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Herman naturally doted on the boy. To him he was an incarnation of all he had loved in Hulda.

OHANN LIN

By Laura Goodman Salverson

HOUGH the vovage had been pleasant
on the whole, everyone was wild with
eagerness when the steamer docked
Quebee. Helga, now quite recovered of
her indisposition, and delighted to find
little Johann none the worse for his precarious
feeding, took the deepest interest in the quaint
Canadian city. Everyt hing pleased her, whether a
irocked priest flitting by on a mission of mere y, or
the meanest scow chugging about the harbor, it
was all alike interesting, all part of her new coun-
try, and she was prepared to love it unreservedly.
But most. beautiful of all were the twinkling lights
strung like gems on the brow of the city. And in
the distance the purple haze of the Laurentians
reminded her of the lesser hills at home. Yes, she
was quite prepared to love this new country and
said so to her Ole in a voice barely hinting of tears.
a, look, Ole,” she pointed, “how pretty they are
.k( the hills of Saetter Dal—just a flock of sheep
and yvou'd think it was back home”!

But Ole was more taken with the queer vehi
that rumbled through the cobbled streets; jol
contraptions with the driver perched on a dizzy-
ing seat w hence he viewed the world with lordly
indifference. That, to Ole, represented high M\vn-
ture and he wanted at once to rush out and ride
the marvelous things but Helga’s prudence lnr-
bade. No, it was sure to lead him into tempta-
tion; besides, for all he knew, these might be the
King’s own carriages and not for common fol Ik like
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him. Thus counselled, Ole had to be content with
viewing the elegant things from afar and forced
to seek amusement round about the docks.

When the immigration officers were finally satis-
fied as to the health and desirability ul the would-
be citizens, the little party found itself once again
on its unknown way. That Canada was a vast and
varied country they had of enough heard, but,
as they whirl led along over endless stretches of con-

tantly changing landscape they admitted that the
h: f had not been told.

Winnipeg, the gateway to the new West, was
fi \](nmmnn but as yet the Can: adian

¢ Railway had not laid its magic spur into the
ittle city. At Fisher's Landing, where the rails
n‘f‘.’m!l:.‘xhwl, a water route once more confronted
the tired travellers and, together with several other
west bound immigrants, they finally took passage
on a grimy trader plying up and down the muddy
reaches of the Red River.

This ramshackle river boat was something of a
floating store and as such was eagerly welcomed at
every trading port and tiny hamlet skirting the
miry flats of the great prairie river. Its captain
and proud owner, a bewhiskered individual of
olling gait and alcoholic breath, never attempted
to cut short these gay encounters

Far from it!

At each entry good Captain Bunt ordered his
cabin boy to precede him to town with “the keg”
and there—usually in the general store—he pom-
pously toasted Her Majesty the Queen! after her,
the Great Territories, her pretty demoiselles and
brave gallants and, finally, every merchant near
and far whose business was worth a shot of good
Jamaica rum! Owing to this playful gallantry on
the part of the worthy captain, the comparatively
short journey consumed the greater part of a
fortnight. (It must be clear that such an appre-
ciative visitor was not permitted to leave without
becoming entertainment.) Consequently, poor
Helga began to wonder if she would ever see the
golden city of their dreams.

And then, all of a sudden, as it were, the old
boat purréd around a bend in the muddy river and
straight ahead, stencilled against a blaze of sunset
glory, they saw the little city. A grey city against
a golden sky, curiously lr'rndl\' and agreeably
restful. Squat, lime-washed houses lined the lower
flats, the ‘curling smoke of home fires aspiring
lazily to the incomparable sky and, higher up, in
uneven broken outline, rose the walls of warehouses
and shops. That was Winnipeg!

Though as yet insignificant, the young city was
growing rapidly and to the immigrants it seemed
quite a metropolis. At the immigration sheds
squatting on the river front, they were met by
several Scandinavians, kindly men who made a
practice of meeting the river boats and searching
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out their countrymen from amongst the
rivals. One of these, Simon Berg by name, insis
on taking the Boen party home with him.
Days of excitement and uncertainty followed.
There was so much to see, so much to hear, so
much to learn! Winnipeg was in the throes cf its
first boom; it bursting with optimism and
hilarious pride l)!.-“;;"y“]:vy the fickle jade, was
to come to them at last but not to be won without
wooing, She always flitting past the corner,
the hounds of chance erying at her heels; only the

new ar-
ed

wias

was

bold and fleet partook of her favors. It was all
very mystifying to Ole and very dreadful to Her-
man. Helga alone was content and immensely
happy. Dame Berg had such a wonderful house

that to help in the care of it was an infinite pleas-
ure. To think of it, there were lace curtains at the
windows and a special room to eat in and the
Jergs were just common folk like themselves; and
would you ieve it, Dame Berg had a chair set
high on two o hat performed for all
the world like

air they rvu] it—

every chance she got

sat in it and sang to
Johann, planning in her

heart to buy such a at

the very first opportuni V\

\1-, Hel HEA Was blit i‘l'l} ‘n':x-
py and in her happiness never
doubted but Ole felt the same.
Of course he saw things differ-
ently at times—that was as it
should be—a man could not see

eve to eye with a woman, God
having given them more
strength than perception. But
he must be glad to be
here and busy about his
duty. Unfortunately,
Ole shared none of her
enthusiasm and at
leneth admitted grace-
lessly to Simon that pow
farming had never ap- "": ¢
pealed to him save 4
his face he couldn’t ad-
mire the courageous en-
durance of the Argyle

his host spoke s
of so admiringly. Not )

he; to endure so much
was idiotic, he contend-
and then proceeded
rther disgrace himse
that to his way of think-
ing rats she exen
wisdom in deserting a

p.
Mr. Berg
vehement at
hot under the
thing but his wif

reminder that Ole was o1
immigrant kept him from w
his hands of the who

waxed somey
\

such times

llar, and no-

's diplomatic

Yy an

sh-

ing

affair. And then Helga agre
g0 charmin to all he said
Yes, indeed, she saw quite
clearly the great future in the
land and the glory attached to

being a free-holding farmer.
3ut. throughout Ole turned a
deaf ear to their persuasion; he :
1 no intention of settling down in a peaceful
ural district like Gimli where everything
s running humdrum and smooth, Not he! What
was ?h( |'~|- of coming to a great unknown land
like Canada if one settled down at once in a small
corner to raise pigs and potatoes? No, he'd
never do it. He had met a young trapp 1 his
jaunts about town Id hin of the

Lone Land to the a ]ﬂwl of mystery inter
laced with silver lakes an wd clear rivers and abound-
ing in ywl and fish. That was
more to Neither the city nor the Argyle
colony ;x;r,n-.l'.« itoh he was bound to venture
further. And so, finally, it was : that H.v q
should remain with the hospitable Bergs while Cle

and Herman pressed on into the unknown wilder-
ness of the North.

0\(] weain fortune favored Ole. A trader who
was freizhting to Fort Ellice only too gladly
hired t lu' two .\nn\u'nn‘ for the overland port:
and for the first time since leaving his nati ve hills,
Herman was thoroughly happy. The New Can-
wdian West opening up before them was a veritable
wonderland, After the tiny sterile farms at home

these limitless plains, running on info the sunset,
seemed an optical illusion—there couldn’t be so
much land in the whole wide world! And, when
they reached the shores of Shoal Lake, that crystal
gem adorning the breast of a park-like country,
even Ole succumbed to its primeval charms. Now
here was a port to lay to! Herre Gud, it was as
lovely as a dream! With boyish delight he pointed
to the fat partridge whirring away before the

rumbling Red I{'\. carts and in his mind visual-
ized the appetizing fish in which the water must
:.hmmll, Y("', here was a goodly place, in such a
one he would build himself a cabir But old

Herman dashed his dream. The prairie would be
better for sheep, said he. Ja, much better, he
hadn’t a doubt but these woods were full of raven-
ous wolves. Ole swore an honest seaman’s oath.
Sheep? And what had he to do with the bleating
nuisances?? Did Herman think he had come to

this land of adventure to sell his soul for sheep?
And as for wolves—well, weren't the pelts
a hunt on

Not he!

of value? And wasn’t land almost as

%@ :

“Sh-h-" ecaulioned dndre, *“Someone might hear

You oughtn’t to talk in a place like this.”

you.

eood as a dash after a whale? A hunter, that's
what he'd be, and nothing else—God spare him!
At Shoal Lake the caravan was halted. For her
owing to its situation on the main prairi
official post of the Royal Northwest
Mounted Police. And here, consequently, every
settler, trader or footloose adventurer must submt
to thorough insj mc'iun before gaining permission to
|.r(|u¢"[ into !llv North W est Territonies, A [nll‘t'])‘
precaut mn:n_\ measure intended to prevent the
smuggling of spirituous liquors into Her Majesty’s
Territories, but more often than not unavailing
and at best a tedious and time-devouring process.

Was an
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However, all in good time Ole’s party gof by the
police_and, happy once more, jogged on toward
Fort Ell Once there Ole was entranced, his
heart forever won by the magic of this far-flung
wilderness. The old fort was certainly picturesque
in its setting. Built at the confluence of Beaver
Creek, the Qu'Apelle and the Assiniboine rivers, it
commanded a magnificent view of the fertile valley
of the latter, through which, like a silver ribbon,
the river wound at a level of two hundred feet
below the fort.

Amongst other things Ole learned that twelve
miles thence the trail crossed Bird Tail Creek, bor-
dering which, a little to the North, the Hamilton
Colonization Company had the monopoly of two
entire townships. On his way back to Winnipeg
Ole kept wondering whether he would apply for
land to this company or settle somewhere near
Shoal Lake. Both places pleased him but at length
the lure of the lake won and, to the entire approval
of Herman, he finally located on a quarter section
touching the Great Prairie Highway.

