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>T. Tk1i A~.the aren fence and up to a large sto P»_

favorite spot af Ken'a and Evelyn's when

Written for The Western Home Monthly by M. V. Hughes -the were children.The mothler began lier labor Of love

VELYN dcar, will you Iplease A loud boyish laugli woubd follow the repeating softly "«I ill build an altar to

bring me Ken's pîcture?" mot her's expostulation then- bis memory-the memory of l'a generous

The speaker turned a couded "No, not for nothing mater; l'Il leave boy life."
face full of selfiali sorrow asý soon as you give me a piece of pc At that point aIe observed a smal lieap

La ' toward the girl reading at a please." And the pie was there in Short of atones aomcwhat apart frora the main

table on the opposite side of the rooni. ordeir. pile. Sanie that Evelyn and Ken had

",Yes certamnly, Mrs. Hasal,"l replied On ane occasion his mbther inquired: pied out years before and built into a

tIc girl and left the rooin., . "But Ken, wliy do yoti always sing that Ireplace, and where the playmates often

Marart Haslam continued to jean 0on partictilar sang, The «ypsy Trail, wlien coaxcd the mother ta the deliglitful task
l ar moaa h pnwno aig on horseback?' of coming out on sununer pvenings and

toïvard the clear blue jaggedi ridge sil- "WetImterja haigl e pe hyla rprda

houetted against the sky. Below the tliat you sec me galloping over the bills their caML. As alie looked at the dis

ridge, rosy fans of September sunlight ainging it, and yo'il notice that Pinto's. mantlcd replace, reflections of other

werey brightening the foothills that roled canter WigSprfecti ta the rhythm of days cromded in deflecting. lier mid

like gant seswaves against the moun- that sang. Infact le bas got ao that now from its course. mmn leraie o
tainous orizon.bc won'tcanter ell unlslaig it t During thatmoets raiefr

Wlien the girl readlied the mante1 wliere lielp hlm along. Hels completely spoiledt tlie finit that ahe lied kept 4velvn follow-

sto I iture, aIe oitered a moment,1 I aunply lave ta sing it ta keep hm spurred ing lier movements in comparative dark-
stod lh ier ysfhe.Scwl nwwa up. Sa it las came ta lie my share-of the ness; so sIc roused herself to an explan-

was commng len tliat picture was asked locomotion job." ' ation.

for! Neverthebess she haÉtily wiped the But those days were past. Evelyn listenied in awed silence, save

corners of lier eyesa nd the next moment Thc mother stili sat by the window; lier for an occaàioul polite "«ycs" whicî

stood by the motlier's chair 'saying cyca constantly raaming fretfully, over the aerved somcthing like punctuation marks

kindlbllis as sIc busied herself witli remin- in the mother's impassioned speechl.

"Here it is, imrs. Haslam," in a voice iscenices of lier son's short life. Ini the midat of lier speech alie sprang

that soundcd singuilarby free froni cmotion Thc deepest edge was gone fraon the up and began the carrying out of lier plan;

ofaysritp.goldenness of the. day before she lcft lier dcciding that liera alie would crect tlie
Tlef a udidradnywatws a etan rdlier yc ad went lato the ualtar; a tangible'signification of lier love

folow, Estmnctively entrendhed herseif la living ro onit replace the picture. In for limi.

a big chair on thc opposite ide of thc. rePlacrng it she drew fram a sacred She began work again, Evelyn assistmng;
drawer another mucli worn picture of a while aIe still roamcd la articubate

The mother held the picture up before crs.boeamon a a Esen toiver ail of lier son'a past dalags

th- ;Ilwuiow .i e antmg rrayn of the " .r4. land. andhlir own IMss. That loas made im-~

evcming sun illuminated thc face of a boy
of eigliteen. It was an interesting face.
A decidedly happy, darig expression was
delineatocl by every ine of the rugged
couiitenaiice.

Sîte gazed intently at thc pictulte; a
longer silence than wvas usual accompanîod
tliis not infrequent performance. Evelyn
began vaguely ta hope that the picture
mgt bc returned to its place witlout the
habituai outburst of rebellions feeling on
the mother's part. But not so.

Finally she again looked out over thé
indistinct serpentine- trails tîtat wound
downii and nip through tlhe hls, then tlhb
gathering doldrum brake:

"Neyer airain, nover again shall I sec rny
own la(l(ie cantering happily oveir thc
biis iin the long summer eveiiings. Yes
li's gone-no hoe can't be-ycs lie is."
And lier voice sank beneatî a whisper.

Kenelm Hasiain, the only child of
Hlenry Haslain the wealthy 01(1 rancher
of the foothulis, lad gone "over seas" and
now lie slopt peacefulby in thce radle
home of the race; whilc the flag of the
insolent Turk was still retreatîng from the
troops of the western world, tili now tbeir
fulminating ordnances lad bocîî softenedi
by distance into a faint nellow boom
wvhich cianted a fitting requiem over the
sleeping hieroos from the new vworld.

