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“Haasji Van deiris, don’t tell me you' re moping on a day like this,” he teased

JOHANN LIND

By Laura Goodman Salverson

EVER such another day at the Van

Meiris'! Haasji was home again; a Haasji

to take your breath away! Golden and

gay as ever, but with a sparkle and confi-

dence as dazzling to her proud parents as
the new diploma she waved beneath their awed
noses. “You should know, Mama, what nonsense
they put in my head! Terrible things, such a joy
to forget. Ach, so fast as I get me a husband I put
them away with the paper in the attic.”

“Allemachter! Haasji, with the paper like that
vou talk of a husband? Right off, like a com-
moner in a pastry-shop? Peter, you hear? A
daughter with learning talks no fitter than the rest.
Better, maybe, to learn cheeses and sewing. Little
pig! come kisg your mama.”

That was not all. The Van Meiris’ hadn't only a
daughter fine as any lady, but a new house to
grace her. Vrouw Van Meiris had come into a
little money; Jacob Kriss, God rest him, having
left his sister the modest savings of a lifetime. And,
to what better purpose could one spend such
money than making over the old home for a pretty
daughter?

Haasji flew about like a happy bird. Such a
lovely “hofje,” now would you lleio\'o it? All the
tarpaper covered with bright shingles and a fire-
place in the new room to boot! Such a jo for one
small family. It wasn’t right, said Haasji; 1_hcy
would have to give a party and invite the little
Russians. Every one, and make them all cakes with
caraway and white raisins!

The Van Meiris” with a living-room so li}(e. a
picture! Ach, yes, braided rag mats on the sl_nnln,r:
floor; the good Holland table by the low window
and the high-backed chairs standing round so
proudly. But what was this? A desk? A m:uho;
gany desk, with fine carved legs, for her very own®
Ach, so much joy was like God’s sunshine! To the
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utter delight of her sensible, stolid parents, Haasji
flew from one to the other, a whirlwind of caresses
and foolish endearments. Allemachter! Vrouw
Van Meiris turned moist eyes on Peter, and Peter,
comprehending, blew his nose loudly. What fools
they were to have dreaded change i Jongevrouw
Haasji!

After supper when the dishes were put away
and Peter was finishing the chores Haasji be-
thought her of the cedar chest she had brought
from Saskatoon. “Make a wish, Mama, before |
open it. Quick! a husband with black eyes, and
babies sweet as buttercups. Quick, Mama, while 1
turn the key”!

Vrouw Van Meiris made the wish, laughingly
shaking an admonishing finger. “Haasji! A wish
like that you should make in silence. A husband
with black eyes . . . ” Vrouw Van Meiris leaned
forward suddenly, worried wrinkles on her broad
brows. . .. “What for black eyes"?

Haasji, pretending not to hear, flung a set of
table napkins, delicately embroidered, into her
mother’s lap. “All those horrid holes, Mama, in
one winter—with chemistry besides. And look,
twenty-four towels for the face, and more for the
bath.”

“What for black eyes, Haasji”? the good Vrouw
insisted. “Ach! she hides from me behind a towel.”

“Five tea-cloths, seven runners, six pairs of
sheets, pure linen,” continued the mischief method-
ically.

“Haasji Van Meiris! When your mama speaks
is it nice to wave a sheet in the face and say
nothing? Black eyes! Tch! you should not trust
them, neen, even that Johann how queer he acts.”

The laughter faded from Haasjis eyes, playful-
ness falling away like a garment. “How,queer”?
she demanded, almost sharply.

“You didn't hear? She didn’t tell you”?

Haasji gripped the cedar chest with both small
hands. “Didn’t hear what? Mama, so much rid-
dles makes a madness in me”!

Vrouw Van Meiris frowned. “Sure, yes, so too
said poor Vrouw Boen. A thing like that you
wouldn't believe after what she did for him.”

Haasji's gold-flecked eyes literally snapped fire
and, jumping to her feet she whirled on her aston-
ished parent. “Min Heer has done something
wrong? Something dreadful? Ach, where is he?
I must find him . . . . I must find him to say I
don’t believe it.” She stamped her foot in childish
anger. “Neen, not a word of it"”!

“Haasji Van Meiris! Haasji . . .” Vrouw Van
Meiris was startled out of all composure by the
look in her daughter’s face. “Little dear one, listen
to Mama—wait till you hear. It is not so dreadful,
maybe, to steal a bride sometimes . . . but from a
brother . . . and to marry like that without warn-
ing and no little cakes! Sure, but . . . Haasji,
Haasji, Allemachter, what is it? Little pig!—
come to Mama.”

But Haasji would have nothing of clumsy sym-
pathy. “He is married”? she repeated slowly, all
the shine and glitter and gold of her dulled for the
moment. “Min Heer is married? Ach, well—that
is as it should be. But stealing? I do not under-
stand . . . Min Heer is married—to Eli"”?

Vrouw Van Meiris frowned more darkly. “Sure,
yes. In the winter we don’t believe it—neen, that
Eli just runs to her sweetheart and Johann goes to
work—but see how he fools us? A week now they
are married. Ach, what a bus s! Vrouw Boen
can’t ever forgive it only that Eli is so sick.”

Min Heer Johann was married to Eli Berg
Haasji wondered how she could receive that death’s
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head intelligence and still live. Min Heer of the
laughing eyes and eagle-pride coveting Eli Berg
. ... lhttle weepy, spmeless Eli Berg! But whar
was that of talk, and forgiving? They dared to
criticize; to slander—to talk of forgiving Min Heer
Johann Lind?

Sword-sharp came the ecutting thought that she
herself had been instrumental in bringing this to
pass. Allemachter, yes! Hadn't she given the little
sponge money for her ticket? Ach, she wanted to
rage and scream but the tongue clove to her mouth
and words, like mad buzzards, sailed round and
round in her head. She had helped to destroy him,
her so dear Min Heer, -—
finished what the cold-eved
Sheila began by her mean-
ness!

Anger done, one thonght
alone remained. Let others
all desert him, he'd find
her loyal still — ach, yes,
though the heart of her
died ten deaths. Never be-
fore so true a descendant
of staunch Flemish DBurg-
hers Haas)i faced her trou-
bled mother. “You beiieve
it, Mama? Such lies of
Min Heer? You believe he
—he—took that Eli just beeause she
was Andre’s . . . you believe he did it
to make pain for Vrouw Boen"?

Vrouw Van Meiris groaned. “Haas)i
—little dear one, have sense. To see, is
it not to believe”?

Haasji’s amber eves encountered the “hope-
chest.” Cheeks flaming, she slammed the lid, push-
ing it from her in angry distaste. “Neen, Mama.
Min Heer is my friend . . . I do not see—and can-
not believe.”

Brave words. Yet for all that Haasji felt like
bolting when, early next morning Dame Helga was
seen hurrying towards the house. Vrouw Van
Meiris, wrestling with a sore suspicion, burst out
nervously: “That friend business, Haasji, don't let
it make unkindness for poor Vrouw Boen. Already
she got troubles enough. Min Heer Andre writing
grief from a broken heart and—thdat—that other
giving only grunt and grin to explain what nobody
understands.”

Good Vrouw Van Meiris might have spared her
warning. Helga sensed nothing new, or strange, in
Haasji except the added womanliness on which she
commented in true Scandinavian fashion. “Nu, da,
1 see yvou're no longer a little girl to fetch milk,
friend Van Meiris. Herre Gud, how time flies. But
a pretty voung lady isn't so bad—if you watch
her, huisvrouw.”

Mrs. Van Meiris, smiling blandly, offered a chair
beside the new fireplace. “We watch her, you bet
—so much learning mustn’t waste. Neen, my
Haasji knows better. Already she got promise to
teach in Olden.”

Helga heaved a sigh, doubting for the moment,
the greater blessing of sons. Certainly voung
Haasji was a comfort to her parents. But, she
mustn't tarry. “Vrouw Van Meiris,” she began,
going straight to the heart of her errand, “what to
do I don’t know. That Eli cries for her mama—
‘Mother, Mother,” all the time, like a child «nd no
bride whatever! God forbid I should keep Lena
from the house in sickness. But, welcome or not,
the poor thing can’t come near death with fever
and a broken leg.”

“And you dread telling Eli,” interpolated Haasji.

