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;| gan craftily.

SYNOPHIS. ~

The O’Hara family, poor but happy, is
supported by Martin and Mary Kate, the
two oldest children. Martin, who is
studying Mci?}o. at n“'hittg Dgeu. a.:

to to Tmany T
chance 8o

ot | TUSEested sullenly. "

“I have no objeetions te the young
manatall,butuforyoumrryin’
him, there’ll be ne talk of that until
hc’sabhtoo&rymmethingm
than dishes and didies!” Mrs. O’'Hara

Antwerp, but turns it down

mean a great deal to him, tries to plan
some way to get the money which wtil

enable Martin to go.

Mary Kate and a young chap, Cass
Keating, are in love and plan to be mar-

ried am soon as possible. They tell Mrs.

O’'Hara of their engagement, and the

older woman shows disapproval.

CHAPTER VII.—(Cont’d.)

“Cass isn’t poor!”

“I'm not talking of Casimir Keat-
Ing,” Mrs. O'Hara said impatiently.

“I don’t know why you aren’t then,
Mother!”

Instead of answering, the older wo-
man began a sort of monologue, in a
dreaming, sing-seng voice.

“There’s no love im the world—
there’s no happiness in the world—
ean get the best of poverty and sick-
ness. The cold shuts down ax if it was
& hood piaced between you and the
very eye of God, and you creepin’
onder it wontherin’ will you ever stand
up straight under the blue skies and
feel the summer wind blowing over
you again. Maybe the two children
you have are croupy, that you’
wouldn’t dare leave without you’d
have a neighbor’s child watchin’ them,
and the third one under your heart.
and weighin’ you down every Step you
take to market.

“‘How’s your husband this morn-

i
l

L ; i @ soup-plate of honey in which crumbs
in’, Mrs. O’'Hara?” ‘Well, it’s still at! and bits of butter were lodged.

home in bed he is, God help the poor
soul, he feels the strength of a great
weakness that’s be upon him, and will
he get back to work before Monday
we don’t know at all. And the both
of the little ones is very ailin’ the
mornin’.” - She paused, her face
working.

' The kichen was lighted ‘by but one

woman said freshiy. i

summarized it firmly.
abruptly, from the doorway,

girt watched her for a moment irre-
solute. Then, apparently changing her
mind about leaving the kitchen, Mary
Kate walked across to one of the win-
dows down which soft rain was still
twisting and shining in the black
night outside. Her mother sat on, at
the table, the dingy bonnet with its
dangling veil still balanced on one big
hand. Her tired kind eyes were ab-
sent, filled with dreams.

light, a green-shaded lamp on the
table. It was very warm. Bubbles

eyes went alertly from his sister':
flushed, troubled face to his mother’s
sphinxlike one. “Didn’t you go to the
dance, Mary Kate?”

“Well, heavens, Mother, every fam-
ily has those down times!” ]

“Many’s the day I'd go into
church—” The older woman was
merely thinking aloud; her fine eyes
were fixed upen far space. She still
held her widow’s bonnet with its
dangling veil in her hand. “Many’s
the day I’d kn in the old Saint
Elizabeth’s,” she remembered. “And
you and Mart elimbin’ in and out of
the pew, and droppin’ my purse all
over the floor, and there I'd kneel,
thinkin’ of the little nuns—safe at
home in Ireland—" She paused again,
shook her head.

“You have to have a vocation, to be
a nun!” Mary Kate said unsympa-

“And you ought to have a bank

come back from the pitchers with the
girls—" Mrs. O'Hzara began. in a high,
emotionless voice.
| . “Petting?” Mart surmised. with a!
-bright, amused look for his sister. |
“And Lissin’, and talk of marryin’,” | expression suddenly altered; a slight-
the mother completed it sternly. 'Iy disturbed expression clouded her
“Marrying!” Mart echoed, thunder- ' fine eyes,
struck. He looked amazement at|
Mary Kate. “Cass Keating, hey?” he| Mart?”
asked. -
“Mother,” Mary Kate said bitterly, | wife’s family, Mother.”
“all but threw him out of the kitchen!
I mever saw anything like it!
he’ll think we are is move
ever know.”

in it, and you nineteen,” the older wo- |
man persisted sternly.
thetically.

—

died av-ay in the hal{-finished glasses
of ginger ale; rair beat gently on the
roof.

There was a long silence. Then;
Martin came in, spattered with rain,

tired and dishevelled and dirty, his
eyes deep in shadowy circles.

Mary Kate weiit to the pantry, cut
him a great double slice of bread, and
buttered it lavishly, placing it before
him. She aiso placed on the table

“Tea, Mart?”
“Oh, Lord, no! This is grand.” His

“If you'd seen what T saw, when I

first I've heard of that!” the oider

“Perhaps you want the fire depart- - .
to mdtaﬂyou,”thegiﬂ*hrw%mm Only fo- the

“Good night!” the daughter said
Mrs.O’Haramadenosign,andthe

dially, “aking an encrmous mouthful
of bread and honey. “But not for
Mary Kate.”

faction..

rich.,” Mart went on, with enthusiasm,

“Well, don’try,"ﬂngidnid,
aeidly, “for he’ never come back to
this house!”

.

