Jonas was cooking a bit af bacon
on the little stove when the door open-
ed and a rasping volce spoke famil-
farly: “Goin' to sell out, 1 see, Jonas,
eh?”

Jonas looked up in evident displeas-
ure., He was a slender, old man-—per-
baps seventy years of age. His hair
was thin and white, and his beard and
moustache grew long and straggly,
showing the pink skin beneath, for
Jonas was in prime health as a result
of his regular, active farm life. Now
his cheeks were pinker with irritation,
8quire Barlow was not a welcome vis-
itor. Jonas's glance encountered
another old man—as advanced in years
as himself, but not as well preserved.
He was short and stout, with black,
beady eyes deep-set In a yellowish,
leathery face. He looked the mean,
hard-fisted man he was known to be;
and as Jonas was not pleased with the
interruption he turned again to the
stove, giving curt assent to the
Bquire’'s inquiry:

“Ye see right, Guess ye know the
meanin’' of red flags jes’ as well as
I do, seein’ as how gen'raly ye happen
to be ‘roun’ where there's bargains.
Will ye shet th’' door, Squire? 1 ain't
got no plans for heatin’ all out doors.”
Jonas spoke ftmpatiently. Then, as

'wh!m\m] the groun' from under my
{feet with ye're consarned pretty man-
[ners an' ye're hml\ account, and took
Ann Eliza out o' my arms, an'
her, damn ye. Mebbe ye don’t remem
ber that, ye—ye whelp, ye lyin,” dirty,
low-down-."

breath failed, for Jonas was up in
instant, his eyes flashing,
white and dilated with sudden,
anger
the table, and in his grasp wus the
long bread-knife. Iis voice was om-
Inously quiet:

“Steady, Squire. 1
man to insult me in my own house,
nor anywhere else, 1 guess ye've said
‘bout enough. Ye might as well git
out an' stay.”

The Squire ealmed down immediate-
ly. He picked up his hat, buttoned up
his coat over his still heaving breast,
and laid a heavy hand on. the door- |
knob. Then he turned and for full a
minute the two men
each into the other's eyes like antmals
about to spring. The Squire's lips
were drawn in a sneer, showing
yvellow stubby teeth. *“I ain't got
weepins,” he said finally,
door. “But mebbe this time to-mor-
row ye won't be so quick to ask me
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the Squire closed the door with an

git out. 1 jest called to give ye

JAY STILL, THE PRE(
he lifted the meat out of
ith a fork and put
that rested, i

he stove

nue repar
He gave a final stir te
set the pot and the piate
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not ask ye to
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ly, almost as though he were
to himself. And as the Squir
reddened with suppressed anger
he had expected Jonas fo cringe
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indifference was too much
for the Squire's temper and he let him-
golf ont with an oath. “Ah-h-h!" he
snarled “Ye may well say ye didn't
ask me In, Jonas Updyke. But ye
dassent ngsk me why 1 ecome. For
though we've lived here in this valley
nigh vear, boys together, and
men together “this Is the fust time in
forty year gone that Iwe crossed this
here doorsill. Dut it won't be the last,
Jonas. it won't be the last, me boy.”
There was an unctions sneer In his
volee that grated on every fibre of
Jona's being

“There wouldn't be no tears shed,
fquire, If ye wasn't to come back Do
more An' as for crossin my step In |
forty year, nobody kum“n bettern’ yer-
self how that happens.”

The Squire opened his coat, adjust.
o1 his eollar. nnd bhegan lmpressively,
emphasizing his words by tapping on
the table with a fat forefinger:

“Jonas Updrke, let me ask ye a few
questions, Maybe ye don't remember
how old ye're gettin—mebbe
ye've forgotten Ann Eliza
that lived in this town as a girl some
forty year back.” He walted for reply.