“Herre Gud, you should see her! So little and
thin, and a heart like a dry leaf the least wind
could whirl away. To tell her such a thing—"

“Min Heer Johann, cannot comfort her”? Haasji
couldn’t check the words though her face flared
red at sound of them.

Helga looked surprised, and just a bit shocked.
Sneers from Haasji Van Meiris? And, complex
mortal that she was, a simmering of resertment
stirred in her heart. After all that Johann had
done Haasji, or the Jensens, or the Beckers; or any
of them, for that matter. Now she thought of it,
what had he done worse than that heady Sheila,
trampling a man’s faith for silly jealousy! Ja, after
that, what could you expect of Johann Lind?

She tried to speak with dignity. “Nu, da, Haasji,
Johann can’t comfort away a weak heart. What
kindness can, we do for her.”

Fastly ashamed of herself, Haasji flung peni-
tent arms around Helga's neck, kissing her old
friend soundly. “Look, now, Vrouw Boen,” she
promised brightg, “this very day I go to see that
so comfortless Eli. You shall see what a way I
bave with brides.”

Nevertheless it was Haasji of lagging step and
heavy heart followed the familiar paths to Min
Heer Johann's flax-field that afternoon. Min Heer's
flax-field! How she had hated yesteryear's flowers
—so azure-blue like the eyes of Sheila Patrick.
More fool she to have placed her hate so unjustly
... .a flax-field couldn’t remain a barrier forever!

Disheartedly she marked the new growth soring-
ing up tender and softly green, a shimmering car-
pet for fairy feet. Min Heer's flax-field—but what
was that? Voices, loud, boisterous, coming in crude
chorus from the road beyond. Ach, that cracked
falsetto was surely Hans Becker's contribution—

: what had he to say, the lumbering
Dutchman? “Sure, that’s the how,
1 tell you—" She could distinguish
the words now, plainly, “—it's
Andre’s land he's after. Losing the
girl he don’t come back — damn
smart that Johann Lind.”

Haasji’s face crimsoned, her am-
ber eves points of flame. Just wait
till that Hans Becker came ealling
at the house! She’d make his dull
wits labor! Completely immersed
in thoughts of high revenge Haasji
failed to see the tall figure looming
statue-clear in the poplar blufi un-
til his laugh betrayed him. \ch, it
was awful to have a heart as thum-
pety as rabbits. He made in her a

scare, sure, yves, and a big
madness — laughing like that
. . . . Laughing—with a face
granite -grim and the dear
black eyes empty darkness!
3 She ran to him blindly, little

(:_ hands welcoming, a world of

sympathy in her sweet eyes.
“Oh, Min Heer, do not hear—do not heed, the
devil has them by the ears”!

He stood so still, looked at her so strangely, a
queer fire flashing across his rigid face that earth
and sky, and all between grew hopelessly iumbled.
“Min Heer, yvou are not glad . . . have no welcome
—for little Haasji, the so funny Dutch kid"?

Even then he said nothing; could say nothing—
the heart of him prometheus-bound. Never so
much a Lind he watched her coldly, not the least
sweet detail failing to lodge, arrow-sharp, in his
breast. Haasji Van Meiris, the gay, the golden,
the consummation of a thousand dreams; discov-
ered too late!  “Min Heer . ... Min Heer"”!

Words worse than useless; the Lind laughter,
low, steel-edged, came to his aid. “Haasji Van
Meiris,” he mocked her, “you should know to jump
a defenceless man like that is to make a madness
in him.”

That was better. Haasji flung up her golden
head, retorting gaily: “Sure, ves, a slow tongue,
Min Heer, makes a good Dutchman. But look, my
mama would tell you Haasji Van Meiris gets to be
a bluestocking—would you prefer the Canadian
edition, Mr. Lind"?

“Heaven forbid! Keep the

bluestocking for better com- i
pany.” i
That much accomplished, ‘“,

why must they fall as glum as
gloom again? Where the sal-
lies so habitual to her merry
lips? And Min Heer . . . Min
Heer didn't even laugh: star-
ed, instead, straight before
him with the frozen gaze of
eagles.

Rounding the bluff, Haasji's
eyes hardened. Ach, what
was that making strange the
Boen house? A new porch,
canvas-shuttered agamnst the
wind, running like a white
grin across the face of it.
Faintly she put her query:
“You have builded, Min
Heer”?

His voice bit deep and ruthlessly: “What you see
is a sun-porch—for my wife. She's tubercular . . .
o they say.”

Whereat Haasji, kindest of beings, was sorely
tempted to laugh. Min Heer flung that terrible
truth at her like a bad boy flings cherry stones.
And, paradoxically, her heart melted towards Eli.
Poor Eli the comfortless! “I'm sorry, Min Heer,
for that . . . . and, sorry to forget my manners
}iut yes, you should know I wish you joy, Johann
Lind.” ;

Just an instant, the smile she loved best to
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remember lighted his eyes. “And I—hope you'll
be kind,” he told her, “Eli needs a friend, Haas)i
Van Meiris.”

HEY were near the gate now; a moment more

and the Johann she had treasured was hers no
more. Ach, before she relinquished all to Eli she
must make him understand. She caught his arm
as he bent for the latch, a glow in her face he
never forgot. “Johann, I—that is—you should
know it makes no difference . . . . that talk, that so
big foolishness! Neen, neen. To me Johann Lind is
—Johann Lind forever™!

What eould he say? What dared he say, bound
to a fate dark as Helia, and to what purpose? Like
that other Lind whose rich blood fed his veins he
shrugged, eves mere slits in the cold mask of his
face. Then, with swift compelling grace—pledee of
that same proud source—he caught and kissed the
little hands extended in such selfless devotion.
“And there,” said he, raising his voice to carry,
“you'll see we've planted morning-glories. Eli likes
them best of flowers. Eli! Eli, my dear, here’s a
visitor for you.”

Haasji had need of stout Dutch courage to con-
front an Eli so altered, so pitiably drained of life,
and still keep smiling. Allemachter! one glance
from those poor despairing eyes and Haasp forgot
everything but a friend’s need of friendship.

To Johann, watching from the doorway, no sun-
rise would ever loom so golden as Haasji’s swift
compassion. “Ach, Eli! You should know better,”
she cried, flinging strong voung arms around the
invalid. “Sure, yes, much better. To marry with-
ont bridesmaids and little cakes, what could you
expect? A bridesmaid cheated, Eli, always gives
bad thoughts.”

“Sure not™! riposted Haasji, fluffing the pillows
and smoothing the counterpane, fussy as a mother,

“Haasji, Haasji . . . I—you don’t understand-—"
“Sure not. Haasji Van Meiris can’t understand a
thing like that! To get her a man makes a big
fuss. Sweet words, sweet cakes. Ach, so much
sweetness I can’t count in a hurry. . . "

Like sparkling spring waters Haasji's cheerful
nonsense flowed on. No end of things to say; so
little time to say it—no good for Eli to interrupt!
Ach, no. A girl who cheated friends of throwing
rice and goodluck shoes must take her punishment
silently. She'd have nothing of explanations. Neen,
neen! what was there to say? A hundred thousand
words wouldn’t make her less the wife of Min Heer
Johann. Sure not. And what was needed then
beside.

Deeply, sincerely, Eli longed to confess the
truth, but what could a feeble spirit offer in face of
such perverted cheerfulness? She knew hersel® an
impostor, the innocent cause of bitter misunder-
standing, and, more punitive still, couldn’t escape
the feeling of somehow having betrayed Haasji Van
Meiris also. “Oh, Haasji, please hsten,” she be-
seeched the resolute comforter. “Johann, make her
listen . . . Tell her the truth.”

Instantly she regretted the words. Lost in per-

plexity she had failed to see how Haasji's gaety
affected him—Dear God, she'd gladly die to wipe
away that hard misery set like a brand upon his
brow. Perhaps she bared her heart in the lcok she
flung him. He shrugged; the smooth depth of his
laughter a comfort, for all it amazed her. “Tell her
which truth, my dear? That you were a fool to
aceept a good-for-nothing, or I in luck to get so
sweet a wife”? .
“Johann! Johann——"
“Ach! out on you both,”
cried Haasji, deep erimson
staining the white of her
firm white cheeks. “Min
heer, get in the house and
tell Vrouw Boen to set one
more plate for supper.
That so dear sweet wife
needs much advice, you
bet.”

