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'ageand promise," esaid Fram

UGoQd.D Sam answered. "Thon I wa
juat'tor tell you that I have -not repa
yo iàbyron.-ffth. Everyone knows you'
th&aIqb4tst httl-white m~n that .0'

at JÙWit the north country Th
it 'tsaying. -You've bet

;=orta mai 1k. me coud hai
I thaixk you for it. It. sî't what yau'
sald,-but *hat you'v. dons. You've livg
leai y<urself and somehow-1>y Jupit

Fraiik, if you knew what I've sufferg
thia 1lotsMx moth-" 'Sam hid hie f&
for a ihoment, then li e wni on in ti
samequiet voie. "Fraîk, did you evi
read a po.m oafled EBufgee ramx?
tell* of a e.hoolmaster who committed
wittchud murder, and then went and e
ânong. the.iinocent chlidren In th
school. I think l'y. feit rather as ti
man folt vien l'y. tried to live wit
yon. I caî't stick it, Frank, aid that
wh. P g t ta get out!,

Sam 1"lheo riod. "Toil me what lias hal
penedn

Sam shook his head. "I'd rathor. yo
didn't know-, h. said. 'Tld rather yo
th.ough1t of me as you've found -me."

"I "hIl always do thatfL answered th

Sam IooIoed at hlm thoughtully for
momenti, thon lie said-"Do you kia'
boy, that for live monthe you've share
ti. hanty'of a inurderer- that youvesten ;zu with himI ai shared hi

"A ý ererer1l" cried Frank. A col
uwea 1~dbroken out an his forohead

Heey 4 were wide open and terrified
"A murderer 1" ho 'repeated "'Nat yoi
Sun 1 -nythug but that!" *-

ile clutched hie partier by tho lapl
of 'ie tuit, but Sam shook hnaéif free
and strode to the other end of the veran
dali. There ho stood, a big, broad, hardj
fgure, oldor by ten years than a year ago
but a bettor man.

"Yes," lie said alowly, "la murderer. 1
A the police knew the truth they'd be hert

for me in under an hour. I would liavt
given mysoif up, Frank, five monthe ago
It waen't because I waý,afraid. It waE
because I wanted to do me good ln tii
world before 1 left it,' foirHeaven knows
I've don. pienty of harm."

Frank hid bis face. He asked no ques-
tions, but ho ]et the dreadfui truth sin)
inta lis mind bit by bit. Sam wasa
murderer! The man for whom lie had
Iived neariy twa years, the mai in who's
sueceas he lad 'rojoiced, seing him turi
from a gambler and a drunkard toa
respectable membôr of saciety, was
branded with the vileat of crimes.

Sam laid his laid on the boy's shoul-
d'*r, but ths boy ehrunk away.ci"ilriht," said Sam, 'l wan't tauch

yobt I et me tell you how it happenod.
It was Christmas Day. I returned frai,

'»he ity oarly. I was drunl%.
"Juet where that aid cedar lies across

the crook, an Indian met me. Hie îame
was Hainiai, and I owçd him moiey.
H.eliad helped me to get whiekey out of
the. cîty ta the Indian encampments, and
the smno ffIfty dollars had beoî owing
him for samo manths.

"Well, ho met me there, and- demanded
it. I thought he was insolent. Whother
or nat blie rally was I cant say. I
etruck hlm once, and lie went down like
a log. I tried ta rauso him, but he wae
dead--dcad as the trecs."

"I rai away from tho awfui place, and
weît home to sioop. I slept soundly
enough, but noxt morniîg I awoke with
the awfui guilt of the thung upon me. I
hurried back ta the spot where the aid
cedar grows, but thero was nothing ta be
seen but the tracke af wàives.
'"That's ail, soîny."1 Sam went on.
"The -%volves lad paiished off the remains,
draggig what they cauid flot deatroy
juta the bush. Ther, was inthing left,
uîless the sîaw lad covored it. 'Those
cursed walves saved me fram the police,
but tliey could flot save me from myseif.
Eveèry ligît l'y dreamt of it. l've
lived iHades, aid ail the time I was
fooiing you into tiiinking that yau were
living witl a straigît imai, when yau
wero living with a murderer. That was
the worst part of ail."

The, boy raseeslawiy ta lis feet. Ho
was still glastiy white, but the fear lad
gaie fiom lie oyýs. Ho held out lie
laid; Sam elenched it and ehook.'l shako your hand," said the boy, "but
Iwould aimast die sooner than shake the

haud of a murdorer."1

Thon the boy told, .quietly aid simply
as Sam had tod hi& oenrut ,haw that
nigît lie himself liad foemd alan, thu
Indian, ylng on the trail, low ho had

gie j hie bunk-, and %ow the red man
la"-d -4 parW next morning, -fit aid
strang. 1-I

Sam did, no"-nswer, -but the awful
nigltmare waa pass.d. He took the boy's
laid, and shook it Agenl. After ail hie
own han4 was cdean-ho ieed not lbave
this life whi h ad become sa dear tohim,
ho noed nat lbave hie partier. It w& aill
a ghastly dream. He was an innocent
mani.eHofluig himseof dowii on the
moiet, soft turf,. and wept as ho liad
wept but once before.