Jonas nodded his head “The best
girl that ever lived, peace to her ash-
©8."” he replied reverently,

“Aud mebbe ye don't remember”
went on the Bquire in a louder voice,
“thet for nigh five year I was a vis
itin' Ann Eliza Wimble every Satur
day night, and takin ‘her to meetin’
ever Thursday evenin' In good weatLer
and goin' drivin' with her, to say
nothin of buyin’ her gum drops, an
cologne, an sich.,” Agaln he paused,
and again Jonas nodded, looking out
of the window sadly, for Ann Ellza
had been his wife for forty years, and
less than two years before he
bur rx-d her in the little village chureh-

a
4 The S8quire’s volce rose in passionate
elimax., His gestures became emphat
le: ‘Mebbe ye riccollect, then, Jonas
Updyke, that ’‘bout that time ye
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boot and hnh';, 1 4 n ETaveu
walk to his buggy at the
Jonas went ba to the kit
cleared up the breakfast ¢
he sat own with his pipe to think it
over The 8Squire words we no
surpri He knew that | had
bought the notes: he knew that
there was no hope for him after 1o
morrow. He had packed his
clothes In a grip d was ready
To-morrow, before the uld be
{gin, he wonld walk out and leave the
old place, with all its memories, to its
Bew oOowoer.
| Jona's nature ‘was
and he did not show his emotions, Yet,
as he wandered about the house,
thinking of Eliza, he came very near to
tears. It was all so lonesome and for
lorn. The dust ) thick on the par
lor table, something he had never
known in the dayns His n 1
went back, as 1t had do hundred
times during the week “Sonny "™
his son Bil-and a great welled
up in his throat If Billy wera only
{ there—but he put the thought reso
Intely away. Blly was not thers
3illy was but a memory, and Ann
Eliza was dead, and home was home
| no longer, Jonas was up long before
dawn the next morning. As Squire
Barlow had predicted, he cooked his
last breakfast, and by sun-up he was
ready to depart. IHe stepped out of
the yard without a look back, The
alr was sharp with November frost
but he swung away Jown the road at
a gait that set his heart pounding joy-
ously. Over his shoulder, on a heavy
eane, he earried his earpet grip-sack
In his pocket was money--not so much
to e sure, but enough to keep him for
a month, And why worry beyond
that,
If you had asked Jonas whither he
was bound he could not have told you,
but he felt in his heart that he could
mnke his way to one of the large cities
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| young. It was his bonst,
| his nelghbors, that he
tday, In look or manuner, in the past
ten years. Bo he strode on with a
light step, and for a week coversd
about twenty miles a day, putting up
| at country hotels,
like wine; the varying landscape was
n deltght. He lived agn'n the days of
sixty-three when he tramped up and
down the State of Tennessoe, fighting
and belng fought, day after day,
through that terrible cawpalgn,

married |

It was well for the Squire that his |
his nostrils |

He leaned with one band on |
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opening the |

even at seventy years of age? |

and find work, for his spirit was yet |
admitted by |
had not aged a |

The fresh alr wu-;

Have you ever thought, young man,

{ what It means to be dubbed “old and
[ no good?' Have you an idea of the
hopelessness of age when the only out

| look I8 continued need and reduced
;l‘:ll'llilllr capacity? The truth came
home strongly to Jonas when he began

to seek work. There was no work for
himm. They wanted young men, He

was too old; he couldn't stand the
rncket, And some were gentle
with the rebuff, Gradually his lttle |
fund dwindled, and at last he made
Lis way by begging at farm houses
along the road He found shelter In
hgyricks and barns, sneaking in after
:(I,‘«r‘l; and leaving before dawn, Lack
of food began to tell, The wrinkles
deepened In his face; his eyes took
on a hopeless expression: his gait was
| slower; his back began to bend. In a
few weeks Jonas was an old, old man.
And with weakness eame the feellng
of d"!”‘“‘h‘lll"'. His [)]";:hl mi 1ted, e
wanted a strong arm about him. But
there was only one in all the world on
whom he might call-“Sonny.” And
where was “Sonny” now?