But when he was gone
she sat quite still a long
moment; her eyes, that
knew no dissembling, fixed
defiantly on space. Poor
Eli, helpless witness, won-
dered again why Fate had cast her in such cruel
roles. Loving Tess she had brought a gift of doubt.
Loving Haasji . . . No, no! Dear God, she mustn't
even think it! “Haasji, dearest Haasj,” she cried
out, like a child in pain. “It won't be long! I-—oh,
I'm not caring—indeed I'm not! But the Winnipeg
doctor told me I'd neve »

Like a whirlwind Haasji caught her in her arms.
“Eli Lind! you should know better. A doctor like

Continued on page 28
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that makee foolishness in you. Sure,
ves, I feel it, When Min Heer Johann
gets him a sweet wife, he keeps her, yon

“Haasji, H.\’u]n, do listen. You ought
to know
“But, yes,

* said Haasji, firmly, “I do.

Too much for one Dutch head. Ach, be
still! And before I forget; your mama
has a little trouble in the foot. Neen,

not much. Just enough for good excuse.
Newlyweds, you should know, don't fit
=0 well 2 mama-in-law.”

E now for Eli days brighter
than any she had known. To be

the centre of interest, the object of
everyone’s care was a novel experience
howsoever tinged with ineradic able bit-
terness, Hahjl gave her whole ieisure;
Herman revived his story-teller’s art;
Anton sang for her. Even Daria, after
bespeaking her saints, donned her best
and, shoes on back till within easy dis-
tance, paid a lengthy visit.

No empty-handed visitor!

Choicest

vegetables, washed and glowing; a great
seed-cake and certain buns famouns in

Riga was her offering to the sick bride.
Christos pity! such luck was a cruci-
fixion!

Haasji was there at the time reading
from a big book. Horspidy! that was
unwise. Learning was a weariness—good
thick soup with plenty of oil much bet-
ter. But she beamed on Haasji, shrewd
eves appraising one, then another, the

pale child wedded to her Barin; the
H: in himself, still smiling, yet <ome-
how altered, an the irrepres=ible Hauasji,
whose strong hands served so ably. From
one to the other Horspidy, that
Dutch one had a queer way 01‘ watching
the Barin, little yearning shadows cr
ing the golden ey
laughter when

100

he
Anton said, that Haasji was a deep one!

Yet despite this sceming peace and
small diversions the house of Boen rock-
ed upon a smoldering crater. Deep at
Heart Helga still nursed resentment. Nor
was it lessened when, on each trip to
town, she encountered fresh criticism
and persistent curiosity. Johann Lind
and Johann’s doings on every idler's
tongue. Herre Gud! it tried her sorely.
Such times she could not bring herself
to look at Eli, nor, indeed, to enter the
porch at all.

But not until the day
word Andre wouldn't pay l||~x
visit was Eli made to feel the br
it. “Ja, sce what yon've done—
burst upon poor ||n~n~pml| g E
ing a letter high in air—"*Mark it,
Lind, for the like was never heard. Both
sons lost to me—do you hear? Both sons
destroyed by your ht philandering.

v, shame, lor old age, God spare
; I can not

o nml\. Johann entered behind

“Mother,”” said he, “Therss wuch
room inside.” And, before =he could
resist, the angry old lady found self
lifted bodily into the kitchen. Back with
Eli he dismi ~|d the whole thing with a
shrug. Helga’s tempers meant nothing:
in an hour or two she'd be back Mlllllll"
and penitent. Mother Helga had a heart
belying her tongue.
Eli shivered. “No, no. She hates me.
I know it. I've always known it. Oh,
Johann, why can't she hear the truth?
Why can't I tell her Andre never cared—
even that would help. What difference
could it make"?

“Eli, dear, I hate old arguments, And
differences are the devil to explain. Sup-
pose you just humor mc—lt means a
good deal, after a fashion.”

Pity he could not sce her face: all her
soul shining there, her heart in the dust
at his But his eyes were fixed on
the flax-ficld showing blue in the dis-
tance, and his lhou--ht-« were dark ss
death. When he left she watched his
straight, free-striding figure crossing to
those fields where, instinet told lier, his
one comfort lay. Dear God, now she knew
there was grief too deep for tears——

Little image - of - shoreless-sorrow, si-
lent, unsceing, tired hands like silver
leaves in her ln}). Haasji found her hours
later. “Haasji,” said she, softly, “I've
been thinking how good it is to escape
the winter. . . . I always hated snow.”

-

Continued from page 18

ITH Lena Jong in hospital
(though God knows a leg shouldn’t
need such mending) Simon II])'-l'(l more
rapidly into broodin
knew doctors were arch decei
hospitals mere pirate dens. What else
explained this fuss and care? Herre
Gud, the old woman lived like a queen
while he struggled alone in the house!
Not that the house was much in itself
. . ridiculous of Solvie Stubb to ask
fifteen dollars a monlh to keep it! The
woman was ¢ No, it wasn’t the
house, but the pigs and chickens, Some-
how the devil had got into the chickens.
Never an egg could he find, and the pigs
died. The cream went-bad, and the but-
ter worse—fleabites in themselves but
taken together enough to make a man
lose patience with the world.

0

s and

Who Are You?

By Lucic E. Bevan
Ten little fingers, ten little toes,
Everyone pink as the sweet wild rose;
One little mouth as red as a cherry,
Tico lillle dimples, saucy! Oh very!
Soon there'll be curls to make a crown,
And shining big, two eyes of brown.
I said, “Oh sweetheart, who are you
She only smiled and gurgled “Goo!”

She raised those supple ten pinlk toes
Until they almost touched her nose.
I could not help but pinch her cheek
And think no wonder men are weak,
When little rascals air their charms
And wave around those lovely arms.
“You know more than you care to tell,
Now truly, aren’t you Daddy's girl?”
She only looked me through and through
And smiled again, and gurgled “Goo!”

He lost much more than that the
morning Dr. Willson’s bill arrived in the
post. “Ja, da,” Mrs. Jensen detailed later,
“the poor man got a shock to shrink the
flesh on his bones”! He gasped;
groaned; he sank nerveless upon a handy
apple-barrel.  Three hundred dollars—
that's what he asked, that son of Judas.
Three hundred lnlhn for patching a
bone in one old woman’s leg. Herre Gud,
whoever heard of such outrageous non-
sense!

Dame Jensen offered comfort:
Becker—the fat one \\.ldung wes in
hospital—told me Lena’s leg was a job
to be proud of; :-plmlorb and swellings
and complications—

“Ja”! Simon lea
it. Complications!
money these day
sen, in the comp
so dumb myself™!

That night he wrote Andre demand-
ing in no uncertain language the nine
hundred dollars he owed him. High time
he paid him, the young devil, making

“Effie

ed to life, “yon said
That’s what makes
. But wait, Mrs. Jen-
sation business I'm not

game of trust and fools of women! Ja,
let him pay at once he'd make short

shrift of the glamor around his name.
But Andre had the wisdom of the sphinx.
Never a word Simon received, much less
money. And with expenses pil daily
what was he todo? Employ a Lawyer as
greedy as the rest? Throw more good
dollars after bad? Not he. Not while
there was a loop-hole. First he'd try the
screws on Helga; tell her a few fine
truths of that son of hers. Worse scoun-
drel he than the other!
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The resolution formed, he dascended
like storm upon the Boen houschold, his
young bays, newly broken, thundering
up the lane to the ear-splitting jan 3
creaking wheels and groaning axles.
frightened cry from Eli tore Helga from
a brown- \lmlv induced by several house-

atalogues and sent her flying wi
rd. “Simon”! she gasped, inered-
, dismayed. “Simon Berg coming

“So it seems,” said Johann, geiting up
quietly from his struggle with accounts
to lock the door of Eli’s shelter.

“But what can he want?
now

Johann smiled. “Judging by looks he’ll
tell us soon enough.”

It is doubtful whether Simon saw Jo-
hann when he stamped into the room.
All the way down he'd been so bhusy re-
hearsing his spleen at Helga. Ja, he was
certain now that all l.ﬂm s insubordina-
tion dated from her intimacy with high-
handed Helga. Well, he’d show her she
couldn’t poison a man’s wife agains® him
and get away with it, the creature!

What

“Helga! Helga! A word with you,
Dame Boen—-"

“Yes”? Johann's wind-warm voice had
a hint of laughter in it, “so we gather.
Sit down, Simon Berg, the day 15 young.”