That winter they cut the logs for their future
home and in the spring the family left Winnipeg
and the good friends they had made. Helga very
wisely had kept a tight hand on their joint purse,

hence they were able to set out in high fashion.
In fact, as Lena Berg said, they were setting out
like nobility. Helga never doubted it, for h d she

not by now a black chair that served ly well
as a er: adle or a seat of honor for visi And
hadn’t she two cows with udders to draw pra
from any dairy man, and six healthy ewes and a
half-dozen hens? These were great treasures sec-
onded only by a spinning-wheel and a bolt of red
flannel. Ole took an equal pride in his oxen, his
second-hand plow and seythe, and the queer double
stove he had bought for Helga from Neils Kallem
whose wife had died that winter. Yes, and he

proud, too, of the v

tools that rattled and b

in noisy unison in the

of the lumbering cart though

0

ous

ed

bottom

he might never care to use

them. A wise man lays in a

store of tools; the saying was

V] a good one. Ole believed it,
’\ and went one better; he had
' a good gun, a field rifle and a

roll of shaganappe (the soul
and marrow of Red River
carts) and, thus provided, let
= come what may.

Such was their happiness

that the discomforts of the
«7 journey seemed as nothing.
' He cried out when the

clumsy wheels lurched in and
out of some dreadiul rut it
was only because she feared
for little Jobann and the pre-
spinning-wheel. Ole
s carefully as might be
y impressed with the
ince of tha fragile
and Helga hunched in
the bottom of the vehicle be-
boxes and bundles of
supplies, hugged baby
close and sang to beguile the
weary hours. Sang of the hills
at home and the gleaming

clous

drove

ween

the

fjords to forget the ache in
her poor cramped body
and put hope into the

hearts of her men!

T NIGHTFALL of
4 A the third day Ole
gave way to a great
whoop and pointed
with his whip to a tiny
ragged clearing where a
ionely little cabin ioom-
ed up out of the
ening shadows, His wife Il,nl.ul about her \\l'h a
sinking heart. Why, she wondered, had he chosen
this heavily timbered quarter, and passed up so
much of level prairie land? She said nothing,
however, being just then so glad to quit the ter-
rible cart and the cruel roads.

In marvellously quick time the men had the
stove set up in the tiny house and, with the wel-
come fire casting its cheerful glow upon the fresh
log walls, she felt a little less despondent. Took
heart, in fact, to examine with curious interest the
two bunks fastened to the wall. They looked both
roomy and strong and had a spring of sorts made
from rope and small poles the like of which she
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had never seen. It was a smart arrangement, and
L)roved, she said, how little she appreciated her

usband’s cleverness. Ole strutted with pride. Ja,
he didn’t mind admitting that no finer could be
found in any homesteader’s shack. Other furniture
there was none, but he hastened to say that it
would be no trouble at all to knock together a
table and shelves and benches from logs and their
several packing-boxes. Besides, there was the rock-
ing-chair.

It all sounded simple and easy of attainment,
but Helga was just tired enough to be pessimistic.
“Ja, there's the .
rocking-chair, Ole, e
but what to
rock on — that’s
the question.”
Ole laughed at
her. An earthen
floor? What was
that to overcome?
You could tread
it down hard as a
brick or if you
preferred lay a
floor of split peel-
ed logs. In either
case it wasa Iere
trifle — Ja, logs
would do.

The days fol-
lowing were very
full for all of them
and Ole kept at
least some of his
promises He
made a table and knocked together a set of rude
shelves before his enthusiasm anent household
affairs dwindled. Nevertheless in the end it was
Helga who sawed and levelled logs for seats with
which makeshifts she had to be content until
Herman, much later, delighted her by making a
couple of rustic benches. These benches Lecame
her especial pride, for she fitted them with straw
cushions and draped the whole in cheerful woolen
shawls. But all this was much later.

In those first hurried days Herman was engros-
sed with the problem of housing his sheep. The
problem was undeniably vital for the howls of
prowling coyotes re-echoed through the night and
their skulking yellow bodies made havoc in his
dreams. Ole enjoyed many a laugh at the old
man’s expense. Herman was so determined to beat
the coyotes at their own game. “Nu, da, the yellow
devils; they'll not get me napping”! was his con-
stant slogan. And such was his zeal for the well-
being of his particular charges that Ole felt in duty
bound to throw together some sort of shelter for
the cattle. Not that the need seemed specially
urgent, but Helga intimated that the sooner one
started to build the barns the better. Barns—that
was what she said, as if they had a dozen head to
care for! Ole was beginning to fear that his sweet
Helga had a determination deep down in that
gentle heart of hers he'd never suspected—and he
was beginning to fear her efficiency just a little.
Herre Gud? Such a body for working—she'd keep
them all going on the least provocation! Yes, all
told it seemed better to get the barn built . . . But,
once that tedious business was ended he betook
himself to the bush.

After that Helga’s diplomatic urging was of no
avail; the lure of the open had him and his vaga-
bond soul rioted in lazy freedom. Yet for all that
he never returned home empty-handed; he proved
as good a hunter as a fisherman. Indeed, the time
came when Helga hated the very sight of wild
fowl and had her thrifty conscience permitted
would undoubtedly have flung them to the crows.
Big game they had over and above their need. A
circumstance which, whilst rendering her grateful
for so much favor, troubled her frugal spirit—it
was so sinful, thought she, that some should have
enough and to spare whilst others lacked. That
she knew none of these “others,” nor could have
reached them if she did, did not alter the case nor
excuse the extravagance. But there were other
more trying things to endure. Being at heart a
most sociable being, it was increasingly difficult
to suffer the endless silence of her lonely house.
She tried desperately hard to keep a smiling de-
meanor but her heart was sick with longing for the
snlght_of other human beings and the cheerful sound
of friendly laughter.

Herman was apparently quite content. Fach day
he drove his sheep to one or another of the several
small pastures, and there, in pleasant idleness.
watched them at their leisurely nibbling. Silence
and solitude was his once again and here, quite as

readily as at home, his dreams took shape to
comfort him. The silence of this mighty wilder-
ness was as potent as the silence of the sea. And,
when the winds wakened, sweeping like a cavaleade
of mad Valkyries through the primeval forest the
old man bethought himself of the wild voices of
the Palm and it seemed to him that this mighty
wind came from a far country and that the surge
of the sea sounded in its awful voice.

At such a time poor Helga crossed herself and
prayed, fearful that each gust would tear away
the walls that sheltered her; but the logs were
strong with the strength of the land that
had nourished them and the little house
was safe as love could make it.

In spite of all that had to be done,

Helga insisted
upon keeping the
Sabbath. Every
Sunday morning
she bustled her
men into fresh
shirts, eyed their
homespun coats
critically and
brushed first one
and then the
other. For herself
she had a white
apron, heavily
fringed with cro-
chet and stiffened
with flour—starch
being out of the
question — and,
2 thus effectively
hiding the deficiencies of her homespun skirt she
felt quite dressed up and ready for any occasion.
“Ja, 1t makes a difference, does a bit of lace or
silk,” she admitted to her menfolk. “It’s like a
smile—and seemly for the Sababth.” Little Johann
alone was exempt from the Sunday renovations.
Being what his fond foster mother called a “beau-
tifully dirty child,” the effort seemed too futile.
The Sunday glamor was not for him yet awhile.
But for all her preparations the programme of the
day was very simple.

After the mid-day meal, always as good as her
skill and a limited cuisine permitted, Helga brought
out her Bible for the daily reading. According to
her sense of propriety it was the master’s duty to
read to his household. Ole proved a bit recalcitrant
at first, not being well versed in the duties and
signal honors of a house-father. But as usual what
@Hedga had determined came to
pass. What is more, in time he
became very proud of the privi-
lege, jealous of the honor and
decidedly strict that due atten-
tion be paid him.

To further mellow their hearts
on the Lord’s Day, cofiee was
served with a formality not in-
dulged on other days. A white

But then, wlml-cauld

w expect of Joha
ﬁndl o

The March instalment dealt with Hulda in her Norse home,
the protege and grand-daughter of Herman, an eccentric silent
man who has some of the good qualities of his race but more of
the dour, mystical and superstitious. Carefree, she developed
into young womanhood in the hills and valleys of her native
land and always within hearing of the restless, moaning sea.
Her life was close to nature and she gloried in the adventures
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hear me then, both of you. A cellar and a smoke-
house, that’s fine—but, while you're at it you'd
just as lief take the oxen and drag home wood.
The cold’s nigh upon us and not enough fuel for
a week”!

“Ja, ja, have it your own way, woman,” growled
Ole hopelessly. “Have it your own way! Here,
give me another cup . . . Oh, but Helga, you
should see how fat the partridge are . . . tomorrow
now—-"

“Tish, you and your partridge”! she mimicked
him, her amiable self once more. “Ja, you and
your partridge—Tomorrow, now,” Well, tomorrow
I wash—the wood can wait till Tuesday.”

Impatient though she often was with her hus-
band Helga realized that his wanderings were not
fruitless. He became thoroughly familiar with the
country and known to every trader of the trails.
Because of that intimate knowledge he was often
hired to haul supplies with his team, through
which labors—much more agreeable to him than
farming—he supplied his family with the neces-
sities of life. As time went on he earned the
reputation of being one of the most dependable
guides and as such was eagerly sought after by
the ever-increasing flood of land hunters. Oh, yes,
though caring nothing for farming himself, Ole
knew good land and helped many an ignorant
settler stake a profitable claim.

ND just as Ole stumbled into a happy voca-

tion, so Helga, quite by chance, discovered
where her own future lay. One fine evening shortly
after Ole had begun hauling firewood she was
startled by the sound of galloping hoofs, and hurry-
ing to the doorway, saw to her inexpressible joy
a man come cantering into the ragged clearing
before her house. “Oh, Gud”! gasped poor Helga,
her heart a hammer in her breast, “Herre Gud! if
it isn’t a visitor at last”! A criminal would have
been welcome just then, so precious was the sight
of another human being. She fairly flew to the

oor.