.AdFrank, standing ovor hlm, clutched
lu hie haîd the polished paîther claw.

lu next issue will b. toid how Hal-
n, the Indian, souglit ta briîg about

hie vengeance.
The story "The Panthers Claw" by

Mr. H. Mortimer Batten appearii his
hiumber wiii be continued for JuIy aid
.August. S,

The writer is knowii, not cilyt'O
readers of The. Western Home Moufhy,1
but ta, readers of the beet Englisl maga-
zines, The stary has ta do with the life
in the eaiy days lu this couitry whon
redmen, whiekey aid daring explarers
played a praminent part iu life. It je
intensely interesting throughout aid no
reader of the magazine shouid miss read-1
ing it.1

The. Bilence that FeUew thie Storwm
By Gerard Vaî Etten

THE. last fiames snarled thraughthe' wlr? typewriter shels eating

th -enante ofxtheir feast. The yellaw-
white walis of the little adobe cottage
caught a few of the beams, but oily a
few, sud the reet lost themaelves in the
dim places smoke-grimed through maîy
yoare. Even naw, with ocarceiy a breeze
stirrig, the aid firoplace oïxked as if in
proteet st being ueed. PeI-haps this was
but natural i the firoplaco. as outeide
the dry min was biistering the dut-whit('
ground aid in the scintillant heat ail the
world iay hushed aid stili.

Before this transient fire a maiesat
with hie hoad lu hies hands-estaring, star-
iîg, stariîg. Seeingý nothiîg, feeling
nothing, leariig nothing. Hoe was doad
ta ail but the agony of lis own leart as
the work of long, long yeare crumbled i-
ta ashes. Hie dreame-the mrations of
hie brain-and hoelaed burned them.

Weli, how eouid they liv. since shc
didn't understand aid lad gaie out of
hie life? Ho remiembered how, when flret
writing, se.had ehared aU ie isthouglite
aid ideals aid how, aut of that sharing,
had came stories aid poeme dainty,
sugarsweet-and worthless as treacle.
Thon, later, wbe le lhad writteu of the
thinge aflilfe not sweet, not protty, see
lad been unable-or unwilling-to follow,
hlm.. They had parted. There had beeu

Jubilant menîbers of the "«Fighting Fiftl," makiîg merry over their cap-tured war trophies. Tliey are tryig an heiniets, caps, gas masks, and othertraphies talion fram the>- Germais. These mon are of the NorthiumberlandFusiliers, aid were the. leroes of the Battie of St. EMoi, a foerce engagementwhich toak place an a soctor of the Germai front, at a point south of Ypres.At timon the men fougltitnl mud up ta their arm-pits, aid the victary of theBritish was due ta the stubbori flghting aid endurance, and the oxample set by
the gallant "Figlitiîg Fifth."1

There is no power lu the vietary of
an lour ago ta keep us from siiuiîg
naw. Our coîtiuued victory le nat
assured ta us by aur past victaries, but
only by a prosoît Christ. For real
vietary over sin le nover a matter of
aur streigtli, aur effort; it is won only
by Christ, aid le ours olaswtrt
lm for it.îyasw trt
It le true, therefeer, that a man

lias in himseloifamare pawer ta reelet
sin after a huîdred Christ.achieved
victories than after oie. They may
glve icreased confidence lu Christ, aid
thus make it easier for hlm ta continue
ta trust Christ for victory; but tliey
add flot an ounce of strength ta himseIf.
The moment lie presumes on p ast deliver-
ances, iîstead of trusting lu Christ, ho is
gaie.

It le as thouglu a muan crossing a deep
ravine an a narraw bridge should believe,'when hal.f-way over, tint because lie had
voine well an the way in perfect safety_
lie could îaw ignare the bridge. His
biridge.giveî eafety of an instant earlier
would ho of littie value ta him after
lie had stepped off the bridge.

LOOKING les eeiig. It may ho afar
off, still it le seeing. The weigbt of a
crase is known best ta hlmii who carnies

no quarrel, merely a quiet severance of
their friendelîip aid campanionship. Yet,
thougli physicaily out of hie life, lier
spirit liîgered like a perfume until, lu

1hie lieart, the mai came ta believe almost
that some day she would came back ito
hie life again-laving and understanding.

That was a good six years ago, their
parting, aid the mainliad wandered far
in thase years. Naw lho wae fightiîg
back ta health under the marvelous skies
wliere San Antonio sprawled ts patch-
work body on the Southwestern plains.
Ho lied this sîug little adobe cattage s0
close by the waiis of Mission San Jose
that it soemed ainîort sheltered by theiii.
Situated so it gavý(Chlm a littie variety,
for twice a day the big, iglitseeing cars
mnade tiîeir noisy circuit of the mission
laop. For companion aid general cook
aid helper lie had Jesus Hernandez, a
liquid-éyed, lazy, vialin-playing son of
aid Mexico whose one and unfaiiing
inotto was "Maîana, manana" (to-mor-
row, to-niorrow).

