little things,
insignificant that

By

rk Jacobs

the seemingly
items, make or mar
the big issues of life. Great problems
are solved by master-minds of finance

and commerce ; great battles are won

by military
wrought by

and brawn.

genius ; miracles

the

great
combination of brain
Big things, all of them,
mastered by bigger men, who exact for
their labor the biggest returns
and fortune !

But the little the nagging,
grinding, daily torments that confront
the average man and woman, that down
the weakest and slowly but surely sap
courage and strength of the mightiest,
are too inconsequential to be fought.

fame

things,

Their insidious campaign against the
hearth is not recognized until they have
gnawed into the very heart of the home,
and happiness, perhaps lif¢ itself, is
gone forever

Jerry a little
World's War

sart who had

Manson was facing
Back from the

me to the sweeth

problem
he had ¢
waited so patiently, so
his return, and

z their f1

yrayerfully, for

together, they were
plannin
< Fap

ews ilor

“The

does this
On,

rooms 4ar

price

For a he did not

ninute
looked at her in a strange,

hensive anner ; then, he
abruptly

‘ Betty, what is th
you are wearing
““Tdon't

a trifle i

i

know,’' she sl er b
mpatiently. Agnes
buys my clothes, you know, and I never
bother about their value.”

““ What do you think your aunt

for it 7"

1
i
1d

pa
he persisted

« About three hundred, I should say
Why ?”

He jumped up and taking both her
hands in his, looked earnestly into her
eyes. Jetty, dear girl, 1've been a
brute, to hold to your

[ make just $200 per month.”

“+ Of course, you are not making very
much now,”

gelfish you

promise.

she admitted petulantly.

“You gave up everything when ycu

enlisted and had to start all over again.
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| But you will, dear, for Uncle Walter

says you are a splendid architect with |

big prospects.”
“I hope so, Betty,
but unfortunately, we can not live upon
anticipations The girl's eyes filled
with tears
“Jerry,

money,’

talk
pleaded. ‘‘1 hate
They
parents, you know."’
he ad-
mitted, ‘‘buta very important element
Ivis
to insist upon marrying you when I have
80 little to offer you. Bill Blair made it
quite clear to me last night at the
club.”’

““Bill Blair?
us?”’

den't let's

she

such

about
fin
ances and

things caused

the death of my

“Itis an unpleasant topic,’

in our lives unreasonable for me

What has he to do with

““ He wants to have everything to do
with you, Betty. He thinks he m ght
have a chance if I would
from our engagement

““1 wouldn’t have that
war

release you
fat, over-fed,
millionaire,”’
want

profiteering

s

she
stormed.
you.”’

““ And
quizzed

““ Oh, men are !
Let’s take the car out into the country.
I don't want to think about it.”’

you, Jerry, only

my two hundred per?’’ he

how unreasonable

““We can’t put it
he insisted.

off much longer,”’
‘“We are supposed to be
making preparations for our wedding.
You must either name the day or dis-
miss me.

In thoughtful silence, they passed

through the city to smooth Dixie High- |

way. Humped over the wheel, Jerry

raged inwardly at his inability to earn

sufficient money to properly care for the ‘

girl he loved s while Betty leaned back
among the cushions trying to keep from
her mind the ever-recurring picture of
another couple, her dear father and
| mother, who had faced financial diffi-
culties, and gone down beneath them.
A sudden stopping of the car broke the
painful reverie.

“What is the matter 7'’ she cried as
Jerry sprang out. He returned to her
in & minute.

‘‘Betty, I am an idiot, '’ he confessed.
‘““We're out of gas.”

“Where are we 7" she demanded.

““Oh, about a million miles from no-
where,”” he attempted to answer
lightly, as hc scanned their surround-
ings. ‘‘ What that over there?
Looks like a summer cottage of city
campers. They to have a
Ford. Let's hike over and borrow some
gas.”’

““No one could live in that,’’ the girl
exclaimed as they neared the place. It
is no larger than a garage.’’

is

are sure

«1 believe it is a portable garage.’
Jerry examined the shed-like structure
with the eye of a critic. ‘‘Butitis the
first one I have seen with curtains at
the window and a screened porch and
moon

vines.”” Further criticism

impossible, for the door opened and a

was

girl, about Betty’s age, greeted them.
When she heard of their mishap, she
laughingly answered :

“Of course, we have a Ford and Jack
will let you have the gasoline. Here he
After hasty introductions
she insisted upon taking Betty within
while the men looked after the machine.
With much curioaity, Bett

comes now.”’

y entered the

cheery little room with its simple fur
nishings and homey appearance.
“Do

here all summer ?"’

you and your hu band camp
she ventured

A merry laugh greeted this question :
“We live all year,”’
amazing answer. ‘‘7This doll house i

our solution of the housing diffic

here was the

her.
hopefully

But Betty did not laugh with
She bent forward

and begged :

eagerly,

“Won’t you tell me how you came to
do it! Jerry and I are facing just such
a difficulty He the junior

£ a firm of architects, doing

now. was
member o
splendidly and making money when the
War He and W,
must staet at the beginning d work
his way up

came. enlisted, ne

again. 1hav

parents die

» nothin
I am liv
bounty of an Only th
Jerry suggestec

marry a man who car
things to which I

tomed.”’

d con-
lubs
wed a cent.’
¢ most peo
grested Betty
‘Y 1

» men

know all our f

lashed to bus
mn

and

to the grindsto

ke ends meet,
sical wrecks when they should be

and the women are no

r houses,

the

servants and social

ist development of
ou have described my parents,”’

admitted. failed in
the killed him.
\iother soon followed him to the grave.
He tried to protect her hy keeping her

from k

Betly

“‘ Father

busine and disgrace

nowing the real condition of his
financial affairs until the crash came. |
It was a terrible shock. I was fifteen
then.’’

for your sake ;|

———————————————
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FOY,.

BARRISTERS,
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A. E. Knox T
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Louis Monahan
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Offices: Co
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DAY, FERGUSON &
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CO.
Jame: Day

John M. Ferguson
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LUNNEY & LANNAN
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Harry W, Lunney, B. A, B.C. L.
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B,

CALGARY, ALBERTA
JOHN H. McELDERXY
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NOTARY PUBLI(
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WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association
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DENTISTS
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EDUCATIONA

1 know of no investment that brings such
quick and Yruﬂmbla returns as that in a
tsusiness College course. Attend

(///.‘J#ZZV/%M

| W. F. MARSHALL, Principal
Corner Richmond and Fullarton Sts.

LONDON, ONTARIO

St. Jerome's College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT.
Excellent Business College I)--lmrl_m"nl,.

Excellent High School or Academio Depart-

ment. KExcellent College and Philosophical
Department. Address:

| REV.W. A. BENINGER, OC.R.. President.
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Open Night and Day

Telephone House 373 Factory 543 §
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Rabit Materials and Veil'ngs
SPECIALLY PRODUCED FOR
THE USE OF
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CUT FLOWERS
CANDIES

we Deliver

Painting and
Decorating
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JOHN UYEN
39 Briscoe St., London, Ont. Phone 5763-]

HAY FEVER, ASTHMA

Catarrh and Chronic Bronchitis
A1l surrendered their terrible effects upon the

human bodies of no less than 10,000 Canadiaos,
v use of Buckley's 2 Bottle Treatment. Don't
\{For one minute longer. Send to-day for trial
ize, 10¢

W. K. BUCKLEY, Limited, Mfg. Chemist
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