Encouraged by her beaming face the stranger
quickly dismounted and burst into a tale of woe.
She gathered it was a tale of woe by the anxiety of
his face, though all she understood of his flood of
words was the delightful fact that he had left a
plnrty down on the trail and wanted to bring them
along.

“Ja, ja,” she cried, her head already bursting
with plans for their pleasure.

“Ja, sure — come — come all quick.”

JOHANN LIND —

hol,
cloth draped the rough table and ok

Helga’s flat-bread was always
hot and of the best. Over the
steaming cups the talk turned
mostly to the future and ended
with a good many instructions
from the prudent housewife.
“You really should make land,
Ole,” she'd tell him for the hun-
dredth time, “you really should;
it's no sense at all letting the
oxen eat their heads off for no-
thing. And I should have a cel-
lar—you know how it is with
milk and butter—you can't be
forever hanging it in the well.
And you know how the water

ged to her
there came a time in her young life when Hulda, with her keen
vision and active tmagination and a remarkable capacity for
the full enjoyment of life, found living with the exacting old
Herman, irksome.
hills she loves so dearly she departs to meet the world in the
service of Fru Lind. Once more Hulda is back to the hills of
her childhood—this time with the responsibility of motherhood.

Here begins the fascinating carcer of Johann Lind. While
yet but an infant we find him in Winnipeg surrounded by that
strong and intensive devotion that is characteristic of his
people. Afterward we follow him to Regima and Saskatoon,
and from then on a wonderful story develops, which is dealt
with in this issue and will be in the five succeeding numbers.

Don’t miss Johann Lind. It is an outstanding serial by a
strong writer, Laura G. Salverson, a Western Canadian who
has already brought credit to the Dominion.

hat primitive environment. But

So with the freedom and innocence of those

makes a mildew on everything.
Nu, da, Ole, you needn’t look so
glum! It’s not so much work with Herman to help
you. The cellar finished it's a wee smoke-house
I'll want next. With smoked meat and fish and
next year a garden think how smart we'll be! Ja,
and a little root-house—"

“Ja, ja,” grumbled Ole, “it’s a whole town next
you'll be \vantinﬁ. A garden, a root-house, a cellar
—Herre Gud! Woman, it's killing me you'll be,
that’s what”!

“Killing you, is it? You that followed the sea!
Tist, Ole, it’s a lazy man’s talk, the like of that—"
. “Nu, nu,” interpolated Herman, “a smoke house
isn’t so much, Ole, and women, you’d best remem-
ber, is always wilful.”

_Helga set down her coffee-cup with a smart
little bang. “Nu, da, it’s wilfulness, is it? Ja, well,

Perhaps the stranger was a little disappointed
to find her so ignorant of his mother tongue, but
if =0, the feeling soon ﬁa&ed. Helga’s face was so
illumined with natural kindliness and her voice and
smile so unaffected and sincere. He thanked her
gratefully, making her understand by nods and
gestures that very shortly he'd be back with the
other members of his family.

Helga was so excited she scarcely knew where to
begin—she wanted to cook her finest cut of game,
to make flat-bread and cream pudding, and she'd
have to get Ole and Herman home in time to wash
up. Yes, that after all was more important. Ole
would have to come home to talk to the stranger.
So thinking, she hastily caught up a little horn
Herman had made for her to use in times of

Continued on page 54
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careful. For energy, growth, strength all come from
certain food elements. If any of these vital elements
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Grape-Nuts—one of the most delicious foods—was
deliberately designed to correct certain dangerous
deficiencies often found in modern diet.
Grape-Nuts is made from whole wheat and malted
barley. The precious elements it gives your body are
dextrins, maltose and other carbohydrates for energy;
protein for muscle and body-building; phosphorus for
teeth and bone; iron for the blood; and the valuable
Vitamin-B. And Grape-Nuts is almost instantly
digested.
Eat this delicious, highly-nourishing food beginning
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Continued from page 12

Fo&ible danger, and, running outside,
blew for might and main.

It was a bit hard on the men, both
of whom came on the jump, not know-
ing what dire calamity to expect. But
what cared Helga for that! Now she
had them at her mercy. And, as was
usual with Ole, he readily adjusted
himself to any scheme that relieved
him of monotonous work. Hence when
the stranger arrived he found a pleas-
ant host to greet him. A man who
talked English fairly well and who
seemed as eager to please as his smil-
ing wife. It was a real relief; he had
expected nothing quite so pleasant.
Thus enheartened the visitor went on
to explain that the Qu'Appelle was his
destination. A wonderful country, he
thought. Oh, very wonderful, beyond
words. His wife was less enthusiastic.
An@mic and frail, the trip had been
too much for her and she wished to
heaven she had never left Surrey! This
huge wilderness seemed so appalling
and a band of roving Indians had all
but frightened her out of her wits.
Yes, indeed, she certainly wished her-
self back in lovely old Surrey.

Helga was all sympathy; if the poor
lady felt this way at the start how
would she ever pull through the loneli-
ness and struggles to come? Poor
thing, it seemed a dreary outlook. But
on one score, at least, she could put her
right—there was no need to fear the
Indians, that she had learned from her
Winnipeg friends, and such had been
her own experience. Nu, ja, they had
a wild way with them and a habit of
eering into the windows, but she

mew how to handle them. Smiling
broadly, Helga stooped to pat the tired
woman’s shoulder, uttering in her
broken fashion the comfort she longed
to give. “You no like him? sure not!
Nem Indian ekki so bad. No—gav
him bread”!

Ole hastened to explain that bread
and tea never failed to reach an Indian
heart. When you saw a red face at
your window all you had to do was to
open the bread box or the tea canister.
Sure, it was all very simple and no-
thing at all to fuss about.

“No, no”! wailed the poor English
woman, despair and terror in her tired
face. “I'd never stand it . . . I'd perish
absolutely. Oh, Will, whatever made
vou come out to this wilderness”? Will
shrugged, as husbands have a way of
shrugging, but Ole tried to better ‘his
comfort.

“It’s all right, missus—it’s all right;
i\)'gu'l'l soon get tough. Ja, sure, you

&

Helga was in her glory as she flew
about getting together her dinner, paus-
ing now and again to smile at the dis-
heartened visitor and shake her finger
playfully at the two children. Beau-
tiful little things, she thought them,
but delicate. Poor things, so pale and
thin and tuckered out! They, it was,
had her first attention and by now
were nodding cosily on a bench by the
fire smothered in quilts, their little
hands clutching generous slices of but-
tered flat-bread. Helga beamed on
them like a beneficent harvest moon
and before long she had them smiling
back at her and, long before dinner
was served they had fallen asleep,
soothed and comforted and very much
at home.

THIS English family, in common
* with the most of settlers at that
time, had little in the way of worldly
wealth. They were grateful for the
hospitality extended them and with
the honesty of their class longed to
make returns. But what could they
do? What money they had had was
all used ug in buying the outfit neces-
sary for the trek. Mr. Edwards—that

proved to be his name—was all for
going on the morrow, but Helga put
her foot down promptly and emphati-
cally. Mrs. Edwards needed a rest, and
a rest she should have. Also Helga let
it be known that her opinion was that
the children had never had enough
milk. Give her a week or two and
she'd soon fatten them! Yes, and if it
was payment worried the mister he
could make everything right by help-
ing her Ole build a smoke-house. Thus
cornered Ole couldn’t squirm out of it
and Helga gave thanks to the wise
providence for making her dream come
true. Now she'd have smoked fish and
meat for Christmas!

When the Edwards could no longer
postpone their departure Helga's grief
was genuine. The little English woman
had proved a delightful companion
once her weariness wore away. How
they had managed to arrive at an
understanding was certainly remark-
able, but it seemed where words failed,
affection and a smile filled in. At any
rate they hated to part, clinging each
to the other as if in all the world there
was nowhere such a friend to be found
and that the one babbled Norwegian
and the other English affected them
not at all. Heart spoke to heart in that
poignant moment and the memory of
it lingered through the years.

When the rattle of the cart died
away Helga permitted herself one long,
aggrieved sigh, and then, wiping her
eyes resolutely, she turned to Ole. “Nu,
da, you see how 'tis,” she began. “The
good God has a way of working mir-
acles—take a look, will you, at that
nice smoke-house. Ja, Mr. Edwards is
the man with a hammer for you! And
now it’s fish we'll have, just like back
home. Ole shifted from one foot to
the other like a nervous duck. Some-
thing told him that the completion of
the smoke-house was only the begin-
ning of sorrows.

“Ja, fish”! said he. Fish ain’t always
so much—"specially smoked! But sure
—have it your way, Helga . . . Tomor-
row, now, I'm off to the bush.”

There were other results from that
visit. The grateful Englishman spread
the tale of his friendly reception by the
Scandinavian family just off the trail.
And in the queer way of this world the
story took wing. Soon other travellers
began drifting up to Ole’s place, al-
ways gladly received and generously
entertained. As the tide of settlers
steadily increased and chance visitors
became a daily occurrence, Helga be-
gan to see she might just as well start
a regular stopping place as to hold
open house in this fashion.

True to form, Ole protested at first.
A stopping place? Herre Gud! he'd
have to kill himself building bedrooms
and the like. “Sure,” agreed the ada-
mantine Helga, “just you kill yourself
making a good big wing to the side
of the house and a sixteen by twelve
kitchen, then you can run to the bush.
Ja, sure, don't you see, Ole, that with
a stopping-place we can eat all your
everlasting game.”

