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SYNOPSIS

To the quiet household of Doctor
Ballard, in Mulberry Square, youthful
Dr. Hugh Kennedy, comes as an as-
sistant, to stay a year. He first meets
Janle, nineteen-year- daughter of
Doctor Ballard. Her older sister, Celia,
& petted beauty, is away from home.
Hugh regards Janie, a universal favor-
ite, as a small girl, to be treated as a
chum, Hugh sees a photograph of
Celia, and is impressed by her love-
liness, He continues to regard Janie
a8, as he expresses it, a “good little
fellow.,” a “funny kid,” but she has a
far different feeling for him. Celia re-
turns home. She accepts Hugh's open
admiration as her due, just one more
in her train of admirers. Tom McAl-
lister is another, and Carter Shelby,
whom she has met on her recent trip.
is a third, Shelby Is belleved to be
wealthy, and Celia longs to escape
from the “drabness” of
Square. Follow
to the Ball
depressed. Hug
ly announce
heartbroken, arr ¢ to return to col.
lege. She iIs = moned e when
her father is serious! 1 An Auto
accident.
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Her heart turned over. She knew that
he would be sorry. of course. She had
not expected to find hageard
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The Train Rushed On Through the
Early Twilight.

and white and distressed.
and lifted his hand. His eyes. be
neath the down-turned bLrim of his
hat, brightened for a moment and then
were somber again.

“Hughk! Oh here I am, Hugh!” She
tumbled dowr the train steps straight
fnto his arms,

“Janie! Thank God you are here!”

Horatius was parked in the station
drive, chugging sturdily, covered all
over with snow,

“Tell me about It, Hugh.”

“He crashed iInto a gully beyond
the White Marsh creek.” They were
moving now. Horatius was plowing
throngh the snow,

“Was he alone?”

“Yes,” Hugh's volce was rough and
husky. “He was coming home from

He saw her

the Weaver place. There's another
baby out there.”

“Is—is he terribly hurt?

Hugh did not answer.
clutched Janie's heart.

“Tell me, Hugh." She clutched at
his arm. “I have to know. Is he—"
The word stuck tight In her throat

“He's still unconscious. They don't
know yet.” Hugh repeated the words
dully as though he had sald them a
great many times, “He's at the
pital"”

“Can | see him tonight?

“Not tonight, little fellow,
row, perhaps.”

He told her, In words which Janle
could understand, what Father's condl-
tion might be.
somehow he was talking about Father,
She had heard Father and Hugh
cuss cases like that dozens and dozens
of times. It couldn't be Father, This
dreadful thing couldn’t be true

“God wouldn't let Father
sald with confidence,
always been %o kind and so good,
couldn't let Father dle.”

“Do you believe that, Janle?
asked brokenly.

“I—I'm trying to.”

“Keep on,” Be said, “and
bellieve it, too.”
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Janle lay on the iy
port pulied close to the crackling fire,
Hugh sat on a foot stool and fed her
things from a tray,

“"Open your mouth,
One more bite,
getting sick.”

She swallowed the bite obediently,
In spite of everything, it was lovely
to be at home,

“I'm getting warm.”
into the cushions,
ail day.”

“Poor baby!™ Hugh held her hand
in both of his. “It's my fault, Janie,”
he said.

“What is, Hugh?"

“All=all this.”

“You mean~Father?"

He nodded his head.

“Why is it your fauit, Hugh?

“It was my patient.” FHis volce was
rough and husky. "1 knew that baby
was coming. | had been there at
noon,”

“Where were you?

“I'm ashamed to tell you” He
stared: miserably at the fire. Janle
could feel that his hands were shaking,

“Please, Hugh., Tell me, please.”

“l was at the movies, They called
twice, Then Doctor Ballard went,

“I was, Janie,” he repeated dully.
“1 was sitting In the movies, Doctor
Ballard went out to do my job. He
hadn't expected to go out at all last
night. He had given Stoney the eve.
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ning off. It had begun to storm., You
know he doesn't see well enough to
drive at night.”

*Oh, Hugh!" She could only say It
over and over, that husky reproach-
ful “Oh, Hugh!”

“I'd have done anything for him.”
Hugh dropped his head on the edge
of the davenport over her hand and
his own. She felt a wetness on his
cheeks, There was no snow In here.
“He's been like a father to me. It's
my fault, Janle 1 can see well
enough to drive at night. [ shouldn’t
have let her—" he stopped abruptly.
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“It wasn't my fault, was it, Janle?”
elia presently asked.

“I don't know."

“Janie,
was trembling all
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that it wasn't my

“1 don’t know.,"”

low could 1
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over.
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“Don't think about it nov
said gentls “Father
you to be unhappy.”

“I'll be nicer,” Cella prom
God will let Father get well,
only say that it wasn't my
you'd only tell me, Janie™

Janie couldn't say that.
couldn't scold her, either. Celia was
tremabling so. She put her arms
around her instead and nestled very
close, They cried in the soft wide
bed. Towards morning they slept,
curled together, Celia's cheek against
Janie's, the brown head and the golden
head nestled inlo the same warm hol-
low of pillows,

CHAPTER 11

There were anxious days in the old
brick house. Father rallled, at times,
only to sink back Into unconsciousness
again. Mother stayed on at the hos
pital. She had a small roomn next to
Father's with a eommunicating door.
They sat there, sometimes, In the
afternoon, Mother and Celin and Janle,
holding each other's hands,, walting,
talking In whispers, listening for
sounds beyond the closed white door.

