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-- iCs my thar&ks for the friendship--and the pin you gave"

DSOLITARY pedetian bad
juat reached the beud of

A the river when lic con-ý
fronted a young lad seated
en the trunk of a f allen trec

absorbed iu reading.
'tea, fine place for reading, My boy,

is *t t" lbe inquired more pleaeautly
thsu hee had spoken to a chld for years.
In fact having no chidren of bis own,
lie so seldom spoke te a chld that wheu
ho did so bis veioe sud masner were
gcncrally criep sud sharp.

The boy nodded a, quick little nod.
Somehow Carringtou expected that

nod and tic gliminer of a smile that
accompasied it. "Wbat book arc you
reading ?" bie asked.

The boy held it out. It was that old
classic cf boyiood, "John Halifax,
Gentleman."

"LIt'. lovely," lie said. «Teddy Clark
lent it mnc and I bave to finish it today
because Lionel Appley"ard is to bave it
next sud lic would like it as soou as I
will give it bim."

"t'. a good long time siues I read
'Johni Halifax'," said Carrington more
to himself than tlic lad, "but wheu 1
did it was at thus very bend sud ou this
samne tree. There was a Clar k aud
Appleyard in tlie partnershiip thLn too.
-the fathers, 1 have no doulit of Teddy
and Iâonel. What i. your snime, my
boy?"y

"Guy Smith, sir."
"Guy Smith's sou!" Carringtou re-

cciled as if lie iad received a blow. Ris
face grcw so grey and liard that flic
young lad involutarily glanced upward
to sec if a loud ]iad fieeted across the
Sun.

"Your father was Guy Smith, I sup-
pose?" Carriugtou said slîortly.

The boy nodded. "Ycs, 1 was called
aftcr him, but be's dead. He's been
dead feu years. I caunot remember
him."

"Have you any brothers and sisters "
"I have a little sister two years

ycunger than I am. The other two are
dead. They died ever s0 long ago. Finu
fthe oly boy motier had. Oh, if 1 was
only bigger aud older! If I Wass ICOUld
do somthing to save our 'home. It is
breakiug motier'. beart to bave to
leave if."

"OÔh, she bas to leave it, bas abec?"
Carringtou mimicked in bis urinal crisp
and sharp toue.

"Yes, thére's s mortgage ou it aud
we're Vo lie sold out very soon,-so the
lawyer tells us. Mother tried bard to
anake the farm psy but sic couldn't.
I could if I were a man. I know I
could. If they would only wait a few
years. But im afraid it's no use think-
ing cf that. Mother ia always crying
about leaving. She wcnt there with
father when they were married and she
iays she caunot live 4rnywhere else now.
Dorotly-tIat's my sister-and I do
al i'e can ta clacer ber, but if is very
little ve can do. If I was a man! if
only I were a man!"

"Wbat wss your motier'. namne before
,bc xarried your father T" Carrington
asked abruptly.

"Mauid Heigbiey," answered tbe boy,
bis brow contractiug with secret
thoughit.

Carringf ou flinched again. Maud
Heighlcy! He miglit bave known it.
XVht woman in ail the world could give
lier son those blue eyes aud firm mnouth?

%oland lhad married Guy Smith-little
MNatid Hc igliley, lis schoolboy sweet-

beart. He had forgotten lier-or lie lad
tried to. Yet sometimes iu tbe midnight
,vatch from fthc bridge cf lis slîip lie
lIa( ".en the phantom-slîspe cf s littie
girl witlî golden curis and clear blue
eyes gliding ahead on the water.

And now the samne vision presented
itself as hie absentiy looked straiglit
hefore irn. He was silent for a long
t [me. Ail old niemories came back with
their fiuli reeollection and lie again lived
[n his bovhood davs.

The boy had returned to bis bock.

Finally Carrington arcused bimsclf
from bis reverie.

"I used te know your motier years
ago wlien Be was about the sanie age
as you-perhaps a littlc older," lic said.
"I wonder if she remembers me. Ask
ber1 wheu you go hMme if sIc remembers
Dick Carringtou T"

"Will you corne te the house witi me
and sec lier, sir?" asked Guy politely.
"Motier la always very pleased te sSc
lier old friends."

"No, I have not time today." Richard

Carringtou was not going to tell Guy
Sm th's son that hc did not ant tu,
sec hie littie Maud of long ag<ýin the
figure of Guy Smith's widow. The name
evenu poiied her for him, just as those
bine eyee spoiled the lad for him.

"But -you may tell her something. The
mortgagc will lie ieft as it ie being paid,
ah.e hali stay in her home. t was 1
who was the power behind the Iavycrs;
but 1 did not know that the present
owner oif the farm was my littie play-
mate, Maud Heighley. You ase. iay
etay there as long as you wieh. Tell
ber Dick Carrington doe thia for what
qhe gave hlm round the bend there. *I
think se will remember and under-
stand."

Here h. drew from bie tic a littie gold
pin in the shape of an anchor.

"Tell aber," hoe ontinued, addreeeing
the pin more than the lad, "but for this

JIwould have drifted many a time. It

bas kept me off the rocks >aud held me
on firm grouud. As for you,,Guy, hé ëa
good lad and stick to your mother. She's
the best friend you'l ever have. .I11 i)pe
you'fl make the faimn piy wheku en are
old enough to- take it iu haùd. Àt aay
rate there'li .b. iiothing to distufbyen
in possession of it.'.'

«Oh, air! Mr. Carrinktol"a..e4n
mered Guy in hie ecstasy ofdeliéht, "De
you really mean it, it sounde toe good
te be true. Do yen really mcmii that
we can stay in the old home. and notbe
sold out. Wou't you corne-and tqll
mother yourself?1 She'll b. so, gladr4-
and-gratefult Do corne wlth me.sud*,et
her thank yen. herselfY»

«No, Guy, net today. 1 would i&ahbÊ
Dot. Off yen. go and give bÏliLmy
message. Thie sooner ah. gets. it -t.
better.»

Richard Carrigton walced the bad
<CS«Unud on Pag, 10
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