But first, before launching into busi-
ness, Helga decided to present her
proud husband with a son of his own.
And quite in accord with her capable
self she made no fuss about it. At ten
o'clock one frightfully cold morning,
just an hour after setting her house to
rights the welcome baby made his en-
trance into the wintry world. ;

“Nu, ja,” the new mother sighed
gratefully a little later, “it’s glad T am
that’s over! Thank God, yes.” When
the business of bathing the squawking
arrival was finished the family’s inter-
est was perceptibly quickened.

“Takealooﬂ, will you,” urged Helga,
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“now isn't that a fat one for you—ten
pounds, I'll bet”! Herman agreed that
the baby weighed about as much as a
good-sized cod—a good-sized baby cod
vou understand. And yes, he looked
Just like his papa.

“M-m-m,” Ole had his doubts.
he’s kind of red—but still. . . .”

“Nu, da, his eyes are blue like his
mamma’s, that's clear anyway,” de-
clared Herman stoutly.

“Sure,

“Ja, the pretty,” Helga agreed
shamelessly, “and so long in the leg
like his papa . . . What do you say we

call him Andre—he’s so beautiful, my
little son”!

Little Johann alone seemed critical.
Brows drawn in a frown he studied the
squirming bundle dubiously and then,
quick as thought, out flew a pudgy
finger straight for the baby's face.

“Tish! did you ever,” laughed the
happy mother, catching the little one
to the safety of her breast. “Straight
for those bright eyves! Ja, sure, my
little Johann knows what's pretty.
Sure—" Smiling still she reached out
a hand to pat Johann’s shiny black
head. “Sure, he knows what's pretty,
the little crow . . . But then, what
could you expect of Johann Lind”?

HE standard of comfort is vari-

able at best, changing with the
temper of the times and the progress
of a people. There is no fixed level
for happiness and well-being—unless
it be freedom from hunger. The pio-
neers considered themselves fortunate
if they had food of some kind in the
larder and shelter from the terrible
cold. Life was primitive and oft times
starkly cruel. Death still lurked in
the forests and the blizzand was still
monarch of the plains. When a man
died on the trek or was lost on the
enow-bound prairie, it caused scarcely
more than a momentary wailing. Such
things were a part of the price one
paid for a country.

The call of the land was a siren note
that none could resist; a song both
haunting and persistent. “Here are
fields for the sowing, waters for the
wheel, wood for the -mill. Wealth!
Wealth! everywhere! All for the ask-
ing. All for the taking”! Thus sang
the siren in a dozen different tongues.
And a dozen hearts responded; for
white men are born to conquer. Deeper
and deeper grew the westward trails;
louder and louder the rumble of the
conquering carts. Fortune, shod like
a hunter, and swift-footed as a deer,
sped on ahead and Life, the poor blind
colossus, stumbled after her.

Simple Helga, always knitting, al-
ways baking in the seclusion of her
little cabin caught the sounds of that
vital traffic. Nu, ja, thought she, an-
other cart going west—a family maybe.
And she wondered if by any chance
they would stop. To buy bread, if
nothing more.

Judged by the standard of pioneers
the lot of the Boens was certainly a
happy one. Helga often remarked on it
herself. Especially when the wind
howled and hammered at her little
house and the hard - beaten snow
stretched away in an interminable
wilderness. At such times she thanked
her God for the blessing of shelter, and
the rude iron stove assumed a gracious
aspect. What discomfort came her way
she endured patiently as part of the
day’s work; and the one thing which
eventually effected a change in her
smiling good humor was Ole’s incorri-
gible distaste for farming.

In an amazingly short time the land
all round about their homestead was
taken up and the ringing sound of the
settler’s axe made music all the day.
No music was ever sweeter or more
welcome to Helga for it sang of homes
in the building and neighbors for the
loving. In the twinkling of an eye, so
it seemed when the thing was accom-
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plished, the whole topography of the
country was changed. Where poplars
and willows had held undisputed sway
fields of barley and oats now sunned
themselves beneath the prairie sky and
from the arterial trails a hundred little
threads spread to as many budding
settlements, The land hummed like a
busy hive and bristled with changes.
And the habits of men changed with
the changing times.

To Ole all this spelled unhappiness
and, clinging desperately to the old
life, he was driven farther and farther
afield with his gun and his game bag.
Nu, he did not like it at all this terrible
progress. Very seldom now did he
meet a congemal spirit, an old hunter
of the vanishing plains or a grizzled
trapper. And when he did it ended
mostly in melancholy musings. The
good old days were gone, adventure
was dead, the Great Plains conquered.

Once even Helga had a momentary
glimpse of that illusive something
which her husband coveted. That was
on the day Henri, the halfbreed, tum-
bled off his horse at her door. Henri
had crushed his foot in a nasty fall
hours earlier and by the look of his old
parchment face the spill had been a
nasty one. But Henn grinned while
she cut away the ragged skin from the
ugly wound, dressing the foot as best
she could. It was nothing, said Henri
—a mere scratch, the wrench he had
got was the worst of it. And to fall
like that . . . Mon Dieu, he must be
getting old! Finding Helga so sym-
pathetic, the old halfbreed couldn’t
refrain from displaying certain scars
and ugly ridges, honeycombing his
anatomy. There, conspicuous on the
leg was a knoted tendon once severed
by a “bad Indian"—here on the breast,
just where the brown shirt opened, lay
a livid scar as big as your hand .. ..
Close shave, that one, said Henri.
Helga shivered as she thought of it;
but the old hunter assured her that
le Bon Dieu knew he had seen much
worse and often. For instance, if mod-
esty permitted, he could show madam
the marks of a burn—but no, it was
best to forget—just the same it was
something to be alive to show such a
mark. Mon Dieu, yes! And then poor
Henri lapsed into gloom. Ah, those
were the glorious days! Life wasworth
the living then and every day a golden
opportunity. Glorious days, the days
now gone forever! What, he demand-
ed to know, was the good of living
with adventure dead, and the spice of
dread extracted from existence? Oh,
if she had only known the thrill of the
chase she'd catch his meaning, but
that, too, was ended.

Who now hunted the buffalo? No
one! And good reason . .. they were
vanishing fast, dying out with the
charms of the country. Yes, most of
all he mourned the passing of the great
beasts that no longer roamed the blis-
tering plains in thousands upon thous-
ands.

Only memory remained and there
Henri was rich indeed. With graphic
clarity he painted for Helga scene after
scene. He made her understand as she
had never undertsood before the thrill
and the excitement of the chase. She
caught the feverish excitement of
whole villages turning out; men, women
and children—to join in the big hunt.
All with allotted tasks to do and all
with courage to do it. “Ah, Madam,”
sighed Henri, “if you could have see,
could have feel with me that first
glimpse of the herd! Like fire in_the
blood, that grand excitement. Yes,
Madam, you should have see him, the
srent bills, hundreds tousands; the

ust in clouds; the noise like cannon—
hundreds tousands little twinkling
hoof flashing down the wind! Mon
Dieu, it is one awful Pity to kill him
off—the grand buffalo”!

Continued on page 56
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“Yes,” Helga agreed, being just then
under the spell of his fervent voice.
“Just the same,” she told him later,
“it’s no good to farm in a buffalo
herd—"

Henri rolled his eyes, spread wide
his hands and, with accurate skill spat
into the woodbox. “Mon Dieu,” said
he. “Farm! Madam, it is not for me,
that farm — Henri, he go with the
buffalo™!

ESPITE her husband’s dilatori-

ness, Helga was as a rule happy
and contented. Her ambition was re-
alized, Ole had finally built the neces-
sary additions to the house, and by the
time her little boys were more or less
independent of her vigilance, she had
a fully established stopping place.

As yet most of the trading of the
settlement was done in Winnipeg, and
travellers got in the habit of dividing
the trip—so many miles to Shoal Lake,
so many miles to Ole’s place. “Ole’s
Place” 1t remained to the end of the
story though Ole played little part in
its fame. No matter, Helga rejoiced in
moderate success and if the burden of
it for the most part rested on her
shoulders she rarely complained. Some-
times, it is true, she looked at the two
little boys and hoped in her heart that
they would not have the vagabond
streak in them. It was so hard to get
Ole to do anything about the little
farm and she would not always be so
strong and vigorous.

Herman changed very little. When
his chores were done he betook him-
self away; in summer to the meadow
with his sheep; in winter to a sort of
workshop in the hayloft. By now his
flock was quite considerable and, be-
sides, he owned a wolfhound as fierce
as he was faithful. A great shagg
creature who snarled at everyone ex-
cept his master. Yes, Herman was con-
tented once again and resigned to his
new country. But, taken all in all,
perhaps the happiest times in that
humble household were the quiet win-
ter evenings when Helga sang at her
spinning -wheel and the big stove
bursting with wood roared its accom-
paniment. There was an artless grace
about the peasant woman as she fed
the white wool to the spindle and sang
in her happy fashion the old songs of
the North. e

Herman loved these quiet evenings;
they carried him back to the land he
loved and the young years on the hills,
While she sang he carded the matted
wool into silky smoothness and the nip
of the carding combs tearing away at
their task seemed a most comforting
sound. Nu, da, why not? the wool
was so fine, thanks to his care! White
and soft like spun cloud; warm as
love to cover tired feet and chilled
hands—ah, it was a good business, this
raising sheep. Whirr, whirr, whirr,
crooned the busy wheel, whirr, whirr,
whirr, in hearty approval. And then,
happy, too, Helga dipped deeper into
memory and sang of a Saetter girl’s
Sunday. Close by, tucked in warm
and close, the little boys slept in their
home-made crib and over all the flick-
ering light of the lowly grease burner
fell like a benediction.

Such was the scene confronting Ole
one chilly night when he returned from
a hunting trip. Helga paused in her
spinning; Herman laid down the
combs. Had he eaten?—had he bag-
%cd his game?—they demanded in a

reath. Yes, Ole had eaten at the
Beck’s, two miles north, Helga might
just as well sit—he'd make the coffee
himself and tell them of the trip. Game
was certainly going fast, still he'd got
a little.

e
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A bit later Helga beamed on her
husband, proud and pleased. “Ja, it's
good coffee my Ole makes, none bet-
ter.”