Simon sucked his breath like a drown-
ing steer, kicked aside the pl nﬂ’l red seat
and roared, beside himself: “Your time's
coming, Johann Lind, never doubt it,
Just now it's Helga Boen concerns me
most. Ja, mischief-brewer, you'll get the
truth for once. Mother of lhm\pe that
rour pride”!
mon,” the voice came gently, mock-
“yon do me wrong. Thief, man,
thieves; in thievery I own no rival.”

Simon blinked, treading his anier, non-
plussed the moment: what did he mean,
the cocky young devil? Ja, what did he
mean by laughing in his fa Bath!
smart talk—but there’s smarter. " What's
a girl to nine hundred dollars? Nive hun-
dred dollars—ja, you needn’t look poison
vet, Dame Boen; e it till T send that
son of yours to jail.”

Helga clutched the table for support.
What was he ranting? Her son .

x

her son . . . . nine hundred dollars--
jail. . ..
Not suspecting Andre’s transaction

Johann stood bewildered for a moment,
his clear-visioned eyes fixed on the sneer-
ing fi before him and, malig
no, truth stood painted there. Once aain
Andre had failed in the measure of a

man.
“My son”? Incarnate Rachel, wound-
ed, stricken—“MY son”! The cry cut

Johann to the depths of feeling. Slowly,
dreading what he knew, he turned to

her. Poor mother! old, grey, bent
with toil, the fll--htt-ln-d heart of her
pleading in her eyes. * s0n; not
Andre—No, no, no! he lies,
Johann. Tell him to begone™!
“Helga Boen, I tell you the truth.
Your son—"

Johann’s laughter descended, silk-cur-
tained, xni\t their wrath. “Thanks,
Simon,” said he, “you flatter me really-
and, come to think of it, I can’t sce lm\\
the thing cscaped me . . . Of course
you'll get your money.”

imon stood |u-lr|!u-tl open mouth
; gash in his choleric face.
senses recling, sank into a ch
Gud, what a fright she'd got! !
a fool to let doubt enter.

“Yes, of course you'll get
Johaun stipulated calmly.
suppose we step outside”?

Recalling, clearly, arms steel-hard and
uncommonly swift in action, Simon
thought best to comply. After all, if the
fool luul him \\h.lt else mattered? “Ja,
well and good,” he growled at finish.
“Just the same—why do it, Johann
Lind"?

Knowing well each word had been, and
still was, insufferably r to Eh he
chose his answer accordi “Suppose
we call it conscience—payment ftor the
goods I stole”?

No whit deceived, Simon answered
coarsely: “Ja, da! at last you admit
seducing the creature from a good home
and lover. You surprise me, Johann
Lind.”

“As to that, Simon Berg, we weren't
discussing excellence,” Johann drawled

Continued from page 50
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good-naturedly, “debt and debtors, keep
reminded.”

Simon was no fool. Hate Johann he
might yet here was sacrifice command-
ing due respect. “Damnation, man™! he
blurted, “what’s the truth? Youn can’t
be dreaming money knowing [ despise
you—and you never wanted the little
fool.”

Johann pointed to the horses. “Ner-
vous brutes, Simon, don’t keep them
longer.”

“I'll have my answer. Ja, after all,
I'm Eli's father.”

Johann laughed softly. “Her father?
that escape me? Well, and
am her husband—=-becanse

—I love her.

Thanks to the noise of Shmon’s de-
parture the scurry of flying feet seck
the poplars was happily lost . . . Haax
Van Meiris, unwitting eavesdropper, flec-
ing madly a truth she should have
known. Ach, fleeing what she DID know,
stupid red-head!

Satin cheek against a gleaming boic
she chided herself sharply: “Haasji Van
Meiris, little fool, what could you ex-
Min Heer to hate his wife? Min

| Heer to play the scoundrel? 2Min Heer

QueenSt. East & Davies Ave. |

Toronto, 8, Ontario
(H5-1)
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| conld she hope to sway such granite

another Andre? Neen, neen, not thac

.« « " Ach, no, it was Min Heer's trouble
grieved her; those lies and, yes, that
wife =0 good-for-nothin,
only that,
hands

It was that
“Neen”! Haasji struck her
together sharply. She lied, it

3 it was Min Heer him-
sar black-
r

lost to her forever.
Eli had, indeed, heard every word and
never words more deadly. Nor was it
her father’s voice alone cut her like a
sword. Johann'’s answer added an infin-
ity of pain to her overwrought con-
science. She felt she hated him. His
wrosity enslaved her: his saerifice
outraged all sense of righteousness, and

*this last gallant offering robbed her of

the final shreds of self-respect. What
need for such fine mockery? Love her!
Dear God, did he not know that love
should have no advocate? Heeded no
measures of why or wherefore-— How
could he think so to delude her? Oh, she
would not have it! Of debt she had
enough—this last she could not suifel

The rumble of wagon wheels
fainter Eli crept to the open screen.
Yes, he was there by the gate, his fine
head high, his splendid figure rock-hewn
in its certain power; the fields he
loved before him in a billowing green
£0a, Eli shivered; that conquering
strength of his affrighted her.  How

purpose? And yet she must—:she must!

“Johann,” she called, in a voice quite
strange and startling. But not so start-
ling as the revelation in the face he
turned to her. Dear God, how like to
death must be the thought of her!

“You called, Eli? You want me'?

Oh, dreadful gentleness!  Now she
| knew what made the Linds invincible
| and terrifying. The breath canght in

| her throat, the heart a racing maduess in

her bosom, but she forced herseli to
speak lest he come and by his nearness
put an end to resolution.

“Yes, yes 1 did—I do. I want to talk
to you, Johann . .. But not now- later.
I'm s0—s0 very weary now.”

A ghost of a smile kindled his face.
“As you say, Eli. But I warn you I'm
quite unmanageable.”

And =o she found him. No argument,
no pleading, no tears could change him.
Invulnerable behind that laughter of his
no barb could reach him. Once more she
longed to hate him. To hate and defy
and by defiance save them both. “Jo-
hann,” she cried in desperation, “think
of me if youw'll not think of yourself.
Helga hated me before; think how she'll
loathe me now. Don’t leave me at her
righteous merey™!

He picked her up child-fashion, |l‘iug
her tears, smiling whimsically. “Now,
Eli, you'd think your husband wasn't
the least defence to hear you talk. Pretty
pass this early in the game”!

Lying against his shoulder, wet lashes
slender down-turned crescents on  her
cheeks, the look of him that morning
rose to mock her. Woman-wise she knew
happiness was not for them. His kind-
ness, sprung of pity, could but teach her

w
“

Continued from page 28

hate; his patience fix more firmly her
sense of obligation . . . Strange, was it
not, that now she saw her duty \
Now, when all was lost. Dear God, she
would be patient; she'd keep her counsel
and wait the day of destiny.

FTEN enough that resolution caine

near to breaking for Helgza neither
tried, nor cared, to hide her fresh dislike
of Eli. But der to bear were the con-
stant aspersions cast on Johann when-
ever a soul was round to hear. In tones
caleulated to penetrate the porch-chan-
ber Helga recounted cach fault and fail-
ing, inherent and acquired, on the =light-
est provocation. Outraged pride presum-
ably took this form of grief that others
should suffer with her.

In Johann's presence she assumed 2
blighting tolerance that only once gave
way to hot reviling. That was on the
day he drove his blooded cows to aue
tion. Herre Gud, what callons disreg
of her opinion. To sell the blooded stock
they'd dreamt so long of possessing
God smite her if she’d seen the like
before.

sickened to hear the things she
said; awful death’s-head things intended
to break the stiffest pride. Dear God,
help him, help him . . . ! How conld he
be silent under that volley of bitter in-
sults? How could he smile? How (won-
der of all) could he laugh?

Laugh he did, but the laughter hung
like a sword suspended lo f
door closed behind him. He
violence crumbled to weak se y. She
was ruined; the farm was ruined, they
were all ruined by Johann'’s foolishness.
Herre Gud, what had she done to suffer
sucl fate? Troll take the Linds and
all their breed forever!

Eli waited no more. Wrapping a thick
shawl round her shoulders she lef* that
prison-sanctuary of hers and. fear-wing-
ed, fled to Herman's hay-loft, wresting
that good old dreamer of all composure
by tumbling wraithlike in upon him.

“Nu, da, Herre Gud! Eli?¥ Can it be
Eli—El Lind"”?