There was ample time for Jonas to
| | regret the past. As he plodded ulung!
| the frozen road he recalled the occur- |
rences of ten years before, when |
“Sonny™ had passed out of hlu life. |
On the boy's shoulders had fallen the |
{ burden of the farm with its mortgage. !
| Together they had worked, Bill doing |
| the lion’s share, to ralse the encunr
brance; and when the money was al-
most In hand, Jonas had
| against Billy's earnest protest,
friend on an unsedured note, at heavy
Interest. And when the friend failed.
Billy saw the fruits of his labor swept
away in a night. Was it any wonder,
then, that he proposed giving up the
farm and moving to the eity? Were
[thvy to continue there, with noses to
{ the eternal grindstone, merely eking
out a Nving? The mother agreed,
faith in her son being deep and abid-
ing; but Jonas said No, and when,
after months of argument. Billy an-
nounced his intention of golng :]i«»nu
Jonas rose_in wrath and showed him
the do bidding him with a curse to
"“Go, and stay, and never show your
face again. Now, in his bitterness
weak nnd weary, Jonas sat down by
the side of the road and wept quietly-
the first time In years. Ob, If he could
only find “Sonny.” ‘Bonny” would
forgive him. His Po rt nt back to
the old home: to the sorrowing mother,
who had pined away ng for her
son. He did not know that on the day
of his departure, Billy, prosperous
generous, having heard of the ay-
proaching had appeared before
the astonished Squire Barlow and up-
set that individual's prophecy by satis-
fying all demands and rendering the o
sale unnecessary; nor that for weeks
Billy bad been advertising all over the
East for his father to come b

It was New Year's .l-vr a8 had
been on the road over a m With
knowing how, or, indeed, why,
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! | cloud of smoke enveloped him. He en
tered the room and ran to the
window { ning 1t, he shouted inte
the still night air, “FIRE! FIRE™ He
heard men's ices, but as In a dream,
for th was fiing him. He
must get back or die, like a rat In a
hole. As he groped his way he fell

against a bed. A tiny vo startied

him. It was a baby, choking in the
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w he reached the door, stag
gered Into the hall and found the stalr.
winy. As Lhe started down he tripped
over the 1 of a blanket and rolled |
down, down, over and over, His head |
struck a sharp corner at the foot of
the stepa, and he lay still, the preclous |
bundle clasped In his arms

An Immeasurable space of time
passed--then Jonas awoke slowly. He
knew that he was warm, and that he

{ lny on a soft bed;

heavy and he counld

Then a fmmiliar volee soun

ears, “Father, father

that was “Sonny's”
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volee, and he wan

back In the bld home, and It was time |

to get up and milk the cows He
struggled against the heavy
His eyesn opened and looked up Into
Billy's face, "Bouny, is it you? he
asked, wenkly, Where am 1, Sonny?™
“Yen, father
strong, familiar
know me, father?
you everywhere
home, my home™
Slowly the truth dawned upon him,
He closed his eyes again, trylag
remember.  “Sonny, there was a fire,
and—a-—a~—baby-."

volee, "Don't you
I've boen hunting
You're right here at
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HAUNTED CASTLE OF KIMBOLTON

The Queen of England Stands God-
mother to American Baby.

When Queen  Alexandra  stood as
godmother to the son and heir of the
Duke of Manchester and his American
wife, It was the first occasion on which
this royal lady ever assumed respon-
sibility for the spiritual welfare of any

United Btates. King Edward, while
still l'l‘llw- of Wales, accepted the
BPONSOT ;.‘:.x quite a number of chil-
dren of Anglo-American unions.

