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•bo. HIs frantic gestures told the 
truth. Hb had lost his head complete
ly. He was staying on In the uutomo- 
htle because It had not occurred to him 
that escape was simple and easy If 
he left the machine to Its fate.

Wallace leaped forward. It was not 
an act recklessly Impulsive, blind to 
consequences. HIs mind was curiously 
clear. He realised vividly the danger 
to which he was exposing himself. HIs 
mother's face came up before him - 
that dear worn face with the tired 
circles under Its eyes and Its undaunt
ed smile. Poor mother! Apd yet If 
he missed his chance now. how could 
he face her?

The cowering, ashen-cheeked boy 
whose coat collar Wallace gripped 
fought frantically against rescue. Hut 
the strength of desperation was In 
Wallace’s slender arms. He Jerked 
Oliver from his seat, and then dragged 
him from the tracks Just In front of 
the locomotive, which a white-faced 
engineer was doing his best to bring 
to a standstill. And then both boys 
heard, without quite understanding 
what It meant, the’erash which render
ed the red automobile a hopeless wreck.

ent spri___
been prt

uld kill 
were sur-

looked so slight and frail as she bent 
over the washtub, paled at the sight of 
the soiled shirt-waists.

"O Wallace!” she said, and her voice

HOW WALLACE GOT EVEN.
"Toot! Toot! Toot!"
Wallace jumped aside in haste. The 

warning came so suddenly that he did 
not have time to realise the direction 
of the danger: but he knew 
the dan 
close, an 
feet struck the 
ped and fell w! 
he hoard Oliver Ryerson's shout of 
mocking laughter.
Ids feet. Ills eyes 
automobile was at 
block by now; but the driver, a lad 

ny years Wallace's senior, 
o look back over his shoulder.

"Yes. I know It: but It wasn't my 
fault.” Walace told the story, the an
gry tears moistening his eyes as he ex
plained; and when he had ended, the 
little woman was crying, but happl-

thut
ery real and very 

ped for his life. Ills 
* gutter, and he allp
ith a splash, and then

ger
id

lv.
"We won't fret about a little extra 

work, will we. dear," she said. Just as 
the little woman on the sidewalk had
----- ihesled, "as long as my boy Is

And now’ I'll do these shirt
ing. It won’t do to 
Inter."

Wallace arose to 
flashing. The red 
the other end of the

waists the first thl 
disappoint Miss W:

"Some day," Wallace said, and h" 
could not keep his voice steady—"some 
day I'm going to even things up with 
Oliver Rverson.”

"I wouldn't let myself feel that way, 
dear."

"But I do feel that wa 
he can do anything he 
ing around town In

turned t
Wallace knew Just what a mischievous 
rln Illumined Oliver's freckled face, 

clinched his fists and breathed
CM
He
hard.

s|toke from the sidewalk, 
clean clothes In a mess!

An old woman
"All those 
Ain't It a shame!"
with u market-basket on her arm hud 
come around the cor ner In time to see 

• II that had happen** 1, and her voice 
<Iuavered with sympathy.

Wallace uttered a 1 ttle 
forgotten the 'shirt-waist

school
ment when lie heard the toot of Oliver’s 
horn, he had room In his mind for 
Just one thought and that was the 
saving of his life, 
membrance of 
shirt-waists struck him with dismay. 

/ He turned his head slowly, as If reluc
tant to know the worst.

He thinks 
kes. shoot- 

that red automo
bile. Just b-caus** vs father’s richer 
than anybody a- nd here. This Isn’t 
the first time .. *’■ played a mean 
•rick on me and now It's my turn."

7-

He had
he

read likeThe news of the accld 
wildfire. People who had 
esylng that the Ryerson boy wo 

ebody sooner or later, 
prised to find how near he had come 
to losing his own life. As for Oliver 
himself, he was a rather pitiable spe 
tacle as Wallace helped him home. Like 

ny reckless people, Oliver’s courage 
was largely superficial, and the peril 
he hud just escaped had drained him 
dry of self-control. He trembled so 
that he could not have stood but for 

gave him, and 
lowed down the 

em to him 
< enter an

was car- 
the high 

adful mo-
home to Miss Winter, 
teacher. In the drei

’Wallace’s mother did not say ve 
much Just then.
Wallace's excited 
vocable to the reception of good ad
vice, and she resolved to talk the mat
ter over with him later, when his sense 
of Injury had time to cool. Hut that 
night, when Wallace lay awake listen
ing to the thud of his mother's flat
iron as she tolled to repair the dam
age due to Oliver's re 
promised himself again 
of getting even with 
red automobile.

Miss Winter's shirt-waists were sent 
home a day lat 
apologetic note 
er. Wa

hatShe could see t 
mood was not fa-

I
But now the re- 

those freshly-ironed

"It's a shame the way that Ryerson 
hoy acts with that automobile of 
hls’n,” exclaimed the old woman. 
"'Talr.'t his fault he hasn't run over 
somebody before this. And now look 
at them nice, clean clothes that cost 
t-omehody a whole lot of work, ami 
have got to go right Into the tubs 
again!”

"I should say 
Wallace, 
muddy
Immaculate when he left home, and sil
ently restored them to the basket from 

Ich they had fallen when he made 
up for life.
ust that the old woman tried to

cklessness, he 
to find a way 

the driver of the
the support Wallace 
with difficulty he swul 
choking sobs. It did not.set 
that he could «ever bear to 
automobile again.