His consternation was so comical she
had to laugh, a-tremble with weak ner-
vousness though she was: “Oh, it's not
my ghost, worse luck, grandfather—just
me mys=elf.”

Making place beside him he rebuked
her gently. “Nu, nu, little one, is that
wisdom? To forget like that what's best
for you 4

“Stop! Stop”! she cried sharply. “T'll
not listen. I'm through with listening.
All my life I've done nothing else and
nothing ever went right. Now you shall
hear me—I can't be silent longer. Her-
man, nothing they =ay is true. Lies, lies.
all of it! Johann doesn’t love me. Never
loved me . . . conldn’t love me. As to
Andre, I hate, I loathe him! Oh, Her-
man, if you knew the th he's =aid
and done! . . . This money—it was he
got it from Papa. I know: I was ther
—to get it he pretended love for 1
she broke into hysterical laughter,
Herman, it’s funny, terribly funny, that
love of Andre’s—as funny as the hate of
Johann Lind’

“Nu. nu,” Herman soothed her kindly,
“not so fast, little one, an old man’s wits
are slow. There, rest your head against
my shoulder. ¢ heart, child; things
are never as bad as they seem.”

Truth, doubtless, yet when he had
heard the whole of her story comiort
failed him, and wisdom offered no hope.
Herre Gud, what ways the little feet of
women trod! What bitter cups FLife
passed them!

Gentle as a mother he wrapped his rug
about her. “Nu, da, little El, rest vo
That lad of mine will yet be happy-
dwell no more on that. Ja, take it for
truth, my foolish one, there never was
a Lind but got his joy.

LI'S story strengthened rather than
prompted Herman’s action. OFf late

his thoughts had turned, with peculiar
reistence, to Herr Lind. Perhaps the
intolerable situation confrontinz them
all had something to do with it—or the
feeling that Time must shortly call an
end to dreams. Nu, ja, be that as it
may, the Lind sins and glories mingled
softly in his mind. How they loved ac-
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complishment, those Linds? Conguerors
always; conquest their justification for
excess and tyranny — graceful sinners,
too. . . . Herr Lind was ageing now: 2
son might not be unwelcome. It was
worth i for something must be
done. Never a Lind but laughed in the
face of unhappiness—defeat of purpose
was another matter,

Convinced in his own mind Herman set
about the business of drafting several
letters, Which painstaking Jabor done
he tried his best to ameliorate Helga's
bitterness. But Helga eschewed peace
making. So far as she was concerned
Johann had transgressed bevond forgive-
ness, Came then, that unforgettable day
when Ole brought the mail from Haw-
thorne beaming like a midnight sun for
the grand surprise he'd give them. Grin-
ning and blowing and full of foolish
talk: “Sure, Herman, the Steamship
Company =ent a travel book from Den-
mark. Ja, and here’s papers for Eli.
Bills for Johann and that new horse
book——"

“Ole, what mail”!
sharply.

“Tut, woman,” his broad face fairly
glowed. “Mail? ain't it mail, all this?
But ja, now I think of it, there's some-

Helga's voice rang

thing for you, Mama—"
“For shame, Ole Boen! Something?

God pity such dumbness, it’s a letter
from Andre”!

Joy flooded her like sunrise. He wrote
so beautifully, her darling boy, the hand
close, fine, every word a jewel. He loved
her; he missed her; he longed =o fer-
vently to see her . . . especially now that
he was on the point of leaving for Min-
neapoliz. Helga readjusted her glasses,
re-read the line . . . Ja, it was there,
unmistakably clear. But what nonsense
followed Minneapolis where he'd en-
ter business with his father-in-law
Father-in-law? Whose father-i
Herre Gud, what was wrong with her
senses ?

“Ole! Ole! quick, read what it says—
tell me am I craz

But Ole never read that lefter; more
convineing proof of world-madness gal-
vanized their fears. Screams, ear-split-
ting and unearthly, ripped their stupor
like forked lightning. Wild-eyed, hyster-
ical, half-clad Eli tumbled in, a Winni-
peg daily clutched to her breast. “See.
see,” she shricked, “how fine he is, your
Andre. Hats, flowers, frills=—a whole col-
umn on the wedding and here in the
corner. . . . she swayed; would have
fallen but for Ole’s quick support—~“here
in the corner three little lines: ‘A girl’s
body . .. found in the Red River’ —Tess.
A girl’s body—Dear God, just that—my
beautiful Tess. You should have seen
her, known her; heard her langh-— A
girl’s body™!

She shook herself free of Ole and, fear-
less at Jast, snatched the letter from
Helga’s helpless fingers, “What use to
read his lies? Not Papa; nov Johann;
not God conld keep me silent now!
Helga Boen, that dead girl was Andre’s
sweetheart. S loved him; she wor-
shipped him . . . dearest Tess, how shall [
make her understand? Do you hear,
Helgn Boen? Do you understand?  She
loved him; she had faith in him and see
what it got her? Faith in Andre Boen,
your fine son™!

Grey ed, Helga spoke with stiff
pride. “She’s out of her mind, better

take her to bed.”

Unnoticed in the excitement Johann
had entered from the rear. The singular
quality of his voice struck them «ddly,
dashing their fever like a shower of cool
rain. Said he, “Mad folk are apt to be
too honest . . . Eli, my dear, why all
this? Why such—"

The sentence died unfinished for Eli,
drained of false energy, gave a smoth-
cred, heart-despairing ery and sank in-
sensible at their feet. Alas, for courage
burned out =0 soon! Yet an Eh, strong,
had amazed them more, her little weak-
nesses were grown familiar. God’s pity!
Would that look plainly writ in the pale
upturned face ever be familiar? Helga
shuddered. She must be mad: the whole
world might be mad, but here was some-
thing greater than Life commanding in-
stant service.

“Out of my way—" it was the mother-

Continued on page 68
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Continued from page 30

heart speaking. “So, poor littls one!
Poor little one! Quick, the spirits of

ammonia from the cupboard—uo, leave
her to me, my old arms are strong . ...

Ole—it’s got to be; you'll nave to bri
Lena. Nu, da, don’t stand there stariy
Can’t you sec? Lena must come.

and that quickly.”

But Ole hadn’t heart to face a woman
broken, half dead with such news, Herre
Gud, no! Better that Johann, whom she
trusted, be the messenger.

Strange how the weakest natures
sometimes rise to sublime heights under
final punishment. Lena received the tid

ings in dignified, tearless siience, un
broken until the Boen farm buildings

flashed into view from a bend in the
road. Then, it is true, she caught Jo-
hann’s arm in sudden soul-sweeping ter-
ror: “She isn’t gone? I'll se¢ my Eli
smile again . . . hear her voice--"7

Johann looked very grim and forbid-
ding, but he assured her as best he knew,
stressing the good they wonld do one
another; the joy they wounld bring
stressing, too, the need of caution. Lena
heard him with closed eyes and a Lint of
smiles around the lips. “Johann Lind,
Johann Lind,” ran her thou “I'd
never imagined lies could be sc Nant.”

Eli sank very rapidly. Once in her
mother’s arms it seemed she neither
cared nor knew that life was slipping
from her. Like lovers under doom of
separation they could not bear to be
apart. Hour upon hour Lena
her—and here was the miracle -
in the face of death. Smiled alwa
cept that early dawn when Eli spoke
Andre; of Johann Lind, and Haasji Van
Meiris.

But even then black anger sustained
her. She had lost much, would lose more
yet this remained: Helga, nor all. their
little world, should hug their slander
longer! As if in confirmation of the
thought, Eli touched her hand: “You'll
not forget, Johann, Mama?
them everything”?

“I'll tell them, child, have no doubt of
that”!

Eli bethought her of another debt:
Haasji Van Meiris . . . how was it she
had forgotten? “Dear Mama, I must see
Haasji. Tell Johann I must se¢ Haasji.”

Left together a terrible silence twined
round them. Words seemed impossible,
thought an effort. But at last Eli found

strength to begin retelling the tangled |

story in feverish vehemence. Yet neither

relief nor joy sprang to Huasji's face. |

“Haasji, Haasji, you understand, don't
you? Dear Haasji, say you do”!
Haasji shook her golden head roughly.