“Sure,” said he, “a fool should know
—living with you, Helga. Ja, sure!
And how’s the wool, Herman"?

“Nu, da, nokke so gott— Pretty
zood, the old man answered modestly.
Helga would have none of it. “Tish!
Hear him, the sly one. Why, it’s ele-
gant, that’s what. Never such wool
did T see ;no, not even in Norway!
It’s lucky we are, Ole—thank God!
And take a look at the boys, now I
ask you, ain’t it a sight? My Andre
go golden like a little Viking and Jo-
hann black as the storm . . . Ja, there’s
a boy for you to break hearts, the
little erow™!

“Ho! ho”! Ole roared in his sea-
man’s bass, “it’s a way you have, you
women, making matches in the cradle.
No wonder a man has no chance in the
world”!

“Hear him”! cried Helga, pretend-
ing to be gravely put out. “And what
good would you be without us, I'd like
to know? Ja, tell me that? To eat
even, & woman must teach you—and
beginning in the cradle not so much
even then we can make of you. But
Ole, comes a question now more sen-
sible; tell me, do you think we'll have
a school here when my Andre is old
enough to go”?

Ole wrigled in his chair. “Sure, why
not,” he growled, “everything we'll
have, never doubt it, except a little
peace and quiet——"

“You and your quiet! Well, maybe
its somewhere else you'd like to be, but
for me now it’s a grand country this
Canada.” Swift and strong she stepped
to the tiny window and looked out
into the starlit night. “Look, Ole,” she
pointed, “isn’t that a sky for you—
quiet there, my Ole, spread for a tired
body’s beating—Ja, it’s sound I'll sleep
this lovely night.”

Ole yawned, stretched his long legs
and muttered: “Sleep? Sure—but . . .
I wonder how the whaling goes back
home.”

I, ELGA was a good woman blessed

with an amiable disposition and
not too much intellect. Practical al-
ways, she had no particular use for
abstract virtues. Theories did not in-
terest her. But, contrary to many
whose conceptions of right and wrong
are limited to black and white, she in-
clined to mercy. If someone disap-
pointed her, she excused the offender
on account of man’s natural depravity
and weakness. So, too, although the-
ories vexed her, she accepted certain
extracts from the Bible very literally,
and used them for the admonishment
of her growing young mischiefs.

The Proverbs especially were ve
helpful on occasion. “He that coveret
his sins shall not prosper,” she'd repeat
with awful solemnity when little Andre
or Johann proved reluctant at confes-
sion. And again, if their little friends
displeased her she would remind them
seriously that: “Whoso keepeth the
law is a wise son; but he that is a com-
panion of riotous men shameth his
father.” But to quote her own words
to Ole; it wasn’t that she loved the
habit, but something had to be done to
put the fear of the Lord into two such
lively rascals. And, as a rule, the sting
of judgment was generally mitigated
by a doughnut or a cookie, adminis-
tered later.

Johann was almost as precious to
her as little Andre, though he tried her
patience the more. Mischief sprang to
his hand like buds to the rod of Aaron.
He simply could not behave himself.
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Something within bubbled like a well
of living waters and always drove him
to fresh experiments.

One day when Herman had been re-
counting a certain swimming feat of
Olaf Tryggvasson’s, young Johann ex-
erted all his talents to bribe little
Andre to a similar miracle. “I'll give
you all my flat-bread for a week,” the
tempter offered generously, “every
least little bit, if you'll just let me see
how long you can live under water.”

Andre wasn't very enthusiastic about
it, but a decided weakness for nice hot
flat-bread had to be reckoned with.
Little and young, he, none-the-less,
leaned towards logic. “Well,” said he,
his blue eyes full of perplexity, “What's
the good? Maybe I do and maybe I
don’t—and if I don't live long enough
how'll I eat it anyway”?

Johann snorted impatiently. “Silly!
Cf course I'll let you up before you're
altogether dead! Besides, think how
handy itll be to know how long it
would take to drown you. I'll bet there
ain’t many knows that hereabouts.”

That enticing viewpoint won the
day. But after all, little Andre neither
attained to the coveted hero-worship
nor won his flat-bread, for Herman
happened to arrive at the slough just
as Johann, knee-deep in weedy water,
was struggling to keep poor Andre
submerged, and promptly spanked
them both.

Johann refused to explain this alarm-
ing behavior and, when poor Helga,
exasperated beyond common, remind-
ed him that the Good Book promised
a whip for the horse, a bridle for the
ass, and a rod for the fool's back, he
only laughed at her. Herre Gud! that
was bad enough, but to make matters
worse, something in his laughter made
the little mud-caked Andre giggle also.
Yes, that was what really worried her;
always the little rascal laughed and
made others laugh with him. “Now
what,” she demanded of Herman, “can
vou do with the likes of that? A young
Troll, so he is! No meekness in him
and never a glimpse can you get of
what's going on in his head. Ja—but
what can you expect of Johann Lind”!

Despite these gloomy predictions
Helea loved her foster son sincerely
and her periodic harangues were as
much an attempt to excuse him to her
own orthodox conscience as to bend
him to her way.

Herman, naturally, doted on the
boy. To him he was an incarnation of
all he had loved in Hulda. Her saucy
ways, her sweet remorse and temper-
amental gladness, all these had life
again in her black-eyed laughing son.
Indeed, he was very like her, this
Johann, proud, seli-willed and cour-
ageous to a fault. Like her, he resent-
ed discipline and longed for freedom
to follow the impulse of the moment.
Like her, too, he loved the little birds
and flowers and the dance of sunlight
on water and field. At times something
he could not. express drove him to the
depths of the forest and, hour after
hour he would lie there watching its
tiny denizens, so still himself that these
timid ones accepted him into their
world.

Here too, whilst watehing bird and
squirrel wakened the desire to capture
what he saw and, encouraged by old
Herman, the boy began to fashion
from wood whatever most pleased him.
For a boy so young he showed markad
ability and whatever left his dexterous
fingers had about it a life-like quality
and lightness that approached genius.

Helga was very proud of this talent
of Johann's and never failed to dis-
play his handicraft to her transient
guests. Sometimes, to further justify
her faith, a traveller would buy a little
bird or squirrel or cluster of field
flowers to carry away as a souvenir.
Those were red-letter days for Helga.
Her Johann, the little crow, was com-
ing on to make money! Nor was Ole
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less fond of the boy. In his heart he
often wished that Andre were more
like him. To his rough-hewn father
Andre seemed something of a nonen-
tity, a pretty little boy with no initia-
tive, and a tendency to cry! Herre
Gud! What kind of a makeup was
that for a man? He should have been
a girl, that Andre, to wear a finger-
ring and sing in the choir on Sunday!
Johann, now, had a spice gf the devil
in him, and, say what you like, a man
was no good without it—those were
Ole’s honest sentiments.

In this kindly atmosphere Johann
had flourished, tasting none of the bit-
ter experiences often the lot of foster
children.

But one summer's day this fine irre-
sponsible existence came to an end,
brought to a finish by a ridiculous epi-
sode all the fault of that tireless mis-
chief in Johann’s busy mind. The boy
had hit upon the lively scheme of
playing blindman’s buff with an espe-
cially nervous calf and the shouts and
laughter of little Andre testified to the
success of the prank. Never had there
been such a show; mad with fear the
animal dashed hither and thither,
knocking over everything that imped-
ed its way, the young imps hard on its
heels. And then came tragedy. With
a wild bound the terrified calf shot
round the house and, as luck would
have it, not only collided with poor,
tired Helga, but landed head-on in her
tub of newly-rinsed clothes. Johann
froze on the spot; paralyzed with mor-
tification he could only stand and stare
helplessly: while Helga struggled with
the crazed animal.

Andre would have blubbered and
begged forgiveness. Johann's strange
pride permitted no such release. Sham-
ed and sorry, his hot young heart could
not give up its secret. The black eyes
of the Linds never could look meek.

Helga was hot and tired after the
heavy wash, so tired, in fact, she could
have wept to contemplate the mess at
her feet—all her white clothes dragged
in the mud; the boys’ heavy overalls—
everything to do over again. Herre
Gud! and the baking tomorrow! At
the breaking point of endurance poor
Helga flung round at the contrite boy
and with scorn never before his por-
tion snapped out harshly: “It’s what I
should expect, I suppose—of a Lind!
But after all I have done for you—a
thorn in my flesh, Ja, so you are,
wicked boy . . . but then, what can you
expect of Johann Lind™!

Until now he had never attached
much importance to that phrase of
hers. It was just her way—like fling-
ing Bible quotations at one. Now 1t
seemed suddenly an ominous challenge.
Something must be wrong with him.
In some way he must be different from
other people. What you should expect
of a Lind . . . What did she mean by
that. What was wrong with being call-
ed Lind?—Johann Lind? Johann Lind.
It sounded innocent enough—or had
until just now. Round and round in
his young head flew the question. What
was it? What -was it? What was it?
And all the while he stood rooted in
his misery watching with blurred vis-
jon the angry woman gathering up her
scattered clothes. To increase his
agony little Andre came racing up, all
sympathy and eagerness to help.

“Poor Mamma, now you'll have to
wash them all again! Poor Mamma . . .
Oh, lookit — lookit quick, Mamma,
here's your apron fast on a stump”!

It seemed to Johann that Andre's
voice had a ring of pleasure in it—
Little Andre, too, must hate him and
delighted in his humiliation. Ah, there
must be something terribly wrong with
him. Johann Lind! Johann Lind! Jo-
hann Lind! What can you expect of
Johann Lind? Like an ugly chorus it
dinned in his ears until the over-
wrought child could béar no more and,

Continued on page 58

57

(A) White-gloved finger
tips rubbed over Liquid
Veneer are not dis-
colored. Liquid Veneer
leaves mo greasy film;
dust does not stick toit.