That night, after Wallace had 
to bed, his mother was startled 
burst of laughter from his little room 

hurried
She herself had not 
since Wallace came home with 
news, though her heart was overflow
ing with

ered chuckle came from under the bed
clothes.

"Nothing's the 
lace acknowledged 
ly. "But I can't 
think how I was wishing yesterday 
for a chance to hurt Oliver Ryerson 
some way or other, I didn't care how; 
and when I saw him in trouble, the 
only thing I thought of was how to 
help him out. It was a queer way to 
get even, but 1 guess It'll have to do."

“It was a very good way. I think," 
said Wallace’s mother. She stopped to 
kiss him, and In the dim light he could 
not see that her eyes were alight with 
pride and tenderness.—Harriet Loomis 
Smith, in "The Visitor."

e, accompanied by an 
from Wallace's moth- 

llace was returning from the 
errand when he came upon a sight 
that interested him. Standing directly 
» cross the switch track which led 
down to the Ryerson factory was a red 
automobile. A boy with a flushed 
puzzled face leaned forward, evident
ly doing his utmost to start the mach
ine. Perhaps It was not strange that 
Wallace viewed this picture with a 
sense of satisfaction.

"lie's In trouble himself now. Won
der how he likes It." Wallace stood 
looking on, 
pleasure In 
hot and uncoi 
would do him good to worry 
and Wallace also felt sure that 
do him good to witness the process.

Then something happened 
greatly surprised and startled him. 
From the th'ck woods along the river 
sounded the whistle of a freight en
gine. Wallace saw Oliver throw 
hl« arms in a frightened gesture, 
spite of himself. Wallace thrilled 
a responsive dismay.

"If he can't start the machine, 
be smashed. The engineer won't see 
It till he rounds the curve, a 
It’ll be too late to stop." All his re
sentment toward Oliver was swallowed 
up In sympathy. He ran 
trucks, realizing his Inabll 
assistance, but va 
In some way. "My, 
right." thought Wallace 
miration for courage 
tlve in every boy, h 
got his uncompll 
Oliver Ryerson. 
by that car till the ver 
and save It If he can.

She him, surprised, 
felt like laughing 

his

Inwill," groaned 
the mussed, 
eh were so

lie picked up 
shirt-waists, whl

gratitude for the boy's pre- 
on. As she smoothed Wallace's 
with a motherly hand, a emoth-

w h
his lea 
downcL 
comfort him.

Ills face was so

matter, mother." Wal- 
d rather shame-faced- 

help laughing to

"Well, It ain't as bad as it might be. 
Dirtying up a few shirt-waists ain’t 
much to wo 
ting killed, 
so thankful to

a sparkle of malicious 
his eyes. Oliver seemed 

nfortable enough. It 
fa little. 
It would

over alongside of get- 
*88 your ma will be 

... /e you come home 
with W’hole bones that she won't fret 
about dol 
a shame

ng a little extra work. But It's 
about that Oliver Ryerson. 

Just because his father Is rich, he 
thinks It’s everybody’s business to 
get out of his way."

Wallace's unknown sympathiser 
was expressing a view very prevalent 
in thi little town. When 
Ryerson began to drive his father's 
automobile, a great many of the 
townspeople expressed decided disap
proval. Oliver was not a careful 
hoy, and as he gained familiarity with 
the machine, he began to exhibit a 
reeklessm gs which promised disaster 
sooner or later. Oliver had a some
what peculiar sense of humo 
the fact that his 
consternation 
amusing.

swept t

'wL'm

I
. In 
with

It'll
"NOTHING THE MATTER,' BUT 16 

INJURED.
A wealthy resident of 

Cab, riding In his automobile, was run 
down by a trolley car. As a Christian 
Scientist he refused medical aid, de
claring that nothing was really tin- 
matter with him. But he summoned 
his attorney to his bedside and In
structed him to bring suit for dam
ages forthwith against the trolley- 
company for "bodily injury." It has 
long been known that a successful 
business man. lawyer or minister, If 
he be a crank on some subjects, 
be totally Incapable of discerning 
inconsistent, and even foolish, his 
proceedings may be for the sake of 
preserving consistency. "Bodily In
jury" Is as real as the money that 
"Mother Eddy" charges for Science 
and Health and Key to the Scriptures, 
and this man wants what he should 
have If the trolley Is to blame—money 
for damages.—Christian Advocate.

nd then
Pasadena,

nearer the 
Ity to be of 

aguely anxious to help 
"My. he's plucky all 

...ace. In the ad- 
e, which is inatlnc- 
e temporarily for- 

Imentary oplnl 
"He's kc

brought
ictiled to him asapp*

a time that morning as 
hrough the to 

ng, he chuckkd t 
Wallace’s leap.

ace. on the other hand, did not 
see the humour of the situation. He 
went home, his heart swelling with an 
anger that 
woman on the sidewalk had been right 
when she said that Oliver Ryerson 
claimed especial privileges for himself 
because he was the son of a rich man. 
It was Wallace's oplnln 
had come to show hi 

The little woman

he
w-n, tooting his 
o h

opinion of 
e’s going to stickimself on re- ing

y last minute, 
He had better 

be careful, or he'll stay too long."
The whistle sounded again, and Wal

lace's heart leaped ; for the engine had 
rounded the curve. And then In a 
strange flash of insight he saw that 
he was mistaken. Oliver 
plucklly standing by the 
till the last moment, but prepared to 

apparent
that he could not save the machine

choked him. The old

automobile
on that the time 

un his mistake.
In the kitchen, who

his life when It became

il ___