“What for, Eli Lind, should I say it? |

A man like
enough.”
“Haasji
lieve—"
Neen!
lieve. I know. Shame on yon for such
talk! Didn't I hear him with my own
cars tell your papa that he loved you"?
Only that intolerable iron-weight in
her breast prevented Eli's bursting into
laughter. Never before was Haasji so
funny; so like a little angry red hen,
Very beautiful her smile as, little hand

that to love you--it is

Van Meiris! Can’t you be

clasping Haasji's, she whispered shyiy: |

“Kiss me, Haasji, and—and, don’t quite
forget me . . . He said that to Papa,
Haasji Van Meiris, because he knew I
could hear. He didn’t know I should see
his face”! If a dying voice can be said to
be fierce it was Eli's when, a moment
later, she pushed her friend from her,
“There, Haasji Van Meiris, I've paid my
debt . . . No, no, leave me. Leave me
dear Haasji, to Mama.”

T WAS a changed Lena faced her one-
time confident in the dreadful quiet

of the Boen Kkitchen the day of Eli's
funeral. “You're satisfied, I suppose,
Helga Boen, with the fruits of your
pride.”

“My pride”?

Lena laughed harshly. “Ja, what else?
Now I think of it, Simon and you aren’t
so different. Money for Simon, Andre for
vou—false gods, Helga Boen, for the
ruin of us all. You may
prised, for it's queer that Johann Lind
came never to your mind. Yet who, can

Continued on page 71

You'll tell

Eli Lind, I don't have to be- |

well look sur- |
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you tell me, keeps the farm togather and
the roof over your ungrateiul head?
Shame to you, foolish woman. Ja, and
for all I've lost I'm happier than you,
Helga Boen, with such a conscience™'
“Lena! Lena! Lena Berg, for the sake

of the past—"

Jut Lena had no intention of laying
down the cudgels, not until Helga W
ered before her, pride in tatters, the last
illugion wrested, would she halt her
Y cons d ruction, But then, for such
is (]u ness of human nature, the

a broken and contrite
atified her. Ja,
was right the stubborn old creatur
should suffer, but after :|II wasn't she
to be pit Poor thing! God knew,
sorrow for the living was no less bitter
than decent grief for the dead.

Sensible to the suffering in Lena, Hel-
ga fumbled tc Is her with nervous,
groping hands: “Pity, Lena, pity! I see
my blindness. Ja, my wickeiness and
sin. No wonder the Lord has taken away
my son”! >

That desperate cry swept down the
last barrier. Foolish old women, what
wood this drawing swords over the graves
of their dead? ter, like N men,
to bury the blade and shame to

“Helga B
and glowin
friendship

1er.

" Lena'’s voice was warm
i P WE neve
Arms entwa
heads close they neither
nor saw th ann had  discove
them. Lost in the sublime comiort of ills
forgiven they sat far removed from
carth. And Johann, seeing them, 1
something of their strange peace
in his heart also.

T WAS fall before Herman heard from
Herr Lind; a eryptic message in ke
with char er. “Good ~H,' wrote he,

k odness to expect me  six
¢. I suffer shocking curiosity
the young fool you call my

nnnu rnin

son.”
Nu, da. Clearly Herr Lind h u] xhn\' vl
very little. Perhaps he had been a fool

to write at all. He should I‘.|'. ' lrm.\n
Life could adjust its own problems. W ith
peace restored, what need for Herr Lind
to arrive at all? What need indeed!
Even Simon, humln]ml at last, said never
a word though Lena stayed on at the
Boens'!

Very like a troubled thi!nl Herman
laid the mesasge before Helga. She V.m'.‘
ed at him in utter t \\illlv:m. over
rim of her readin sses. “Herr Inul
Herre Lind-—Herr d! Not OUR He
Lind coming here

“Ja, our Herr Lind. T wrote him when
things were bad. Nu, da, when it comes
to that, Johann should know."

“Shame on you, Herman™! Helga chid-
ed sharply, entirely losing sight of the
real issue, n you, foolisk
man, not speak fore. Loo
house! Ole, Ole; right to Hawthorne
for paint and brushes. Not to such a
dullness will T welcome the master’!

The six weeks ran to six W
and Helga’s now shining house still
waited its visitor. Perhaps hv'd changed
his mind: wasn't coming at all; hadn’t
intended to come, thought she, and grew
strangely nervous about it. God knew he
owed them s ing!

3ut at la "ar driving a fine
black cutter behind a dashing team that
twinkled gaily to the tune of many
bells.  He was the first to
“Ole! Herman”! she shrilled,
Herr d, as I live! Quick, Le
on the kettle—ja, (ln where is that .
hann, do you suppose”?

S n-nl\ less ]I|X1IH|| Ole hurried out
to greet the distinguished visit ‘el
come, welcome™! he stammered ! awk-

s more

wardly.

lh rr Lind leaped lightly to the ground,
s dark face smiling “Devilish cold,
* said he, “I'y nn! sure I like it,
though the air is fine and the sunshine
dazzling.” Off flew the gloves and Ole
found himself gripping lean white
hand, steel-fingered nnl
“Well, well, Ole, so we meet a
~mnll place this world of ours.

“Ja, ja,” Ole was thankful he had the
]xur-»-\-lu unhiteh; those eyes of the
master always had unstrung him. “Ja,

Continued on page 72
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not so big ... Be

» humble, Herr Lind
Helga waits inside.”

s inside. My

ood Ole,

that e of better d
But stiffly curtseying before
him in her s ess prairic ¢ was not

of better days. ty, thought
» robs a woman-—only her

OIe Lena
rved long
na offered
red at the

., wel

i
gracious thank

Only Herr
liflicult to fors
N wWas come.

ve her.

« apart, found it
past now the
it if he'd get
nore than a curt wnl from I 1

Herr xed wel-
lightly

points

Lind

Herre Gud! ]uv\\
. How like i
was he saving
way of his
i I pray,
that ‘I”'\" ic idi

“Herr Lind,” Helga flushed,
heavily, “vou’ll nolx
You'll find him far that
Hs Ways—queer I but
¢ good Hel spare your efforts
wmps I've a1y n what Lind virtues
should be. I 1tbt not he has a full
share of them.”

whose conscie
nee, Ole, with
w, entered at the moment.
died on Herr Lind’s lips; his
ved, every feature of his high
face expres %8 as marble. Dey

r, thought he, how much a
» wiser!

High

» to see
't copy? Lind
scorn to ti
him for an

% e lged the need
of introduction; steel on ateel their
glances  crossed merciless as  dueling
swords. Herr Lind was the first to offer
“Come, come, don’t tell me you've
ghost.”
" said Johan
the case much be
Herr Lind’s 1l

gtime gladness.

1 curtly. “Devil fits

er had a lilt of
“Devil or no, you're

ue to form, my son. Enheartening, not
to say delightful discovery™!

Again their |

battle; but
e, vet strangely
n Herr Lind's eyes put
tilit

an end
Out flew Johann's ¢ [
* laughed he—a note of li nn-

“I hadn’t thought to wel-
eting. But -it seems

yvou've )
That evening Herr Lind was at his
best; scintillating, brilliant, admirable
proof of pleasure in his son. A lad to
| ney. How sad Fru Lind had guit-
sickly world ere
reproach of his!
ither that Johann Lind . . . And when
he talked, from down the corridors of
gay voice sounded i

seeing again this
Ah, no nlvx‘lull

L xlul
Herr Lind hac

devilish que

stayed the week
t he was due
within the month
undone thas claimed
~m]'1i-~ lu]xun suf-
swrot ng and,
1 elf con-
1 pride in ‘lll' land.
d heard him through in awmus-
tion. Such lofty optimismn
repeated failures struck him as delicions-
ly funny. Lov . his head still in
'I|- clouds! But not till he'd taken leave
of the family and he and Johann
alone at the gate did he hint of his r
rrand. Said he then, almost
“My son, what would you say
ership in a thriving busin A busi
s not so altruis ) as this
ipire building but mtxnm]\ more lu-
rative, if not soul-satisfying. I'm ser-
it’s the reason for my coming.
hann Lind, in your own country a
position by no means desp le awaits
vou, should you care to acce [ don’t

ttention
fe ,.‘l a twi
still more

L part

pt.
Continued on page 76
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deserve it, but nothing wonld give me
greater joy than seeing you established
in Rene-Dahl—the ancient home of the
Linds.”

What should he say? Johann knew
well where the offer tended. Affluence,
enlture; all things he'd dreamt of, know-
ing them his by right of instinet, waited
hig taking—“Father . . . ” the word came
heavily, “it’s mighty fine—I'll not forget.
Still—I couldn’t do it.”