-Predieted ealmly.
Martin locked uneasily at his sistey,

thatabhwkim.&almdplmo
ed her bare elbows on the dark red oil..
dotk,hrchinminhthands,bt

“Maybe Mother’s right,” Martin be-

“That’s right, sid* sgainst me!” his
sister said hotly.
Thehoylumedbaekinhischair;

fraction of a second their looks crossed
tuen Mary Kate continued her inter-

tcm\wm dried by magic.
“Now yeu hear your brother!” Mrs.
O’Harza said, gratifien.
“Here’s what T think, Ma,” Martin
said, gulping dewn flat ginger ale,
 “Mary Kate’d be a2 fool to marry a fel-
‘low like Cass Keating.”
“Well, now you see,” his mother
said nodding, with a shrewd triumph-
ant glance for the girl.
“Even if he was in love with her—"
Martin pursued.

a placidity that secretly surprised her
mother. But then the child had al-
ways taken everything from .art!
“A fellow like that doesn’t know his
.own mind,” Mart added.

“Well, now you see?”’ Mrs. O’'Hara
but in a kindly, triumphant aside for
‘Mary Kate.

“He'd break her heart,” the bey |
continued.

“He would, Mart. He would that!™

. “What do you like about him, Mary
Kate?”

“The roef’ll stay on,” her mether|

who had seated herse!f at the end of |

rupted staring into space. But her |

il ot v

Mary Kate was regarding him with |

Fhen the unsophisticated “buggy-ride™ was providing trans-
m&ﬂkzm&amwm
their first: real smoke: thrill from: Wilson's Bachelor—{00%.
Havana filler—cigar:  Buggy-rides are no® a: thing of the
past but, today, foil wrapped to preserve ffeshiness, Wilson's
Bachelor is smoked more extensively and better liked than

~ throat. latil

Stil'l most for the money

Mary Kate deigned no reply. She

her chin cupped in her palms. She

“I like him,” Mar: confessed cor-

“He’s making good, he's going to he'

Martin’s look moved through puz-

“and it'd be a constant reproach to
her that we'd hold him down.”

His mother’s complacent, dreaming

i
“How would we hold him down. |
“Weil, a man doesn’t marry his

“How do you mean he doean’t marry

“T mean that what with the chil-

—

was sitting at the end of the kitchen | Ber son with a flash of white, like a To-day
table her elbows on the red oilcloth, | HoTse’s eye. :

“You mean I'd settle down and be e Fia
cast a glance of bored, magnificent| 3 BUFR on him, is that it™ she de. ¥

disdain at her interlocutors. | manded mildly—too mildly.

(To be continued.) |

“Wants to impress th
“It's the greatest nonsense ever was ' dren to raise and educate, and me with | the club with the fact t

years of schooling ahead—and Tom to
settle in something—"

Mrs. O’Hara’s eyes came abeout at, Inhale Minard’- Linime

ing his salary.”

tent,

Leave hooks to time unspent—
Give me to-day!

Evening Post.
<

he drops a collar button.

A LONG WAY TO GO

Weary Willie's financial
was very shaky, and when he met .
kind old lady in the park he .
to tell her his story.

“Yes, ma’'am,” he said, “I've a-k |
for money, and begged for monev, 4o
-even cried for :noney.”

“Have you ever thought of wo. .
for it, my man?’ she asked.

“No, not then, ma’'am,” suiq \W. o
“You see, it's like this,
through the alphabet, and 1 ain '
to ‘W’ yet.”

Lay down your pen, and sef asidel

Time will come soon enough for those,

“Oh, not a burden, exactly,” Martin ;\(Ig;hn:lixs:: ;;ay:;he ool

apologized politely, perfunctorily. = rose.

There was another silence; during' Now wind ; erril

which Mary Kate, her eyes deep in| oW ]2 Yipe merriy on

“Well!” Mrs. 0'Wara said, in satis- thqught, he}' mouth  occasionally . " B
twitching slightly, looked straight gzli ?;;;g';gncg:;:lbzggz the skies;

“Settie it between you,” Mary Kate ahead of her, and Mrs. O’Hara mixed L, dragonflies

urged them. And her look at her br». cereal in a blue saucer-pan. | )

ther was a little puzzled, and a littla!

]
o | The sun is sweet and heady with con-
reproachful. * N

And idles through a shadowe‘Lway-— Minard’s Ljniment‘for Foot Alments,

The most powerfu!
Britain is at St. Catherine's Point, T«

—Susan Maitland, in the New York of Wight (fifteen million candle posw-

There’s practically nothing left for

Glasgow ig ban;ing all street
Admiral Byrd to hunt for now, unless

lections after the end of this vear.

| does that pitcher make all
What | his wife’s family? Who wants him to tﬁose f’unny motions before he throws ‘
the baill?”

than I'll! marry his wife’s family?”

hat he is earn-, are quiddy. relieved

account to get married,” her mether‘

eapped it.
“Why don’t you like Cass?” the
girl demanded, on r new tack.
“Cass?” her mother asked dreamily.
“Oh, Mother, don’t go off inte a
coma, like that! Cass Keating, that
I'm engaged to!”
The fine, piercing eye pivoted abeout;
Mrs. O’Hara looked through the fibers
of her daughtr’s very being.
] “Since when?” sle demanded blank.
y.
“You make me crazy!” Mary Kate
gritted, through set teeth. She looked
into space; spoke levelly.
“Well, upon my word this is the
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