(B) White-gloved finger
tips rubbed over ofd-
fashioned furniture
polishes reveal their
greasy film and tell why
they attract dust.

B

AUGHTER'S room — how care-

less Claire is with her powder,
lipstick, etc.— And powder does so
stick to bureau tops and dressing tables
— There is one sure way to prevent
this — use the new Liquid Veneer.

2 Special Introductory Trial Offers
Check offer and mail coupon to

AAN0 VERELR
CORPORATION

1914 Liquid‘\_l’cneerBldg., Buffalo,N. Y.

There is a very good reason
why the New Liquid Veneer
prevents dust sticking

— It leaves no greasy film. Dust does
not adhere to a surface polished with
the new Liquid Veneer. Scientific tests
have proved this.

The scientists found that thenew Liquid
Veneer polishes without hard rubbing, Z
produces a mirror-bright surface to  Haud Venee Comporation L
which dust does not stick, because 1 wish to take advantage of offer checked:
Liquid Veneer leaves no greasy film. . Offer Regular Price
Liquid Veneer Care and Repair Outfit... .$0.50
(2 oz. 15¢ bottle Liquid Veneer and all
materials to repair scratches, nicks, worn
spots, etc., on all kinds of furniture.)
Liquid Veneer Dust Cloth__.....
Book, “The Care of Fine Finishes",

O R e s 1 L0
Special price postpaid .50

A few drops of Liquid Veneer
on your Dust Cloth every day

28
.25

— a few swift strokes, no hard rubbing,
and quickly a mirror-bright polish ap-
pears on your table tops, furniture, and
all your woodwork. And, remember,
dirt does not adhere to a surface
polished with the new Liquid Veneer

Offer B Regular Price
Trial bottle Liquid Vencer....... s .10
(Enough for two weeks’ dusting)

— because it leaves no greasy film. Liquid Veneer Dust Cloth........... 25
An improved polish, still sold in the Total Value......_..... 8035
familiar yellow package, the new Liquid Special price postpald .10

Veneer is the one polish scientificall
compounded for polishing fine wood);
and finishes. At hardware, drug, grocery,
department, furniture stores.

Address.
(o [ ST ST S

THE
NEW

dusts cleans polishes LEAVES NO

SRt s ahe o o n i ab i b

LD VEREER

GREASY FIIM

e e s L2 Gt

Classified Columns
e Pro d u ce LR S

To the Advertizer of Limited Means, the
classified columns of the magazine are dedicated.

Over 300,000 Western Canadians absorb
the contents of the department each issue.

‘l-\l--\u‘- ———
P 8 4 4

[
{
!
!
!
{
!
{
{
!
{
!
!
i
!
!
!
!
{
{
{
{
g



The Western Home Monthly

58
Made in L;anada
“Big Ben “Ben Hur
ae s
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merely fine materials and
pr(.cis(.\\orkm'm\hip;_()(.\inlo
thg making of We sul«)\ That
“‘something more” is the per-
sonality of an enterprise with
traditions and a high purpose
that date back more than
forty years.

The builders of Westclox
produce thousands and thou-
sands of reliable alarm clocks
and pocket watches every day
—all time-keepers of personal-
ity and distinction. The de-
votion of these competent
workmen to their task is what

Time-keepers with personality

makes Westclox thoroughly
dependable.

These unusually attractive
new models are splendid ex-
amples of Westclox sturdiness
and reliability. You can de-
pend on the alarm clocks to
wake you on the dot—and on
all of them for long life and
faithful time-keeping, day in
and day out.

Westclox are sold every-
where—a variety to choose
from —alarm clocks that you
can rely on—as low as $1.75
—the name on the dial is as-
surance of Westclox quality.

WESTERN CLOCK CO., Limited, PETERBOROUGH, ONT.
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breaking into hysterical laughter, he
fled into the open fields.

Everything was chnnzcd; the face of
Nature hidden in a cloud; the meadow
larks piping turned to discord and the
heart in his breast a hard and rebel-
Hous stor®, His whole world was
changed and he with it, and all he un-
derstood clearly was the sore convic-
tion that never, never would he say he
was sorry . . . yet he was—ah, g
ves! But “that somethin
him set his shoulders for a ! , bite
his lips to keep back tears :m.l to hmk
the world in the eye, would not let
him say so.

On and on he ran, past the willows
at the back of the home pasture,
through Ole’s patch of barley, over the
marsh where the berries were thick in
midsummer. On and on, not knowing
whither; wanting to get away from
the angry look of Helga’s eyes and the
hateful sound of Andre’s -\mp« hy.
But all at once he caught s { Her-
man, a calm, bearded I)rmd ted on
a fallen log in the poplar !n 5 that
rose like a green temple to the left of
the sheep pasture.

Old Herman was studying the knot-
ted clouds gathering on the far horizon
wondering if a storm were brewing,
but he forgot the weather when Johann
flung himself at his feet. Only once
before had he seen such a look of puz-
zled misery in a young face . . . poor
lad, what could have wrought this
change, he wondered. But, bemg wise
indeed, he kept his own counsel. While
the boy struggled to regain control of
himself the old man pretended an all-
absorbing interest in the landscape and
the heavens. “Good spot that, my boy,
for a cornfield, if Ole would only do a
little grubbing. Ha! I thought as
much—it'’s coming on to storm. Ja,
I never knew it to fail with the clouds
heading that way. Nu, da, and would
you look at that dog! Now, ain’t he a
wise one? :\lready rounding up the
stragglers . .

But Johann had not been fighting
for breath to eulogize even the wisest
of hounds. In a queer, high-pitched
voice he plunged into the vexatious
business. “Grandfather . . . Why does
she say: “What can you expect of Jo-
hanp Lind’ ”!

Herman assumed a stupid expres-
sion. “Nu, what else? Isn’t it your
name, maybe”?

“Sure, yes, but she don’t say: “What
can you expect of Andre Simon.” And
it's his name, is m't, it

“Ja, so 'tis, but kind of awkward to
snap out . . . Lind, now—"

“No, no, Grandiather, \ou'rc hedg-
ing—you know it’s something,” Johann
interrupted angrily. You know it’s
somethmq You can’'t fool me . . . .
Grandfather, what is it”?

Herman understood that this was
no time for diplomatic evasion, the
dark eyes watching him were not to
be easily blinded. The time was come
for Johann to know the truth. “Nu,
ja,” the old man began heavily, “its
like this, my Johann, our Helga i~ 8
good woman—none better, God | less
her! But—she’s not your mother

“My mother, not my mother”? Thc
query was scarcely more than a whis-

per.

Herman shook his head. “No, child
—not your mother . . . Listen, my Jo-
hann, you've seen the red-winged
blackbird flashing through the golden
fields and leaving the world conu:)om
of its dullness when he passes? Ja?
Well, such a one was your little mother

. Nu, da, my boy, it was the better
way She could not have borne the
sadness to be old and dull Ill\t others.”

“Is she . . . is she . . .”? the child
began brokenly S

Herman was busy tying a sailor's
knot in hl\ red bandana. It took
time . . . “I said it was the better way
—she dlcnl when you were born .

Then, in his slow, kind voice, " Her-

te of other thnm~ of the Val-
ley of Shining Eyes with its intriguing
coves and curious knolls, and the love
Hulda had had of song and dancing.
Yes, and of the sea and the ships, and
the restless gulls that spoke to her of
the souls of poor, dead sailors. And as
the old man talked the child lis stened
wide-eved and receptive, the bitter re-
bellion of heart melting into the sweet
vision of that gladsome mother dancing
down the Norland glades like a lithe-
some fairy

Herman told him, too, of the Great
Fjord and the Bird Isles and how the
ler Hulda had wept at the thought
the fowler’s snare. And, at last,
when they were both lifted up into the
realm of hay ppy memory he spoke of
the Devil's Palm and a certain ship
riding to destruction — a French
schooner commanded by Captain Erick
Baard, a modern Viking if ever there
was one, and with as colorful a repu-
tation . . . Some day he would tell the
boy more; sufficient now to say that
his little Hulda had come to him out of
that wreck. Ah, it had cost a pang,
that memory! So little she was, so like
a human violet nestling in her mother’s
bosom . . . . ! And that mother, Herre
Gud! would he never forget her? Nay,
not though he lived on through a thou-
sand lives! A lady of France—but this
would never do; he'd say no more till
later.

Johann had by now completely for-
gotten his grief. More, saw himself as
somewhat d ished. He was dif-
ferent! His mother had survived a
wreck in infancy and his grandmother
was a lady of France. He didn’t in the
least know what or where this France
but it had a lovely sound in his
ears. Poor Andre had no such history
—the thought of meek little Andre re-
minded Johann of a neglected duty.

“Shuck! Grandfather, I clean for-
got the kindling, and Pa’s out in the
bush. And with this charitable recol-
lection Johann dashed back across the
fields that once more had a friendly
glow about them. And the meadow
larks singing to the setting sun had
never sounded sweeter. E

Herman, watching the boy’s flying
fizure, thought how good it was to be
voung and that, he fancied, was thc
ge of the birds’ carol . Ja, i
as good to be young with the pronn-e
of eternal sunrise enthroned in the
heart.

z

THE one outstanding event in the
childhood of Johann and Andre was
a journey to the Qu'Appelle with their
father. Ole had contracted to haul a
load of household effects for an erst-
while neighbor, and since the weather
was fine and nothing in particular hin-
dered, Helga permitted the boys to go
along. Travel was by now not the
lnn(-I_\' thing it had been formerly,
though it still had its difficulties. But
what did it matter if the roads were
impassable and the weather abomin-
ab) ]c when one was almost certain to
meet, another wayfarer similarly
plac Sympathy and hel pfulness and
many a hearty laugh at disasters just
escaped robbed the “hu.o thing of its
former terrors. And besides, now there
were so many little cabins, proud in

? 'Ilmr plumes of hearth-fires dotting the
plains,

The boys rehearsed many things, as
the team ]o zed on and Ole nodded on
the driver's seat. They discovered
wonderful places of ambush whence

Continued on page 60
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Indians might pounce out upon the
traveller unawares and Andre, at least,
was very certain that many a stream
they crossed had run red with blood in
the Reil rebellion. Oh, he was very
certain of it!

