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match some wools, and, Incidentally, to 
l ell her news.

will have heard about young 
Bryce?" she began.

The wool that Miss Marwtou was sep­
arating into skeins fell in a soft pink 
heap to the counter. She gave he 
i oim-r a startled glance.

“Harry Bryce? No; 
have heard nothing."

"Ah; 1 hardly tb 
reached you yet.
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3 I what of him? I
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I heard it myself only 

es ago, and I wish 
tell you, knowln 

the lad."
is it?" breathed Mlwa Mnrsto 
ent in the shipyard? He Is so 
Tell me quick—what Is It?" 

no, not an accident. I knew 
Id be vexed, so I didn't tell you 

The truth is, he lias run away 
in
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hospitality to a friend, 
little house, unattractive 
guise, seemed to Agnes 
setting for her whose 
limited and Incomplete. She had 
through much tribulation Into her 
dom of home, 
freedom and 

The past h

ly ( small interest, and, by 
she could live her lonely 

and occasionally offer 
The modest 

in its outward 
Marston a tit 

life had been

and she was thankful for 
ehTsh

pain—a lonely youth spe 
tyraruy of a selfish aunt, who had crush­
ed every simple joy from the girl's life, 

who, but for the hasty 
death, would have left her penniless 

Love had come to her in one 
of utter bliss, and had vanished, leaving 
her doubly alone. Yet, In spite of all. 
she told herself she had much to be 
thankful for, and she was content. But, 
coming home from church of a night In 
autumn, when the golden harvest- 
hung over the red beeches 
were out, she took the Ion 
high-road. Never again cm 
by the field-path, where the 
on the ripe sheaves and the 
of the scents from apple 

The warmth of the aft 
the little school-house, maki 
more restless than usual, i 
quent singing of lively hymn 
work off the steam. The loud, 
cal voices thrilled through 
ston's temples. The lesson was 
Prodigal Son, and she told them 
familiar story In a graphic way s 
Only one seemed to give any heed. and. 
he was the one she called her incorrig­
ible. The wildest of them all, she had 
despaired of touching him; and yet she 
had a special tenderness for him—per­
haps because his bright blue eyes were 
like eyes that had looked Into hers un­
der the autumn stars.

The blue

A ONES MARSTON'S small, nervous 
/"Y bands, that were never slack in 

the way of duty, were fold 
the frosted nut-brown hai 
upwards from her brows—it 

rick she had of thrusting her 
igh it while she studied the 
her class in the mission 

agement had 
the Blbl

"What is the good of it?" she asked 
herself. "What Influence can I possibly 
have over those wild lads? Can I ever 
hope to see life from their standpoint?"

She rose and stood at the window, her 
brow pressed against the cold glass. In 
truth, her head ached, and she was very 
weary with the week's work. It was a 
strenuous task to hold the attention of 
restless boys for an hour, and she felt 
strangejy disinclined for It that after 
noon. But it was not Agnes Marston's 
way to shirk a plain duty for the sake 
of personal ease.
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the songs 
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the table.

“ No. 
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from home. It seems tin- riveters 
Hamertou'bf Yard are paid on Monday 
night, and. after he had got Ilia wages, 
Instead of bringing them home us usual, 

ng Bryce disyoung Bryce dtsapiicared. ils 
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him at da,wn trudging along 
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blow to his poor old 
mother had lived till 
broken her heart.”
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disappointment—all the more 
the hopes she had been cherbitt

laid of her incorrigible. Hhe had been 
hlw alien- 

eliool lesson 
mers; and now
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iking how best to arrest 

by her next Sunday He 
ie she served her eusto 

he had gone into the far country she 
the most precious sheaf of her 

was why lit­
he story of I 

ot Impre
all, and yet perhaps It bad. What was 
the meaning of that rueful question In 

eyes Ah, if she had only guesw- 
he meant to do! But might not 

re, her prayers follow him mil 
ids, where, thank God, the Fa
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the wate 

rash lad w
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she had.
Bryce’s flight 

•rs of silence clos- 
thé rash lad who had bsen only 

a disturber of the |ieace of ('arrow 
Down. His father died soon after his 
flight, and only In one woman's faithful 
heart did the memory of the Incorrigible 
hold its place. Agnes Marston's prayers 
went after him, Ixirm- by tin- swill 
winged Angel of Ixive- and when have 
such prayers proved unavailing?

But changes were coming fast uikmi 
the little house In the High HI reel 
Blooksom's big drapery store opposite 
was floated as a limited company; It 
was to be a general store, where every 
thing could be had from a needle to an 
anchor. The fancy needlework depart 
ment had all the newest designs and the 
cheapest materials. It would have been 
loo much to expect that ('arrow I 
people should sacrifice their own 
eats for sentimental considéraili 
friendship; only a few remalne | 
to Miss Marston, among them Mlw 
Charity Harding. The Juggernaut of 
competition was marching o i Ha vic­
tim. Prices must h t lowere I to com­
pete with Blocksom’s, profits declined 
and bills increased. The awful shadow 
of debt hovered oç the threshold of the 
little house; to Agnes Mainiini tin- 
shadow of death would have been a 
gentle presence compared with that. In 
truth, she did not know where to turn. 
Hhe was too proud to own her trouble 
or seek the cold comfort of |ilty; she 
must bear the brunt as she had always 
borne it—alone. Hhe was drawing on 
her capital; It was melting away. The 
disgrace of failure was to be, after all. 
the end of her honest, strenuous en­
deavor.
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"Bringing bis sheaves with him, 
doubtless, with rejoicing," she murmur- 

"The imperishable harvest. God 
and patience to sow the 
His time!"

ned away from the silver mist 
the garden, lit by the flame of the 
rlet dahlias; the easy-chair and

had lost their charm In the 
the message had brought

great army of
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eyes were fixe I on her this 
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new eloquence, 
others grew quieter 

, too. Harry Bryce was 
leader In good or Ilf.

of the exile In th.- far 
cords of the homeland 

lm back had never ' 
did that night. Ague 
Ing of her temples, ai
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home In the chill twilight with the
fortlng sense of

give me faith
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quiet room 
fresh hope
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Hhe

staunch

needlework shop in the 
of Carrow Down might 

have taken the palm as a unique sped 
men of architecture. A two-storey 
house, sandwiched between two larger 
ones, it had one fair-sized window for 
the display of the goods; all the others 
were narrow and dlamond-paned. The 
rooms, long and low-celled, extended 
from front t> rear, looking out on the 
garden and the street; the upper storey 
jutted over the lower, and the custom­
ers complained of the uncertain light in 
the shop.
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she murmured. And It was for the soul 
of Harry Bryce she prayed that night.

Miss Charity Harding was the gossip 
of Carrow Down. A good woman, with 
an unfailing Interest In her neighbors' 
affairs, she plumed herself on being the 
first to hear and pass on any 

s. To do her justice, 
of her name, being 
to be the bearer of 
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