“We're doing everything possible,”
Doctor Alden, the chief of staff, would
say. “We can't tell yot.”

Once the door opened - ' Janle
saw Father, He looked vei.  .ug and
thin in the narrow white bed. His
eyes were closed under white wrap-
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lyilng on the counterpane, thin and
brown and familiar. Janle remem-
bered how he had stroked her halr
that day on the \White Marsh creek.
She heard again the rustling sound of
the reeds, saw the bird with the
speckled brown breast. That day she
had run away from Father, She had
been thinking only of Hugh. If they
might go fishing again

Doctor Alden sent them out for
drives In his car, Father's car could
never be used Hugh plowed
grimly around In Horatius, trying to
do all of Father's work, Stoney drove
Doctor Alden’s big closed ear, Mother
and Cella and Janle would sit together
on the back seat. Downtown was gay
with Christmas, the alr and the bustie.
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“I'm sure of it.”

Hugh seated himself in the wvacant
chair He looked, Janle thought, as
though a general had pinned a ribbon
on his and kissed him on both

of his cheeks
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Doctor this morning?”

“They're doing everything possible,
They can't tell yet,

The proper, called at the
front door; the rector and Mrs, War
den. The rector cleared his throat
very often and quoted things from the
Bible . . . “Greater hath no
man” it belonged in church, Janie
thought, or cut in a marble tombstone,
It had nothing to do with Father who
had been last summer so healthy and
happy and brown,

All day there was a stream of call-
ers. From uptown and downtown,
from Manor street and the mill sec
tion, people came to inquire for Fath-
er. Celia, very pale and lovely In de-
mure little gray wool frocks, an-
swered questions, smiled faintly, led
callers In and out of the living room.,
Cella was wonderful, Janie thought,
She wished she herself could talk and
smile. She couldn’t. There was al-
ways a lump in her throat,

Aunt Lucy came, unexpectedly, with
Muriel and Uncle Frank,

“I was so ankious,” she sald. Aunt
Lucy's face, framed In an astrakan
collar, looked very anxious Indeed
“We're going to open ‘Sportsman's
Hall'! and stay until after the New
Year, at least.”

“Anything 1 can do to help?” Uncle
Frank sald,

‘' be In and out every day."”
Muriel hugged both Janle and Celia,
« » » Celia and Janle and Muriel
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Janie and Celia clung to each other,
Hugh worked on with a dogged sort
of persistence. He slept In Father's
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Janie stood very still |

eyes |

asked the question her lips were un- |

able to frame,

“We're not out of the woods, by any |

means,”™
door into Father's room.
conscious and asking for you.
can see him for a moment.”

Mother gave a happy cry. Celia
flung herself at Doctor Alden and
kissed his gray mustache, Janie just
stood still

“Can [ go in first? she asked
Her grave little face was pale.

Mother Celin made a
low sound of Doctor Alden
nodded and blew his nose again,

Father's room was dim and full of
shadows. There were flowers every-
where and Father's head on the pil-
low in a dim circle of light, He was
pale and woefully thin but the eyes
under the bandages were Father's
eyes, They looked at her and smiled.

“Merry Christmas, Janie,” Father's
dear voice sald,

In a moment she was beside the
bed with her cheek against Father's
hand, 2

“Father, oh
could say.

“You look like a Christmas candle.”
Father tiited her chin,

*I'm happy.” Her eyes were shin-
ing; her lashes were jeweled with
tears,

“I'll be home pretty soon.,” Father's
volce was pitifully weak,

“We'll go to Canada next June,
Jumping Trout lake.” Father's eyes
brightened. “You and I, Janie It's
a date™

“But he's
You

murmured,

protest.

Father!” was all she

TO BRE CONTINUED.

Canada’s First Incorporated Town

Saint John, N, B, is the oldest in-
corporated city in Canada, It takes
fts name from the river at whose
mouth it lies, christened by Champlain
when he arrived there on the twenty-
fourth of June, 1004, the day of the
feast of St. John the Baptist. The
City of Saint John was first calied
Parr Town, being founded In 1788 by
United Empire Loyalists, and named
after Colonel Parr, the governor of the
province. In 1785 it was incorporated
a8 a city and the name changed to
Saint John.

Doctor Alden had closed the |

CORRECTED

A fourth-grade boy was reading his
weekly composition In English class
for the eriticism of his «¢
One of the sentences he read was:
“Edgar dld not hit alry one of the
birds.”

When he
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One Consolation
“It must be dreadful fo
have your own son in jall
riding.”
“Anyhow, it's a comfort to know
where he is at “—DBorder
Cites Star.

nights,

Bills and Bills
Mr. Zipp—Meet Mr. Zink, wifle.
You often heard me talk of old Bill
Mrs. Zipp—You talk about so many
old bills I can’t remember them all,

Life’s Darkest Moment
“Pa, what's dignity?
“Dignity, my s=son, Is
think you possess until

{
What is the meaning of this? "™

what yon

he boss says

Real Tragedy
Fair Young Thing (to friend)-—
Not has he broken my
and wrecked my
meseed op my evening !
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whole life, but he's
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