Herr Lind resumed his armor. Imper-
ions, cold, he took his place in the cut-
ter. “Don’t be a fool,” said he, “give
yourself time—mail travels swiitly.”

Joharm spoke with quiet firmness.
“Swift or no, it matters nothing. My
answer stands, You mentioned country
—a place where through chance I hap-
pened ‘to be born. You err, sir: this is
my country because I love it; and choose
to live in it; and give it of my strength.”

Herr Lind lost patience. “Poesy and

reock!  What can you know of
. prisoner here on these primitive
plains’

Johann laughed good-naturedly. “How
does the bird know he belon in the
sky? These primitive plains are just
that to me. Lind perversities, you know,
need room for expansion—" He broke
off, suddenly serious. “Look, Herr Lind,”
said he pointing towards the house,
“does that tell nothing of my reason™?

Herr Lind frowned. What he saw:
Helga and Lena, crock of cream between
them, setting out for the milk-house.
What he heard, a jabber of affectionate
warnings: “J reful now, Lena, there's
ice in the path”! Not so fast Helga, the
air’s cold for hard breathing—Tish, my
leg’s all right™!

“Harmony from chaos; admirable, ad-
mirable,” he shrugged, “but a dull sub-
stitute for youthful pleasure.”

The tone angered Johann. Every inch
a Lind, he shot back swiftly: “Perhaps
it pleases me to mock inheritance. 7o
build, rather than destroy”!

Mere slits, the black eyes watching
Johann; mere thread, dark scarlet, the
taunting mouth; the stern face yray-
granite—death in life one nerveless mo-
ment. Then the dulcet laughter break-
ing free again: “Once a Lind, always a
Lind! Well, have it your v -the one
way ever open to the breed

Fortunate or no, Peter Van Meiris,
with Haasji at his side, turned into the
Jane. They'd been to Hawthorn: and
had picked up the mail. Allemachter,
Peter wished he’d known sooner about
the distinguished visitor. Sure, yes. A
man rising from factor to shipowner in
Copenhagen was an honor to meet. A
shipowner with family to boot!

Haasji of a sudden felt a yokel, blush-
ed and stammered and, furious with
herself, fled to the house. Ach it was too
much, four black eyes on her face to-
gether and the heart like a camel in her
breast.

Seemingly lost in Peter’s praises, Herr
Lind had missed no shade of temper. The
quick blush on Haasji’s cheek, the dark
gloom in Johann’s eye—Herre Gud!
What delightful idiocy! What delicious
blindness!

Van Meiris gone to join his daughter,
Herr Lind turned quizzical eyes on that
deluded son of his. you've made
vour choice. This COUNTRY has your
heart, weds your youth. Here, I take it,
yvou'll weave your dreams, fight your
battles, win your victories. But, one
scoundrel to another, let me warn you
it’s not in the way of happiness.”

No mistaking now that hard laughter
designed to hide the torture of souls too
proud for pain. Hard on heels this reck-
Jess mirth Johann spoke of the roads. It
was better to turn east at the forks; it
saved a mile and was smooth going.

Herr Lind waved a deprecatory hand.
“Plague on prudence and pig-headed
pride! Devil take it, Johann Lind, at
Jeast you'll promise to visit Rene-Dahl
sore day”?

Johann's smile, luminous, fleeting,
seemed a flash of dream from down the
dear dead years . .. God's mercy! just
¢0 had she smiled— But he was speak-
ing: ladly, Father. Believe me, I've
always wanted to feel the swell of waves
beneath my feet.”

Herr Lind picked up the lines: “Well,
here’s happier days, Johann Lind, and,

don’t forget the hills of Rene-Dahl are
wondrous en in spring-time.”

Every silver Bell a-chime, and the mel-
low Lind laughter running like a theme
through it all, Herr Lind whirled down
the lane. Pleased with himself; with his
son, and, pleased most of all with the
golden Haasji whose warm blushes hov-
ered like dawn at rim of darkest night.

AME at last a glowing dawn when
Johann wakened to the call of spring,

Freshness, rapture, a grand leap of
pulses everywhere. chievous breezes

and twinkling showers splashing the
cheek of earth; green shoots showing;
birds on wing overhead. Another spring;
another dawn; a new creation; God
speaking in earth and air and sky!

It was early; by walking fast, Johann
decided he could cover the west lot and
be back in time for breakfast. He'd
have to see the poplars with the round
sun a great gold wheel behind their ten-
der tracery. He'd have to see the flax-
field—Johann shrugged at the thought.
What a fool he'd been— What a fool he
was still. The heart of him beating high
for no better reason than sap ascends.

Walking fast, half formulated ideas
drifting like sea-blown fragrance through
the casement of his mind, Johann nei-
ther saw nor heard Haasji Van Meiris
until he was right upon her. Solemn
voung druid dreaming there in the pop-
lars by his flax-field. They stared at
each other like strangers. How was it,
thought he, a dark woman was ever
called beautiful? Why nothing on earth
was lovely as Haasji with the sunlight
crowning her head and the pea-green
poplar leaves dancing in a swirl behind
her! Beautiful? She was more than
beautiful, there was about her a grace
ethereal, a sweetness transcending the
earthly.

But Haasji had no such illusions about
herself. Very earthly indeed, the regrets
and longings of her warm young heart.
Ineffably precious this meeting with the
man she loved. “Min Heer,” she smiled,
“thiz =0 lovely place tempts me ... It is
gladness you didn’t cut the wood o

He laughed, unceremoniously pulling
her down beside him. “Now, Haasji, I've
been scolded enough about that flax-field.
All said and done the crime could be
worse.”

“Sure, yes, and the reward greater,”
she told him gaily. “Flax, Min Heer, is
well enough, but wheat—nice yellow
wheat pays better.”

“Ach,” he mocked her, “voun’ve forgot-
ten flax in bloom.”

“Poof! Such sickly blueness makes for
me a pain! Blue like fishwives’ eyes!
Neen, you should know better.”

Watching her through half-closed eyes
Johann sensed, despite her seeming
gaiety and frankness, a touch of melan-
choly foreign to her sunny nature. Haas-
ji Van Meiris, don’t tell me you're mop-
ing on a day like this,” he teased her.

To his dismay and, ungraciously, his
delight also, her lips quivered suspicious-
ly, brave gold eyes quickly \'vilch. “But
ves, it is a mope, sure,” she admitted
softly. “Min Heer, tomorrow I go to
Mevrouw my aunt. She doesn't like it
alone, and so dear uncle makes him a
trip to Amsterdam for three months.”

Johann's eyves twinkled. “But, Haasji,
you were happy in Saskatoon before.”

“Stupid She flung him a contemp-
tuous look. “Before! Ach, before and
today, you should know, is very different.
In Saskatoon there is much noise, and
buying of bonnets. But, ach, what for
to say it. You should know, Johann
Lind, these g0 dear woods, the quiet sky
and—and thiz =o foolish flax-field, makes
for me a loneliness in summer™!

“In summer? "Thy only in summer—
why only the flax-field kes in you
this so dear loneliness, Haasji Van Mei-
ris"”?

“Stupid! It is hot in cities. Ach, little
holes in the pavement your heels make,
20 hot it gets, and the air like a smell
of bad washing.”

Never had she heard him laugh like
that, joyously, exultantly. Ach, so he
found her funny, did he? Color mount-
ing, she treated him to her best Can-
adian scorn: “I'm honored, no doubt,
you find me so amusing, Mr. Lind. T'd
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like to serve you, but Mama’s waiting
breakfast.”

He caught her hands fast. ‘“Now,
Haasji, be patient. I'm not so much
amused as needing advice. I'm thinking
of building a house, here in the clearing.
What do you say to that”? .

Certain her cheeks resembled boiled
beets Haasji's temper flared accordingly
but the ready retort died under stress
of his eyes. Ach, Mama was right. Black
eves were the plague. Sure, yes; and
Haasji did her best to glare angrily. For
all the effects it had she might have
spared the effort. “A little house, chrome
walled, green-roofed, with a flax-field for
blue lawn; how’s that, Haasji"?

She jerked her hands free rudely, but
determined to play the game. “Chrome
walls, green roof; sure, yes, but the rest
—ach, what foolishness! You should
know a house like that has soft grass,
gravel walks and on the wall scarlet
runners, and hollyhocks in a row be-
fore.”