Evelyn Winters lad boen Kens play-
mate and sehool chuin froin carlicat dhld-
hood. When Ken passed over, lis
mothor tragically implored for tIc con-
Ianionship of the girl, so Evelyn lad beeni
a momber of the Haslam houschold for
several months.

This particiîlar day wlieh vas drawing1
t o a close lad been one of those subduedi
corn yellow days suel as are rarely sceni

aw resave arnong the Aibertan foot-1
his. The grassy hlls vwerc golden,
golden seeoinethet very air; fIe lords of
sheelp on the Ihîlis ookod liko golden
paf (hes of ligit on tho still dooper golden
landscape. In the lato affernoon a band
of Indians dressed in brigît red and
yellow and brown lad ineandcred down
across the hils-and thoy tao seemed like
a constituent part. of ail the golden-
ness of the day.

On inany aitot 1er such a golden day
had thec mother heard thc voico of lier son
stînning in rollicking happiness as le
galloped Nilly over the hulis .. \n l is
&olg- livarial)ly -was:

*hewhite moth to the losing vinie,
Clie bec to thc openiing (lover.
Alid thc Gypsy hlood to tIe Gypsy 1100(1
l.ver fIe Wild worlover.
lCver fhe wid world ovor lass,
lver the trail hld truc.

Ox-er the world and untler the worl(l
\nld back at the last to you.'

\11( with a rhilling whoop he'd dash
]q to tile <1001. knock with his whip and
\wl is lus ot h(r opeied if Ie(l say with
nil t lie severe seriousness inýiginale:

\lVould vu like to,4uave vour fortune

"()i out oung sramp! bringing your
i. 'hîIuïto tIc door for nothing!''

RFMARKABLE GROUP 0F- ALLIED HEADS TAKEN AT PRELTMINARY PEACE
CONFERENCE IN LONDON.

This photograpiîwa taken on December 7th in thse courtyard of No. 10 Downing Stireet,

London, the home of Premier Lloyd George. wl>ere Marshall Foch and some af the Allicd

heads gathered at a preliminary peace conference ta discuss the terms of the Allies, to bc

proposed at the Peace Conference at Versailles. From left ta right they are Marshall Foch,

Commander in Chief of the Allied Armies; Premier Georges Clemenceau of France; Premier

Lloyd George of Britain; Premier. Orlando of Italy and Baron Sonnina, the Italian Foreign
Secretary.

Tho motlier's onie determinatian in life
mnanifcstly was ta kecp the fires of anguial
burning in lier Ieart. And keeping lier
cyes havering sa constantly over those
two simple picturea made fuel ta feed
tliose fires.

SIc gazed dovotcdly at the cross and
mnound murmuring ta hersoîf with a
fanatical devotion:

"Brave, brave laddie! Tliy mother
named tîce arigît: Keneini, meaning
a dofender of lis kindred. But my liera
you are not forgottcn! Your decd of
sacrifice shail b rcmembercd and wor-
shipped by your kindred!"

Thon a wild agitatcd lbaak flasîed acros
lier face and she sank inta a deep chair
as if somne great weight had pushed ber
(lawn. Presently she again broke fever-
ishly inta speech:

"'Ycs lis deod is worthy of it. I will
build an altar ta lis memnor yF" SIc bat
over tho piture for a moment thon
added conclusiveby

"'Yes 1 will! And with myv own banda
1 will build it; bcginning to-niglit."

SIc left the rooni instantly. As she
passcd Evelyn ivitl lier head bent over
her book she exlained:

"Corne witî me Evelyn dear, came!
J'mn going ta build an 'altar ta Ken's
momory."

Evelvn arnozed, yet quite aceustorned
ta conforming otahfe aider oman's
.erratie notions, got up and followed
askinig no questions whatsoever.

Down thrçaigh the gardon plot they
liurried: ,irouh(1 a srnall pond that flanked

measurably heavier by 1cr attitude of
receiving it. She %vas by nature anc of
those imperiausly selfisli >vomen whose
troubles appear ta theinselvres like maun-
tain aystems la immensity.

Evelyn felt powerless ta do anytîing
save failow thIe aider woman's instructions.
The mother frequentby fell into listiess
contemplation; howevcr sIc invariably
resuîned thie work of arranging the tones
on thc flre-place using it for a foundatian
for thechcerisîed symbol.

At last thc sun was gone and tIe
gathering twiigît crept down like a sîcer
dark veil over tIe faces of tIec lIs. TIc
slinking coyotes hcld council la tîcir littie
coteries, and tIc restiess p lovera scrcarned
aver the circunjacentilands. Notwitli-
standing thc familiar sounds of approacl-
lag night the builders continued their
strange work.

