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fool,' aya lie. £c'"nowomen that began
the throuble ithe world, an' 'tia wo-
men that kape it up,' aya lie, an' he
flung the valentmne to the floor.'"" INs true,' aysalal the men at
wanst, most vartuous like, 'we canii
help it whin the women faila i love
with us.'

911 ses it was time to tako a baud.
,Patrick Malioney,' aya I, piekin' up
the pretty valentie an. boldin' it
afore him eyes, 'can ye look i the face
iv ye'er true an' honorable wlf e an'
mwear ye know nothin' iv this?'

a«Van ye ask it ?' aya lie, an' lookBat me steady with the eyes iv a patient
oL. Sure I ed have kissed hlm in iglit
iv the whole company-two gray-haired
old fools-but I laughed instid an' turned
te the secret mark at the bottom iv the
verses. He looks at it dumb for a min-
ute, an' then ail at wanst light breaks
in bis old face Mie the sunriso over a
hli.

'«Wiil ye niver bave doue wlth ye'er
foolin'? aya le. Thin he stood up
on his chair an' spoke with a. voice

rn M. Dilligen limped back and
forth in ber tiny kiteben putting
away the supper things. Hiram
Dilligen at at the table dlean-
ing las pipe. Every little

while Mys. Dilligen would pause in her
work as though about te speak and then
apparently think better of it. At last she
made a supreme effort.

"Father," she ventured, "did you sS
the circus posters on Hsmmond's barn?"

'I did, Graudma," cried ber little grand-i
son from bis seat on the wood box, 'I saw
them p ut up. Can I go?"

'I don't know, Johnny," she answered
doubtfuily; yotu'll have te ask Graudpa."

Hiram D:d«I gen shrugged bis stooping,
giugham-clad shoulders. Ris weather-

Stanneï face wore a hard, set look.
This unfriendiy reoeption of the subieet

bodied ill for Jrs. Dilligen's plan, but
atill she persisted. ",Did you see tbem,
Fat!ier?"

:Ye,,,lacouically.
"thoueht," she contiuued'hesitatingly,

"rnaybe you'd go--and--and take Johxmy
and me. You kuow," she hurried on, as
be started te speak, "Ive neyer seen a
circus. The first eue came te town wben
I was ten years old. Father bad prom-
ised te take me and then 1 came down
witb the scarlet f ever;,the next turne was
after we were married and I bad the
*inflamrnatry rbeuniatism and could't
walk a step. The last turne," ber voice
sinking te a whisper as she glanced ati
Johnny, "our Lucy bad just gene and 1
badn't an y heart for circuses, let alone tbe
fact that 1 laid a tiny baby te look after."

Hiram slowly fifled and ligbted bis pipe.
"And you're not gomng this turne," be said
grinly. "You're teo lame te wýal, sud
l'm sot going te the expense of hiriug a
team te take you down te the village;
besides, t'wouldn't be good for you."

Mrs. Dilligen laid often noticed that
anything that cost any money was neyer
"'good" for ber.

'<L'l tell you what 1 wiil do," be added
magnanimously; "FLl take Johnny down
te see the parade. Tbat's free, and it wil
bc educational for him te sec tbe animais."

Johnny's face feil. "But I want te ses
the circus," be whined. "'ve neyer accu
a crcus"

"That wiil do," bis grandfatber cried
out perernptorily. "Go out and finish Up
your chores."

After Johnny's reluctaut departure,
Mrs. Dilligen re-opened the subject.
"Mavbe one of the neighbors would take
me dwn to ses the parade. I'd just asleave a3k Fred Pinney as not."

Hiram turned fiercely upon ber. "Sarah,
Isaid you weren't te go, and that setties it.

A pretty sight you'd be the next day, after
ail that jouncing and crowding, and a nice
ýdocb-r's bill I'd have te pay."

Mrs. Dilliaen hung up the disb mop
with a trembling band and left the bouse

with9ut another word. She paused a
Mmrmt in the side yârd and looked dowu
O1, the village below ber. "If I could only
Nvalk !-o far," she sighed. Slowly she
impedl out of tke yard and down the

duzztv rqad to an old red barn wbicb bad
ju.ýt heen 4newlv decorated with gay
cireus posters. She lingered a long time

nie an alderman maakin' a speechi
More diction. 'Ladies an' gintiemen,'
saya lie, 'the valenteinelaf romt me
own true love. The Mark iv her la ber.,
the smre ahe uaed on me love-lettbers
afore she learned to irite inteUlghLV,

"Ylrlylu',' aya I. "Twas mesef
showed you how te write a love-letther,
or I'd been waitWn for thlm yet,' aya- I.