“And the house should face the road
and have a mansard roof and long win-
dows

“Neen, neen”! Haasji jumped to her
feet. “What for a French roof on a little
house here on a Canadian farm? You
should know better, Min Heer. Neen,
neen, better a Dutch cottage with dear
wide-gilled windows—ach, you make a
Jaugh at me, I sce it in your eyes. Jo-
hann Lind, I'm cross with you!

Away she flew, followed by his laugh-
ter. Thought she, tears stinging her
eyes, how good to know Min Heer could
laugh like that. Sure, yes. Just the
same she was glad that Aunt Grietje
needed her . that little house, in
building, would simply kill her!

Secure in certain hope Johann was
content to'let her go. But after she was
gone many were the visits he paid
Vrouw Van Meiris; presumably to learn
the ins and outs of proper Dutch cot-
tages. A knowledge she was happy to
impart. Allemachter, yes—with eyes
like that what could a man not ask?

So time moved on peacefully, till the
day Johann was cutting his fields, the
grain standing ripe and tall, and Helga
put an end to calm by bursting upon
him excitedly: “Johann, Johann”! she
cried, hoarse and breathless from her
run to the field. “she's hurt . . . she's
home—Haasji Van Meiris is hurt™!

Solid earth a storm-tossed barque, a
flimsy, breaker-destined; life itself illu-
sion . . . nothing left but chaos. For a
wild heart-beat Johann doubted his
senses, dreaded his reason and knew the
terror of fear. Herre Gud! Helga’s con-
science smote her. She hadn’t meant to
care the lad like that.

“Nu, da, Troll take me for a fool,
Johann. It’s not so bad. Just a little
burn—Peter stopped by to tell me &

He was off across the fields leaving
her speaking to c-m}ny air, the grey team
for company. Before the Van Meiris
cottage the good vrouw was soberly
sweeping the path. “Allemachter”! she
gasped, at sight of the wild-eyed visitor.
“What is, Johann Lind"?

He was past, and over the threshold,
in what to the calm Dutch housewife
seemed” a single savage bound. “Alle-
machter, what a fever! What a mad,
mad, fever”!

But to Haasji, sitting in an old rocker,
bandaged feet on a huge hassock, the
sight of Min Heer flying like that was
paradise in action. “Min Heer”! she
cried. Her dear amber eyes turned like
golden stars to the glory of his face.
“Min Heer! Min Heer”! He swept her
to his heart as recklessly as though she
were not half good enough for you.”

Vrouw Van Meiris, weary of sweep-
ing, gave a hasty glance into her orderly
kitchen. Ach, even more hastily the good
Vrouw decided another turn down the
walk could do no harm.

Said Johann, struggling back to com-
mon sense: “There’s something I'd like
to show you, dear heart.”

“Ach, flax, most likely”! Haasji taunt-

He punished her with kisses. Well, for
the fright you gave me, Haasji Van
Meiris, vou deserve nothing better. Of
course, 1 thought you'd killed yourself.”

“Ach! Min Heer, you should do better.
Hand on heart you should tell me such
things”!

Hand on heart 'l tell you this, Haas-
ji. I'm going home for the team—you
should know I'd take you to the flax-

field.”
“Allemachter”! was all poor Vrouw
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Van Meiris found to fit the proposal. | =
“Back and forth across the fields in such
a heat? For what, Haasji Van Meiris?
Foolishness! Little pig, kiss me! Fool- °
ishness, sure, yes, but such a grand fool-
ishness 3

expertly, “a little box of your so beau- !
tiful broodjes, a pie, and cold chicken.
Min Heer looks thin. He works too
hard”!

“Sure,” grumbled Mama,” and it makes
for him a rest running like that two
miles in the heat? A fat husband you
get by it, maybe, Haasji Van Meiris”!

But Haasji returned a look so shining
with sheer rapture Vrouw Van Meiris
had great difficulty in breathing, much
less grumbling. Allemachter! Had she
ever looked like that? The whole heart

came not often so richly dowered!

Mischief that she was, Haasji burst
out gaily: “Mama, you should laugh no
more on wishes. A husband with black
eves—you remember? A husband with
black eyes and—"

“Haasji Van Meiris! You should know
to say such things brings bad luck.
Hush! I hear the horses. Sure, yes, run-
ning like a race for the doctor”! T 3

They were off at last; the dusty road When floors are to be laid
an enchanted highway before them; the
day and the world their own. With de-
finite purpose in mind Johann swung
north; the Beckers had a new house she
should see; the Swansons a few apple
trees and, of course, Mrs. Zekof’s garden
was worth the journey. On they drifted,
through a quiet land drenched in color
and clear-fluted song of low-flying mea-
dow larks. On, over lazy trails through
a kingdom rich as the golden grain-fields,

sweet as their hearts high singing.

Just where the willows swerve and the sm.m
poplars break in a clearing, bathed in
the sunset glow, Mrs. Zekof loomed be- m

fore them. A great hulk of a woman,
barefooted, mud-spattered, begrimed, a

“The Best That's HMade
In Lvery Grade"

than ordinary kinds.

huge mound of freshly-dug potatoes be-
side her. Up flew her hands at sight of
them: “Glory be to Thee, O God! Barin,
Barin”! She ploughed forward heavily,
each step deep-planted in rich wet earth.

“Mama,” the radiant Haasji wheedled Wm.
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remember, Seaman Kent Hard-
wood Flooring costs no more

Laughing at her plight he checked the |———

horses. “Take your time, Mrs. Zekof,
take your time. Eternity, and every-

Rl nk e backodas el DON'T BLUNDER, USE LUMBER |

Daria Zekof needed no such foolish
explanation. Haasji's little bandaged
feet was another matter. Infinitely ten-
der, she touched them with toil-rough-
ened fingers, a flood of pity on her lips.
Haasji Jaughed gaily. “Ach, you should
know, Mrs. Zekof, it’s a small pain for
such a big joy—a smart trick, maybe, to
catch Min Heer.”

“Glory be to Thee, O God”! cried
Daria Zekof, and because love made her
beautiful Haasji bent and kissed her.

[@“ s

Gabriel's summons had startled her less.

S ——

Amazement, unbelief, rapture, each in

turn twisted her wind-baked features
grotesquely. “Christos Voskresye™! she
whispered hoarsely: “Christos Voskres-
ye”! Then, enraptured, “Barin, it is true,
the Lord is risen . . . the heart of your
lady tells it! Much luck, Barin. God

give you many sons"! ’(*,
Away again into the crimson sunset \r\ G
over the lanes they loved, never before )

<o rich in beauty. And, down through
the poplars at last. “Min Heer”! For all
its excitement Haasji's ery was weak.
“Min Heer, do YOU see what I see?
Johann Lind, is that a little house? A
little Dutch “hofje” on the edge of your
GRAIN field? Stupid, you shouldn’t kiss
me now! Ach, make haste, you horses,
I must see that so dear little house.”

Johann's laughter spoke inimitable
things as he lifted his eager Haasji over
the threshold. “A little ‘hofje,’ Haasji,
not half good enough for you, dear
heart.”

“You should know better! A house
with Johann Lind for master is like a
castle in the clouds. Sure, yes, a queen
could weep to have it"!

“Haasji, Haasji”! Johann's laughter
filled the little house. “Don’t think to
fool me, my golden flatterer.”

“Stupid”! She laid her soft warm
cheek to his, her eyes twin mirrors of
sweetest mischief. “Sure, yes. A man is
master of the house but, mevrouw, it is
she rules him, you bet”! Then, sweeter
vet her sudden seriousness, her long,
unshaken faith declared: “Johann Lind,
my so dear love, to keep this precious
house, and your heart' forever, it makes
for me a little scare. Ach, sure, yes, and |
a joy like heaven”! THE END |
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keep them Laying .

when prices are bes

e '%Il ell Housed Hens /

are Layers.

A good poultry house is most important, if your
hens are to pay you a profit. Poultry authorities say
that light, dry buildings mean increased egg pro-
duction and better breeding.

If your chicken house is damp, gloomy and hard
to keep clean, your hens will not lay when prices are
at their best. Anew building is inexpensive, will mean
less work in looking after larger flocks, your returns
will be better this fall and winter, and spring breeding
more successful.

Ask your home town lumberman for his

free plans of these poultry houses—he will
tell you how to go about building them.

Poultry House 50 HenSize




