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O NOT waste a mimute—not a second—in trying to

demonstrate to others the merit of your own per.

formance. It your work does mot vindicate itself, you
cannot viodicate it,

Soldiers of the Queen

NERAL Desmond Fitzgerald, | better an’ gives you a youthfuller
K. C. B, V. C, ete., ete., stood | look altogether, sir.”

before the pier-glass in his| “You may lay it out,” said the Gen-
xllrel)mn -room in the r‘l:j-nr light of an |eral, “And look to the boots.”

rish May morning and surveyed the | «5 will sir.” answered Cagaey, and
reflection of his figure with an angry | i, General had nearly reached the
and dissatisfied glare. His body-ser- | joo. §etc it o0 MY TR
vant, Cagney, a veteran of as many | wonderin’,” he

eampaigns and years as his master, p
surveyed the same reflection with an
eye which seemed to say that, under
the circumstances, he had done all
that could be expected of him.

he had spoken he might have added
that he derived as little pleasure from
his own quiet livery as the General

— Higginson,

insinuated, “if

|if T was to put on my ould red coat,
| 00, this evening when you wear your
uniform. A General,” he pointed out,
“"had rightly ought to have a aide,
and maybe ye wouldn’t mind—for the
;u_nnl of a better—lettin’ me stand be-
derived from the faultlesaly-cut byt [hind you like T wag goin’ o go off of
somewhat _sombre attire in which | o oA erithter s urpts Cage oo
Pashion and a London tailor had in- | & % brighter,” urged Cagney defer-
cased his still upright figure. For it | ansyet GitS VIR O OF e
was only a few months since the Gen- | {00 from {t o &

eral had retired from the Indian |'®" ™ x

u’r\

| would be took in the light of a liberty

threw in picturesque remarks show he was in it. An’ when the
One by one Bhiela imperiously |Queen heard of it she sent him the
pointed out the medals on her father’s | Victoria_Cross.” ™
breast, or on Cagney's and demanded | “Oh, I'm so proud of you, papa,
the full and circumstantial story of |cried Shiela. %,
why they chanced to be there. And| “And the third man?” questioned
nbwh--nl{y the two old soldiers, urged | Owen, the General's youngest son.
by Lady Mary and cheered by the at-| ‘‘The poor fellow was killed,” an-
‘t«ntmn of the younger men, stormed [sWered Lady Mary. “But when we
red-walled ocities, resisted night at.[heard that there was talk of your

I:mpmwd and outshone, And Cagney [day with only a slaughtered arm to

ol o 08, @l father’s being decorated he insisted
tacks, lurked in ambuscades, mdur«lll"“ $he hied tnan Eoasevod (55 seom
| reward. the Cross was sent to his
| people.”
| “What was his nationality?’ asked
Desmond, the eldest son

“Irish, to be sure,’” responded Cag-
ney promptly. “Nearly all them
Crosses is given to the Irish. It's the
most Catholic nation, ye see,” he add-
ed with a grin.
| “And the fondest of fighting,” sub-

fevers, tigers, natives, steaming dark-
ness and blinding heat, all with an
unconcern and bravery which made
the adventures their own reward even
without these glittering memorials

“And now,” commnnded Bhiela at
| 1ast, “tell me why the y ga: is
scrubby little black one,” and she
| pointed to a small “reek cross hung
on a party-colored ribbon

|
|
‘lunx marches and short rations, met
|

| ““My dear Bhiela,” expostulated
| Lady Mary, “that’s the Victoria
| Cross I

{ I knew it.” The girl laughed. “I
| was only joking. Tell me how you got
{it. T can read your name and the
|date: September 14, 1857, What hap-
‘ pened then?”

““The fall of Delii,” whispered Lady
Mary. No passage of time, no years
of happiness, could dim her memory
of that day

“That was for nothing much,” the
General made hasty assurance. “You
every one was a bit excited. John
icholson, the greatest soldier we ever
had in India, was commanding us.
The siege was up. All those weary
months of waiting were ended. And
we rather made fools of ourselves in
the excitement. That's how it was

“Beggin’ your pardon, sir,” Cagney
insinuated, "I know, and Lady Mary
knows, and the young gentlemen
ought to know, that the Victoria Cross
isn't given for ‘nothing much.'”