<'Wtb that the explanation foilowed
an' the gingerale an' cakes vint round
an' iverybody laughed exeept Myem. Grel.
feu. 'Twas bard timea a&' she cudn't
get the joke."

"It was an Irishi joke," maid lira.
Mooney.

"An' like an Irish joke it hit the
mnark,» said Mrs. Mahôney. "The very
next day -me old man wint out cheer-
fui like an' found a couple iv jobs just
awaitin' te faîl onte bimn.»

'But the cbarity woman!' exclaimed
Mrs. Hoeaing. "'You téld lier the money
was for 'the univermal need.' »

"«Sure, an' tbat. vas ne lie," replied
the olé: wCm.

before tbem. "If it wasn't a circus I'd
-I'd pray about it; but being"a circus,
and me being a Methodist-no, I'm
afraid it wouldn't.be rigbt."

As the days passed, Mrs. Dilligen
plaed more tbau onces tebe allowed te

go, but ber busbaud remained fihinfot
even reetiug wben, oe early morning,
the long circus train at last pulled into
the littl station and discharged tbeir
contents before an admmrng udieneOf
amail boys aud village Ioafers. Jobuny
was arnong tbe fiit te spy tbem, and gave
bis grandfatber ne peace until ho vas

rayestart for the village.
Wiitb odry eyca Mrs. Dilligen watcbed

a1p o down the road, a bard look on ber
àace; then abe went inte tbe

sitting-room and got eut ber basket of
carpet rags. She groaued as she aettled
herseif for a long morniug's work. "Car-
pet raga on circus day!" She se*ed witb
quick little jerks of ber needie i an
oppressive stiflucas. Suddeuly abe flung
the work aside. "Wby can't I try walking
down tba' bil?" abe said aloud. "Lt
wouldn't be mucb barder than walking
about tbis bouse." She rose from ber
chair only te sink-hopelessly back ite it
tbe next moment: 'Il have't any money
te buy a ticket if L did get dowu."

Sbe picked up ber work again with an
impatient jerk sud one of the newly
wound balla rolied away under an old des k
i the corner. She limped after it and as
abe steoped te pick it up a tbeugbt struck
ber. Tbe taxes money! Riglit there i
tbe old desk! She besitated-finaily sbe
opeued eue of tbe drawers and took out a
dollar bill.

"Maybe it's stcaling, but L don't care;1,'m goiug."P
She went upstairs te ber bedroomn, put

on ber best -vool dress an old-fashioned
bonnet, sud a pair of bfack cetten geves.

a. ith su umbrella ioee aud te use as
acane, sudbe money tied Upi a band-

kerchief itbe other, she started te bobble
down the bill.

'I didn't think-'twould be such
awful bard work," she psuted, stepping
te mop ber face sud rest. The factory
dlockm the *village struck twelve. "Oh
dear, I'm afraid L won't get tbere i
time!" sbe baif sobbed as sbe struggled on.

Fartber dowu the bll ber strengtb gave
eut cornpletely snd abe sank dowu under,
the welcome shade of an old tree. 'I
wish I'd stayed at borne. Now, I ca't
get dowu sud I ca't get back, se L'l just
bave te sit here till father sud Johnny
corne aloug. Oh dear! L couldn't bear te
bave father sec me sittiug bere."

A buggy rattlcd dewu tbe bill; the
driver, a young fariner, sIewed Up when
be saw ber., "Wbat's the matter, Mrs.
Dhiien? Anytbing I eau do for yeu?"

"Well, if it isn't Fred Pinnec!Why
are't you at the circus?" àis faces
flusbed .,"B1ecause I couldn't flnd ayone
te go witb me. Ail the other fellows got
tbeir invitations in abead of mine."

"Now, isn't that too bad! Here's you
witbout a girl, sud me without a good
pair of legs, and both of us dying te go to
the circus."

He laughed as be lifted the littie old
lady into the buggy. "Now I've got my

WesùclIox
H ERE they are; the four top-notchers in

the, Westdlox lime. Big Ben heads the
family. He's a good, substantial timekeepoe
and a loyal cail-clock.

At his right, America: trirn, alert, compe-
tent. Then SleepwMeter, a* close second ta
Big Ben; reflned, neighborly, watch.ful.

Last but least only in size cornes littie
brother, Baby Ben, who tucks .cozily into
places where Big Ben might feel out of place.

They're ail faithful timekeepers and punc.,
tual alarms. They ail have, that same good
Westclox construction. They ail wear our
quality-pledge, WestclOL.

Western Clock Ca -makm e$~Wdx
La Salle & Peru. Illinois. U. S. A.
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