Presontig the mother waas startled by a
rustle and step bohind ber; qhe tùrned
toward tIe grove-still struggling with a
large stonc--confidently expecting ta sec
lier lusband. But the grave was gone.
In its place there extendod bofore lier
astonisbed gaze a bleaky shadowy field
that crept up beneath a walh'd city of
domes and t owers. Thle veil rifted and
for a 1rief instant she beheld a far Eastern
field the scene of a recent battie. She
frantie.ally attempteTi to esenîle fronm the
harrowing scone; sho stutnbled and
dropped the atone as site vainly ,ought ta
retreat. Invisible bonds evidentiv bound
1er ta tho spot. Sho wcakly turned ber
head covering 1cr eyez; nid moanitig

helplessly. But ail unavailinglY she cov-
ered ber eyes and averted lier face; the
ghostlyscene shifted with her every move.

Atlength she peered agonizing ly, yt
voluntarily over the field, then uttee
bhriil screamn as she recognized Ken's
recumbent forim.

At that unendurablef<oint the panorama
of horror vanished and Ken stood before
her in al lis radiant boyhood., The old
ingenously %vmsome amileplayed over his
face making it realistic as life.

The mother was riveted to the spot-
)aralyzed with an, imknown, unanalyzed
fesr. But the chimera form spoke words
of assurance.

"iàttie mother nýine, do not fear your
own son.,

The mother 'strove ta reply, but her
parched lips emaitted no sound. So
without further noticing her agitation
the son continued in cadences as aweetly
rhythmic as the wmnds among thehbille:

"'Mother dear, what are you building?",
he interro ted inclinm inlis head toward
the partialy constrùc=tear.

Tuhe mother regained lier voice suf-
ficiently. to burst, fôrth: "Oh, my boy?
Defender of your kindreil I'm-I'mn
building an altar ta our memory.

When she finishd speakting ale timidly
endeavorcd ta apprach him, but,,the
unnamed feara osesn her held 'ber
back, and ahe tlirew a hasty'furtive glane
toward the altar; thenan turned: to,
face her son but saw olyhis evaneênt
form in the deepening duak. 8h. .ried
out "Kent Kenelmi".

"Yes, mother," returned the boy clearl
and again distinct before lier, "what in it?'

She was utterly at loas to reply and tîll
aced to catch hum ta her heart..

After a moment of oppressive silence
the boy again linked up theasevered ehain
of thouglit.

"An altar did you aay, in mnemory af Me
mnother?"-

"lYea littie son."
The ;zile went out from tlxe -ad'a face

and.for atime he seemed absrbed in
deep, thouglit, then alowly as if, threading
a maze continued:

"Mother mine, creet not an aitar of dry
atones ta perpetuate niy memaory, if you
will prpetuate it let it be in a mqRUnMet
of kmd helpful deeds f or the restoratiân'
af Canada'a wounded sans." Re PamW-,
adding somewliat as an aftertought,
"'Your own Ken miglit have been -wIth
you to-day liad there been ample suppliés
-but there was not, acoordingly we went
into battle minus sufficient,,lie aaving
neoesitie,-so 1 passed over."

The mother ataggered forward with out-
atretclied arma moaning: "Oh,' myboy-
and 1 have donc notbin-natDmlgta
help the wounded men live-live.'

With lier autatretohed arme the mother
now faced only an ethereal muat in the
dusk. In an instant it too was goee.
The bg atone lay at lier feet and the haîf
built alar gleamed throuh the mouraful
darkness. But thc veiled hileCaught Up
the words "hielp liva" and echoed sind re-
echocd them from hibltop ta hilto til
the lone mother feit as if they werb-
barding lier brain and engufngler moul
with the inimitable stregh of gint t ma
waves.

With a clutching pain ah. ahrank inta
herseif and with a liaunting fear glanaed
around lier. Then lier cys resfted on
Evelyn aitting on the graund, lier head
buried deep in lier arma and "hking with
sobs.

e At the iglt of Evelyn he collected ler
~cattered faculties enaugli ta ak:

"Evelyn, did-did you sechm?
"The girl lifted a tearful awed face.

"Sec wliom, Mra. Haslam?"
"IWhy Ken, Ken was liere!"
And the mother wilteç. down heside the

girl.
A silence followcd during whicli a

gentle )breeze hegan to roll lazily in interi-
mittent waves among the hilL.

Presently the mother spoke again:
'Il almost.fancey I hear Kcn's voire on

that breeze singing:
'Follow the Romany pattcran
West to the sinking sun
Till the Junk sails lift thrnîîgh the

homems drift
And the Ea.st andl the M'est arc one!'
The very wîncl seeinec to have learnced

1that wild song.7'
Evelyn signed as if préparing for i tisk

and(lSaj(l:
'r.Ilaslain, 1I(Io so long to he a

1 oinfort to, you; but 1 mudli fear yoLt ar
btiiiîkiiig too much about Ken. Dont,
1 oit think it would be better if yoit

cndcaivoured ta think of something else?
I, -1 fear for youi." She hcsitated and
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