“Then you tell us how it was"
urged Shiela; and Cagney, standing
behind the General, told the tale.

branch of Her Majesty’s army, return- |
ed to his native land, leased the beau-
tiful estate of Avonmere, and assumed
the role of a country gentleman and
Justice of the Peace. After thirty
ears of scarlet and gold he found it |
ard to reconcile himself to the con-
ventional dress of his new character
“Oagney,” said he, and the other
old soldier stood at atteption, “you
may lay out my dress uniform to-
night. I shall dine in it."” Through
this astounding command Cagney’s
training held. There was the merest
flicker of his eyelid as he saluted
“I've promised my daughter,” the
General continued, “to put it on. Bhe
tells me she is very anxious to see
me in it. Bhe doesn't, of course,
know the regulations. But there can
be no harm in wearing it for an hour
or two to give pleasure to a charming
{luung lady. And my medals, too,”
e added; “get them all out of my
dressing-case. Bhe is refreshingly in- |
terested in ail I can remember of the |and Cagney went on arifully: “An
Actions 1 was in. And she is an un- {as for the stories of the medals, sure
deniably charming young woman, | who could be tellin’ her them better
Cagney; the very image of my poor |, mes
dear mother.” | “Very well,” the General acquiesced
“She’s a jewel of light,” answered | sudqdenly. ““We'll show those boys of
Cagney, in a Cork accent, which | ;ine that there's nothing a woman
neither the heat nor the hills of India | |oves more than a red coat and a gold
had modified one whit. “You'd think | putton.”
80 if you was to see her and Mr. Des- | The Jirtle review was a great sue-
mond goin’ off with themselves under | ces Bhortly before the dinner hour
her white parasol after breakfast. |{he General clanked into the drawing
‘Cagney,’ says she, as pleasant as if it | room in full uniform, followed by the
was only yesterday she was ridin’|jhardly less resplendent Cagney
round cantoonments on me shoulders | ghiela, in the prettiest and softest of
with her little arms around me neek | white gowns, with white roses in her
and me holdin’ on to her little scraps | hrown hair, made a most satisfactory
of legs—'Cagney, will you remind the | audience. 'The gentle Lady Mary,
General, my father that he has pro- | jutiful consort to the General through
mised to ride with me after lunch- |4he vicissitudes of his many ecam-
eon? ™ paigns, was an admirable chorus, and
“By-the-way,” interrupted the Gen- | insisted with a fond pride upon such
eral, “which of my riding suils is|;arig of the recital as redounded most
mast becoming to me?” to the honor and glory of her dear
“Your green, sir. It fits your figure | General. The four sons were properly

The General hesitated, undecided,
o]
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Stripped of technicalities, it was
made clear that on that eventful four-
teenth of Beptember, when the Eng-
lish fought and blasted their way into
the red city so long held by the mutin-
cers, a certain gate across a lane lay
between Burn Bastion and the
breaches already made in the wall.
The General was but a Major then.
With three men he set forward to
place bags of powder against this
gate. Two of the three men dropped
their bags and ran back, The third
man and the Major waited to set all
things fairly, to push the bags close
under the pierced stone of the gate-
way, before lighting the fuse. The
gate was blown to pieces, the houses
round about were battered, and the
red-coated Englishmen poured through
the opening and went on to avenge
their slaughtered women and children
until they came upon the European
quarter. And then they ‘fought no

more.
“An’ the General came through that

|mitted Owen, as dinner was &n-
| nouneed,
| Lady Mary Fitzsgerald loved the

|dinner hour. She sat at the table in
|a glow of happiness and pride as she
|looked at her dear General and her
handséme, clever, entirely satisfac-
|tory children. All the perils and
| partings of earlier life were compen-
|sated for by this blessed family oir-
cle which revolved so lovingly about
her. Ehe had been supported through
the thirty years of the General’s ser-
vice in India by a vision of this time.
|She had borne separation from her
| children—when their health and edu-
| eation made it necessary to send them
|“home” to the eare of various aunts
|and uncles— because she had looked
forward to the time when she should
gather them about her again and love
them and make much of them. The
time had been wearily long in coming,
{but it had come at last, and now life
seemed fair and kind indeed to Lady
Mary. But there were those in Ire-
land in that same year of 1880 to
| whom life was hard and bitter, and an
| echo of their unt st sometimes reach-
|ed the family at Avonmere.

| Concluded mext week
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Paying Off the Mortgage

At scme time or other it is almost
| necessary to mortgage the farm.
Then the struggle begins to "D.I
| the debt. Usually the ways an
means for getting together the neces-
| sary funds to meet the obligation
falls to the part of the housewife,
rather than any other member of
the family. It is the woman on the
farm who usually looks after
the ends and it is the woman of the
household to whom credit must be
given in nearly every case for im-
proving and bettering the surround-
ings of the home.

We are desirous of publishing an
interesting article giving some ex-
periences of Canadian housewives in
assisting to reduce or cancel the
mortgage on the farm home. We
will, therefore, give three prizes for
the three best letters received giving
the experiences as set forth above,
The first prize wil. be $5 worth of
merchandise to be selected from
any advertiser who advertises in our
paper during the rest of this
year. The second prize will be $2.50
worth of merchandise to be selected
from any advertiser in the paper dury
ing June and July of this year; arf
the third prize will be one of our new
Cook Books,

Write on one side of theIlper when
sending in your letter, and give your
personal experiences, or that of some
one of your friends. This contest
will close the last of December,

Address your replies, Mortgage
Contest, Household Editor, Canadian
Dairyman and Farmine World, Peter-
boro, Ont,
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To destroy worms in flower
stick a quantity of sulphur matches
head downwards into the mold,
then water the plants. mat
will poison the worms.
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