By the bye, the Duke of Manches
ter I8 the present head of Drogo de
Monte Acuto, who was a famous
warrior in the immediate train of Rob-
ert, Earl of Moreton, at the time of the
Norman conquest. Among his ances.
tral home rescued and restaurated
with the aid of his American father-in-
law, Eug Zimmerman, of Cinein
natl, pre-cminent stands the teadition-
filled, association-baunted Kimbolton
Castle, The castle s an anclent
bullding, standing at the head of the
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¢ Bradley-Marting have

in England t}

their rise
." I\

riches—at 1~'\.Y,

and, in fact,

impreasion on

when yon look

h on

fo

such success 1
the thoughtful
into 1t, you find
things that arouse your admira
It is no mean thing to make an
trance In the London world of fashion
It requires a deal of tact and knowl
edge of men and women. The Earl of
Craven, the son-indaw of the Bradley-
Marting, passes most of his time look-
ing after his forty thousand acres, and
in attending w his duties as county
magistrate near his Warwickshire
lady Craven W keenly inter
in ponltry farming, and at
Coombe Abbey haws bred birds Jhat
have stirred up the keenest sort of
'rum]wﬂlmn amongst Euglish fancers
Moreover, i1t 18 agread on all bhands
that the boy-and-girl mwarriage of 1503
has tyrned out more pleasantly than
{the wisecacres of that date predicted,
And the Countess of Craven grows
prettier as she grows older

Prince Nanzeta Pehamsnes Monte
guma, who claims to be the lineal de-
scendant of the famous Aztee King of
that name, Is = swall, oliveskinned
youth, with largs hea vily-fringed

mnany
tion
oen

home

onted

gray eyes, a full, red mouth and long |

hair He wears civillan clothes, a
broad-rimmed sombrero, and
carries an interesting, carved cane,

van Calava.
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“Yen, father. lt was right hete
| wan our baby, and you saved it for us,
The fire's out. There's no  danger,
And I've bought the old home,
and you ean go back If you want, and
never work or want any more!”

But Jonas did not hear.
peace came over him.
that “Sonny” held him; that “Sonny"
would take care of him; that his long
Journey was at an end.

Through the midnight alr eame the
sound of great bells. All over the city
the Joyous message was ringing-—ring-
Ing n “Sonny’s” ears—that Jones had
come home,

 tme.

this |
by ‘ p

FREE!
Bandsome Fur Searf

Send us your name and

free
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once send you this

Handsome Fur Scarf

It is pearly 48 Inches long, made from black Lynx
and we
hen you

fur,

kaow you will be more than pleased with it
receive it we know you will say it is the most elegant snd
Nothing similer/
10 this scarf has ever before been offered as s premivmy It
ives & stylish,
be only resson
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will
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vo can offer them Is we had a large number of them made,

for us by one of the large furriers during the n:mmcr,
- en trade was quiet; this is the only resason we sre able

to offer such an expensive premium
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give years of setisfactory wesr. It
advantage of our offer w thout delsy.

It costs you pothing to get this fur, Address,

COLUMBIA NOVELTY CO.,

Dept. 655, East Boston, Mass.

Bolomon's Temple flourished before
the days of modern “Graft,” but it
may be wondered what became of all
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Celorado’s Fine Capilol.

The State Capitol of Colorado was
ereocted at & cost of $3.600.000 and s
nstructed entirely of Colorado ma-
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Lessons Free
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PHOTOGRAPHERS
Throw Your Bottles and Scales Away

O YOU KNOW that dirty bottles and scales cause you trouble?
bviate this by using our Devclopers, put up READY TO USE.
Simply empty our tubes into the developing tray and add the water—

we don’t charge you for the latter,

Large quantities of developer

made up st one time oxydize and spoil. With our developers you only make

up enough for immediate use.

Send 25 cents for half a dozen tubes sufficient for 24 ounces of devel-
oper for Velox, Azo, Cyko, Rotox, or other papers, or 60 ounces of Plate and
Fitlm Developer—a Developer which will not stain the fingers or nails, and
is non-poisonous. We have a Sepia Toner for gaslight papers, 6 tubes, 25¢.

11th 5t, and Penn Ave.,

NATIONAL PHOTOGRAPHIC CHEMICAL COMPANY

Pl Washington, D. C.
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