IIt was a good lfe for the body but for
the liraiti, deadly. The tlurob,5 the pulse
of humiaiaty waesusient here. Only
faunt. Lorelie echoos Of it wore
feit. What of the charrn of thisplace vhere oid Mexico' -ti lingered,'wlier- 4ir wiId sons gt.~Iauîd plan-
unce&. !Ig revolutionsl.ndloubt'edil'

that charm wae stili tiere but le could
not write--of it util le was away, iitil--
lie had perspective., S, in black mood-
nes he lad burned ail that ho had writ..
to. Ho would write no mre until lie
was a wel mai again and baçk i "Gods
country."

Outide the cottage, propped up i the
ehade againet the trwik of a mesquite,
Jesus Hiernaidez slept nd dreamed of
wiîing "miucha 'dinero" at the cck
fight 'the. îext Sunday. Hie bird was
sureiy of ail bfrds the finest. He wae
"sure the Seor Garyl woud permit'hlm
ta have the whoe day ta himeof. He
wouid take it aiiyway. Ho would tfght
hie cock on Saturday night aiea but that
hoe muet play the vialin at a dance at
tho bouse of Seor Goîzaies, the father
of Senorita Dolores Goizaies, who was of
ail women a subjeet for clacking tangues,
aid theref are beautiful beyoud the
beauty of ail other womeî.

Minutes passed iaiguidIy. Jesus slept
an. A dusty hoen rase fromn lier place i

the shade, dieturbed by the tao noar pase.
ing of a darting lizard. Idly se.pocked
about for a minute or two and thon
settled down again, feathere fiuifed out
for cooluese.

A stumpy, perspiring prieet walked
aloîg the hot road under a huge, black
umbrella. Ho turned lita the yard of
the "casa" of the Seor Caryl Lansing
and came up close ta the snaring Hernan.
dez. "Jesue Hernaîdez, wake up aid get
thy fatlier a glass of water."1

Jesus -wake, rubbed hie eyes aid thon,
seeiîg who the' disturber of hie dreame
was, scrambied liastily ta hie foot. "Oh,
padro mio, pardon. 1 was so tired froui
the liard work. I slopt. I did nat hear
you until yau spoke."1

'Such liard m-ork as you do. But lot
that pass. i1w ould liko a glass of water
and thon I muet hurry an to Conception.
You should observe the ways of 'your
padre, Jesuis Hernandez, it would do yau

AI%, but padre, I am not filled wvith tliospirit of God as. thou art."
The padre smiled and waited, mapping

his face with an already maiet liandkor-
chîief. Hernandez brouglit him a glass
of caïd water aid lie drank thîrstily.
ý'Gracias~" lie said as hoe handed tho glass
)ack. "Now remember, I want ta see
yau at mass Sunday, Jesus Hernandez.
WVhat if you should die between naw and
Sunday? You would go straiglit ta
hell."1
Jesus smiled, "Between now aid Sun-

daY? That le tliree days, padre 4iio, and
in threo days I can get mucW ,religion.
But if I should, get sick unta death I
W(oUld seîd for you, padro, for* I know
'oui wouid not lot me die aid go ta bell."
The padre laughed. "rYau are riglit.

Iulei too full of rascale like you ai-
eady. Oh, by the way," as hoe turned
t go, "haw le the Seor Caryl? Ho will
Ie a well mai soan, je it flot Ba?"
"Wel? O f a certaiîty. But, padro,
tis mot the body of hlm that le sick sa
nucli naw, but the heart of hlm. Ah,
1know. Jesus Hernandez lias known
iuch'of the wamen aid has loved very
nucli-ol, very maîy times-and lie can
lthat the senor le lu hie hoart ioiging

or a woman. Si, padre, even though lie
)retends ta care for tliem not at ail and
osay loudly that tliey are ail bad and
11 of au unfaithfunoss, eh, OVOi 80.

Vell thon, you mark the words of Jesue
Iernandez, for lie knows much of the
ays of 1thie leart. What tho Seon
àryl needs je a woman. And if I knew'
ne for hlm, lier would 1 bring ta liii
once. Eh, but there wauld ho no delay.1 om te way lie sits for long houre with

e black look lu hie eyes, I boliove that
me woman once treated hlm il. It
ast ho so, eh? Weil, thon vory good.
or a manî wlia las been iil-treated by a
Jriian hates them worse than a mai
'11 knows 1,them. not. It le so. .Agaii,>
,-ry good. And look you, ta-day hoe site
)a4 Il'have said, and thon ho brings
Il bis papers which lie lias written and

rsthemn in the firepiace. And, padre,
,1l kilow to miake a fire without need
a i(lty sucli as this oie muet bo oither

Ilâ vu sycrazy?--orin love,11mounts t the samo thiîg. 1 saw
burning of the pupers oro I fell
''It le 50 of a truth. Aid but

l ien I Ivent for the wvater for thee,
* 4I -tliwas lie eitting thero staring
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