“Don’t you think so, Papa”? he re-
iterated in round-eyed insistence.

Ole had no fancy for such specula-
tion. “Tist! Andre, such a foolish-
ness! Do you want to raise a ghost,
maybe, and scare the horses and kill us
all? Ja, didn’t I tell you such talk
ain’t ever any good”?

Andre giggled and nudged his bro-
ther slyly. “’'Tain’t the horses he's
worryving about, I'll bet,” he whispered
wickedly, and then in afterthought:
“But Mamma says there ain’t any—
ghosts and things.”

“I don’t know,” came Johann's dis-
quieting answer, “if there is—somehow
seems to me there should be. Look
now, how those trees are shaking—
how do you know it ain’t a spirit ¢

Andre changed the subject hastily.
“Let’s sing,” said he. “Let’s sing the

eli-song.” And without waiting for en-
couragement out welled the pretty
verses:

Gazing on the moonlight I lingered in
the glade.

Hosts of fairies gathered around me,
where I stayed,

Sounding elfin bugles they burst upon
my sight ;

Chiming their bells in the clear starry
night.

Spurring snowy chargers, and dashing
o'er the ground,

Twinkling golden hoofs, though they
made not a sound,

Like unto the swans from our northern
heaths among,

Wafting splendid feathers, and notes of
tuneful song.

Clear and true the young voices
echoed through the silent wood as
pretty a sound as ever the Saskatche-
wan had entertained .Even Ole suc-
cumbed to the temptation, joining in
the last verse with his hoarse bellow!
A terrific noise, enough, one would
think, to break any fairy spell:

Laughing as she greeted me the fairy
queen rode by;

Laughing as she spurred her horse of
mettle high.

Did she mock: the love I have brooded
o'er of late?

Or is it @ warning of treacherous fate?

When the last words died away they
fell silent. Whether in tribute to the
sweetness of the song, or the magic of
the smiling land, it is hard to say.
Around them the quiet Canadian prai-
rie spread like a Kingdom of Dreams.
Here, a golden meadow, shot through
with flaming lilies and yellow daisies;
there, a clump of willows, in varying
shades of russet and green; and, over
against the peerless blue of the wide
horizon, rows of silver birch and grace-
ful poplar draped their plume - like
heads.

At last the happy travellers came to
the QuAppelle. The Scandinavian is
a lover of Nature, never forgetting the
charm of mountain, fjord and fields of
his native land and sensitive to the like
wherever he may be. Ole drew in
his breath sharply as they topped a
rise in the land and saw below, like a
verdant paradise, the beautiful valley.
Nu, da, if only Helga were here, he
mused, as he checked the team and
i{nzcd spellbound at the scene before

im.

. A great cleft in the face of the plain
is this valley; a sunken garden through
which the somewhat insignificant river

pursues its capricious way. Like no
other is the hidden valley and after
miles of flat prairie its peculiar sand-
hills, showing the action of ancient
waters upon them and flaunting a host
of colors, is a joy forever.

Trees there are as well, poplars
and pines. and willows that stand like
happy Naiads along the ridges of the
hills. Upon all this Ole fed his hungry
eyes and a sort of fever took possession
of his soul. These hills and that mur-
muring river, how poignantly they re-
minded him of home . . . And he had
thought that Canada could never do
that—Foolish Ole, how little he knew
the wealth and wide appeal of his
chosen country. How little he knew
that Canada had somewhere in her
mighty bosom an exact replica of al-
most every land and welcomes to her
fruitful breast the exile of every na-
tion!

The boys were not insensible to the
gracious scene. Little Andre squealed
with delight, pointing here and there
at what most impressed him. Johann
sat silent, his dark eyes dilated, his
throat all of a sudden hot with queer
new pain. Something never felt before
tugged at his voung heart, an indefin-
able longing, half joy, half pain. And
then, somewhere in a distant copse a
bird poured out an ecstasy of song.
Johann caught his breath sharply; oh,
that was it—only a song like that
could express the spirit of the Qu'Ap-
pelle.

Ole puffed out his red cheeks in a
stormy sigh and shaking himself like a
Great Dane returned to the common-
place. Echo House was still a con-
siderable distance off, and there his
old neighbor, Andy Thomas, would be
waiting impatiently.

The descent into the valley was not
without excitement. The horses snort-
ed and whisked their tails; the wagon
wheels groaned and growled and the
boys hung on for dear life while the
clumsy contrivance lurched downward
to the pleasant levels below. The set-
tlement itself was only a jumble of
ugly log houses and innumerable tents
but an amazing array of teams, wagons,
carts and saddle ponies gave the place
an air of busy importance. But what
eclipsed evervthing else for the boys
was the Indian population. Indians,
painted and be-feathered, of every age
and degree of villainy sat about the
trading post or stalked along the roads
in dour silence. Little Andre was sure
it meant another mutiny and Johann
wickedly hoped so. But, to their utter
disgust, Ole failed to react to their
dread prediction and rattled on in a
cloud of dust past a coterie of car-
mined braves to whom a lordly fellow
in high hat and eagle feather was de-
livering some sort of oration. Quite
obviously a living Indian had less ter-
ror for their father than a dead one.

At Echo House Mr. Thomas was
eagerly awaiting them, and, while he
and Ole watered and fed the tired
team, the boys ventured to investigate
the one street of the town. Later they
all had supper in the dingy dining-
room of the hotel boarding house.

This once-famous hostelry was some-
thing like forty feet by twenty-one in
size, boasting five upstairs chambers
and a total of twelve beds. To accom-
modate the overflow the proprietor
had erected a huge tent adjacent to
the building and here were twelve
more cots in various stages of dilapi-
dation and, as was usual, both tent
and building were crowded to capacity.
Owing as much to diplomacy as to the
state of his purse Mr. Thomas had
procured a bed on the night previous,
which he now generously offered to

Continued on page 62
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No mother in this enlightened age
would give her baby something she did
not know was perfectly harmless, es-
pecially when a few plain
Castoria will right a baby’s stomach and
end almost any little ill. Fretfulness
and fever, too; it seems no time until
everything is serene.

That’s the beauty of Castoria; its
zentle influence just what is
needed. It does all that castor oil might
accomplish, without shock to the system.
Without the evil taste. It's delicious!
Jeing purely vegetable, you can i
as often as there's a sign of colic; con-
stipation; diarrhea; or need to aid sound,
natural sleep.

Just one warning: it is genuine Flet-
cher’s Castoria that physicians recom-
mend. Other preparations may be just
as free from all doubtful drugs, but no
child of this writer's is goi to test
them! Besides, the book on care and
feeding of babies that comes with Flet-
cher's Castoria is worth its weight in
gold.
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share with Ole. The boys were put to
bed in the wagon box, but. owing to their
lively fancies, abetted by the inceszant
tom~toms of the Indians, they scarcely
closed an eyelid the whole night
through. A ecircumstance which, none
the less did not diminish their appetite
for breakfast or quench their thirst for
adventure. While the men were appor-
tioning the load between their teams
and completing the thousand and one
preparations for a rough haul over a
new trail, Johann and Andre decided
to explore the neighborhood.

They had learned that the tribes,
assembled on the plains just over the
top of a tantalizing hill, were about to
hold a celebration for the admittance
f braves. After some little hesitation
the boys decided to breast the hill and
see for themselves just what was going
on. Once at the top they wished them-
selves away, for never had such a
scene confronted them. At least a hun-
dred wagons, each with its peering,
painted faces flanked the many
wams, and the noise in the encam
ment resembled nothing so much
the roaring of a giant hive. Perhaj
the greatest din proceeded from the
chief’s tent, a huge affair slung on light
Cross ]\uit.\' that looked altoget!
equate and proved a marvel of in
on. The smoke curling up from
imposing dwelling and the peculiar
r issuing from the circular doorway
proclaimed to the initiated that the
sacred dish of dog-stew was in prepara-
tion.

There was no end of marvels for the
voung Scandinavians.  Spellbound,
squatting native fashion on the very
lze of the steep decline, they sat and
stared. That the festivities were wel
wler way was quite apparent; noise
d smells and bizarre array, all pro-
laimed it. Two Indians especially
captured their fancy, for even to their
unenlightened minds it was plain they
were a power recognized and honored.
The elder of the two, a grim, haw
nosed, battle-scarred brave was robed
in a dirty white blanket, blanket trou-
sers and gaudy moccasins. Above his
vaist he compromized with the old and
he new by wearing a yellow necker-
chief and broad bands of blue and
scarlet paint. His friend, whom the
boys later learned was none other than
Pasqua, chief of the Qu'Appelle In-
dians, outshone him in more ways
than one. Handsome as the other was
ugly, Pasqua wore on his proud black
head a Jim Crow hat set at a rakish
angle. His jacket was richly beaded,

his trousers bright with braid and from
hi

shapely shoulders hung a black
pery tipped with bells that tinkled
musically as he stepped along. From
his waist was suspended a fire-bag for
matches and tobacco and on his bare
bronze chest sparkled a pair of scissors
and a look

This was too much for Johann's
sense of humor. “Andre, Andre,” he
giggled hilariously, “It’s a good thing
that looking-glass hangs where it is—
that red and yellow face would sure
crack it.”

“Oh, gosh”! groaned poor little An-
dre, “now you've done it! See, they
looking at us—Sure, now they’ll
scalp us™!

Simultaneously with Andre's terri-
fied wail came such a crashing and
howling from the central tent that the
yvoung interlopers waited for no more
but dashed pell-mell down the precipi-
tous hillside, never stopping till they
reached the welcome stoop of Echo
Housze.

Disappointment, waited them. That
excursion had consumed more time
than they had anticipated and the
men, jealous of daylight, had gone cn
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without them. If all went well Ole ex-
peeted to be back the next night, until
which time the boys were to abide by
the hotelkeeper’s commands and coun-
sel. Nothing remained but to make the
best of it.

“If we could only go swimming it
wouldn’t be so bad,” began the philo-
sophic Andre, “somewhere away from
these Indians, I mean,” he added
hastily.

Well, if the stream here don’: su:t
vcu”, spoke up the perspiring waiter

who had been consoling them, “why |
don’t you trot to the Mission. "Tain’t |
so far at that.”

“The very thing”! the bo |
in a single breath. Yes, indeed, they'd |
love to see the Mission with its lovely |
gardens and little church they'd
have something nice to tell their mo- |
ther when they got home. The Mission
was a most welcome suggestion. So
much of their difficulty settled they
further succeeded in getting a lunch of
thick sandwiches and black tea from
their new advisor. With that, and the
promise of cooling waters before them,
they set off joyfully despite the boiling
sun and the long dusty miles.

1
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"THE first glimpse of the Mission and

its humble church was singularly
pleasant. The buildings were of wood |
.Illt’..-‘ll)('l'ﬂ,Ill‘.lf:‘\' thatched with straw.
The porch of the Mission House was
overrun with hops, and a gay little
garden spread to the very edge of the
shining lake. The little garden 1
justly famous and represented a labor
of love. Flowers of every sort and
color rioted side by side with hardy
vegetables; food for the spirit and
food for the body, going hand in hand.
The small white chapel with, at its
west, entry, a simple framework sup-
porting the two church bells stood
nearby. To the east lay the grave-
d.

“Funny place, isn’t it”? whispered
Johann, referring, as one might expect,
to the little plot of dead souls.

“Sh-h—" cautioned Andre, “some-
one might hear you. You oughtn’t to
talk in a place like this.” That might
but Johann proceeded to sa
healthy curiosity, and Andre fol-
lowed. Many of the graves had queer

oxes over them, a sort
house, and each had i
at head and foot.
space "tween the top and
bottom of the graves”? Johann point-
ed, “that’s where the spirit passes. That
red-haired teacher from Winnipeg told
us all about it,”” he explained proudiy.
“And those little baskets and tins are
to hold the gifts for the Spirit.”

“What's in ’em, do you suppose
interrupted Andre, true to his practical
strain.

“Let’s find out,” said Johann.

“Oh, no! Something'd sure get us.
"Tain’t right to monkey round a grave-
yard.” Johann hooted in uncharitable
glee What would get them? a dead
Indian or a live one? Oh, Andre was
a ghost believer and a silly booby!
Then, mischief possessing him, Johann
remembered that tobacco was the gift
most often bequeathed to the departed
friend. What sport it would be to
iate some of that tobacco for
18 superstitious father. The thought
of poor Ole’s consternation on being
told whence the gift had come, made
the wvoung rascal laugh aloud with
sheer delight. Andre thrilled at the
prospect of witnessing the fun, but
more than doubted the safety of such
procedure.

“But, Johann,” he counselled sagely
“you know there ain’t no proofs there
ain’t no ghosts—there might be.”

o
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Jol'lann Lind

Continued from page 62

“Sure not”! giggled Johann, “but
you needn’t do it. Il go m\'xell‘ as
soon as we've had our swim.'

Andre resented that pointed insinua-

tion, and avenged himself by still
deeper philosophy: “Maybe, Johann
Lind, you know o much! But it’s my

pa the ghosts will get — if there 1s
any—"

“Ja, if there is any”! echoed Johann
--'mlnl‘\', and tore off to the inviting
lake.

They played about in the water
longer than they knew, so that when
they were dressed again and had eaten
their sandwiches, the sun was already
midws ay down the western \l\\ Joh: ann,
who was fleet as a deer, ran back to
the lonely graveyard, and in no time
at all he had found what he wanted
and was on the point of slipping
away again, when his attention was
drawn a black-clad figure just
leaving the Mission House doorway.
Johann had never seen a priest but he

1o

| knew that this venerable old man de-

scending the path of his little garden
was such a one. Yes, he now plainly
the silver cross that hung sus-
pended { down the front of his rusty
black habit.

The setting sun flung its mellow
enediction (n\'t‘r the lmlr' garden, the
quiet lake, and the gentle old figure
pacing there, making a picture not
s0on to be forgotten. Beauty and peace
and patient charity, all these were in
that lonely f'ml--n and though he did
not think of it just that way, Johann
stood rébuked and veryvmuch ashamed.
He looked at the musty package of
tobaceo in his hands and for the first
time he realized that, strange it
might seem, that queer gift had been
made for love's sake. And he, Johann
Lind, had stolen it!

Very much disturbed,
thoughts flew back to the priest. He
was closer now, almost at the end of
the path; soon he would turn and go
back to the Mission—he .-'r-'-m(*d very
kind—perhaps he'd understand. With-
out more thought Johann darted from
his covert and, very much to the start-
led amazement of the old ;.rw\v thrust
into his hands the damp little package.

“Bless us, what have we here”? said
the good Father.

“Tobacco,” panted Johann,
the graves . . . I stole it.”

The long years of patient striving
with a half-savage people had not rob-
| bed that reverend gentleman of his
sense of humor. His first impulse was
to laugh; but something deep down
in the shamed black eves meeting his
so bravely touched a deeper chord.

“So. Tell me why,” was what he
said instead.

Johann gulped. Now he was in for
it as usual. Oh, how he loathed these
everlasting explanations! What was
the good of it? Now that he had re-
turned the stuff, admitted his guilt,
wasn’t that enough? He just couldn’t
say any more—wouldn't say any more
—why, there was nothing more to say
. . .. and just then he happened to
meet the grey eves bent upon him so
kindly, and he could have sworn there
was a wicked twinkle in them. Oh, gee,
he understood! He wasn’t going to
rage nor expound the Proverbs. Why,
he was almost laughing! The relief was
so unexpected that Johann laughed
himself.

“Oh,
habit,

as

Johann's

“from

sir,” he burst out,
“l only wanted to scare my
papa. He's terribly frightened of
ghosts.  We—er—that is, I thought
he'd be sure the Indian would haunt
him if he smoked his tobacco.”

Even a priest has once been a little
boy, perhaps a bad little boy. At any

contrary to

rate this one may have been for he
saw the joke so readily, and joined in
Johann's laughter without the least
\(lll]ill' Johann's face was beautiful in
its glad surprise. Ah, there was a man
to lov ] rh.u priest, and to bare your
heart to!
The old man smiled. “And why did
you return it”? he wanted to know.
“Well, T don’t know,” he stammered
helplessly. “I saw you walking here in
the garden . . . . I wasn’t scared.”
Again that understanding smile light-
ed the grave face of the good Father
and, very gently he laid a fine old hand
on the boy's shoulder. “So? Well,
vou're a brave lad, never doubt it.
The rest we will forget. As I've often
said, a garden is good for the soul.”
“Oh, s

sonate

burst from Johann's pas-
tle heart, “I'll never forget
you—never”! And away he bounded
hl\i- the wild thing he was.

At the edge of the wood Andre met
him, impatient and not a litle troubled.
“Whillikers! T thought you'd got lost
or something,” was his first reproach
“It'll be as dark as pitch before we
reach the fort—say, did you get it”?

“No™! snapped Johann shortly.
“Huh
“T said ‘no.’ Come on, let’s run.”

Like many another timid soul \ndm
swelled with importance, now that he
thought he had detected weakness in
Johann. “Oh, ho”! he shrilled, tearing
after the racing figure of his hr»»'ht‘r
“Oh ho! you got scared, that’s what”

Johann ran on, apparently p.nm'.(
no heed, and thus vmlm<h~m~d little
Andre kept up his chorus—"“Scared,
that’s what! Oh, ho! whose afraid of
zhosts? Who's iid of ghosts—not
Johann Lind
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All of a sudden Johann wheeled in

his tracks, his face chalk-white, his
black eyes narrowed. “Will—you—
shut—up”? zaid he.

Foolish Andre was too startled to

change his tactics. “Scared . . . scared
" he l):l'il\l('(l.

Johann's hard young fist shot out
fiercely, and poor Andre concluded his
taunt in the dust.

The rest of the journey was finished
in gloomy silence and, to make matters
worse, when the boys finally stumbled
into the smoky dining-room of Echo

House they were greeted by a chorus |

of amused derision,

“Well, by ecricky”! roared a red-
faced gant, “take a squint at the
fizhting cocks, will ye! He-he-he!

"o

Lookit that l‘_\(‘. How come, kid
Andre clapped a protecting palm
against the offiending member, and his
girlish mouth trembled suspiciously.
Ole pressed forward to inspect his son.
“By jiminy! Been fighting — who
smashed you”?
Andre was dangerously close to
tears. e...Johann . .. he hit me
—for nothing.”

“Nu, da”! Ole glanced sharply at
Johann, who, seemingly indifferent,
leaned against the wall, but the light
Ole saw in the bold black eyes told
another story. Ole grunted and, very
much to Andre's amazement, gave his
son a rough shove forward. “Ja, by
<l|m was his disgusted summary,
“you didn’t hit him back, you little
petticoat”

Later that night when the boys had
crept under the same blanket, keeping,
hawever, as good a distance between
them as the wagon-box permitted,
Andre gave voice to his bitter resent-
ment. “You wait, Johann Lind, some
day T'll get even—some day you'll be
zood and =()rr)"'!

But Johann, restored to his usual
humor, giggled into his pillow.

(Continued next month)
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