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“You men nre wonderful,” sold Mre. Hermon Maoypill ns she turned 10
tho rescue workers dipping frantically to extiricate her hushand, L H.
NMagill, Toranto, und Dr. D, E. Robertson und Alfred Scodding, ofter con-
et with the enfomnbed men had been made through o dlamond drill,
Tho ‘Loronto trio were reporled alive and well; later the rescue workers
were shoekéd when the news of Moglll's death was shouted up the nar-
row-lube-and tho mine was reported flooding. Mrs, Magill can be scer

uy she talks with o begrimed worker st the ghoft-hédd.” Dr. Roberlson -

und Scoadding were rescued.

1 terneas she lnughed nloud.

deflance seem even more marked. .
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A SHOWER

T was an April shower coming up
I * suddenly out of ¢ gray aky that
. drove Amy Thurston Into the
litle old church for ahelter. She nesded
shelter. for -her-hat. was new, her .irim
bouchs sult was new, and her shiny Hitls
pumps ‘were pristine - in-thidlr - freahness, — -
“The church was dim, falntly sweet
smelling, and pesaccful, but ns Amy
doshed through ils sheltering entrance,
uhioe was nol particularly awere of the
chufeh's pleasant.chorm or of Hy smeet-
ness, She was aware only of o slight
fecllng of annoyance with the weather.
“Hang April wealher,” she muliered.

From somewhere lnslde tho church an
organ wos playlng softly, ‘The muslc
was light, springlike, and wistfully ap-
pealing, and It held a note of raverence.
At another time Amy might have en-
Joyed Ik, bub Just row i wdded bo ter
pense of personal injury., *“It i o= If
the organ’s laughlng wt me ghay waid
Lo herself ongrily. With o sudden blt-
=Of all
things, 10 be waiting In u church just
m:!ru.r."" ehe zald to hemself. “Yf i wers
only two hours later—' "

Amy wou- 0n her way to keep un
appolniment, and It was an  appolnt-
ment with u young man. The uppolnt-
ment wlis to begin In-the-young man's
office, bul It wads resumably to end in
some parsonuge, county clerk's offlee, or
city hall. Amy was cloping—eloplng s
ridleulously, pelulently and suddenly
ng she was wont Lo do everylhing., She
wlis eloping, not because zhe was madly
In love, but because she had guarreled
with her parents.

Her clopment was to be her way of
thowlng her people that whe was of age,
and completely mistyess of her own
destinles. ‘The fact that her parents
rather dlsupproved of the young man
whom Amy was golng (9 meob, made her

Tho trouble had started o ecouple of
days befors when Amy'w mother hod
spoken very frankly In regard to the
younger st In the town in which they
lived, & younger set thot was just o lttlas
too gay, o litde too frivalous, a lite,
perhups, too thoughtless of appearances
and ldeals. Amy, who recelved ifnvita-
tone, and sometimes oaccepled them,
from thly younger set, had spoken hotly
in defense of them,

“Why,"” she told her mother, “HKen
'Wh:‘m’ﬂﬂi*“"‘tﬂbﬂjnﬁ"“{hﬂxd&d Twiny the'
rlch young leader of the sot In guestian)
"wanis Lo marry me, and ¥ lika him laots,
too. Por two cents, I would marry ¥en.”

¥icr Inume:: hid answered wearlly and
nervously. “"When you. marry, Amy,"” she
hod gald, "I want you to marry o man
o9 steady and honest and rellable as your
own dear father, the sort of man who
will grow In strength. I don't want you
Lo marry anyons like thk: ¥Hen, O™
her mother made the admisslon hostily,
“al, ¥ don't want to criticlze the crowd
too harshly, but ¥ can't understand the

B just made up of lighter moments.™
Amy answered erazcly. “"As far a3 I'm
concerned,” ehe zalkld, “there cant ba oo

even bs she spoke she know that she wos
belng unfalr and eruel, “is vuking ma
feel that I ehould maorry ¥en if oaly to
Justdfy hls existence™
Her nother zald ho more ot the time,
but that night the convemiation was
repeated In the presence of Amy's father
and hea odded hls word to her mother's.
The result was that Amy bbid flounced
off to bed In o temper and hod teld-
phoned Henyon the next day and mode
the appolntment which che was on hes
way Lo keep.
L ] - [ ]
The musle In -the church was growing
In lightness and buoyancy., It was the
1] Eyno Ly
Hipplness, roal hoppinezs, olthough os
shy slpod In the doorway Amy did not
realiva the fact., Iler whaole attention
whies flxed upon the sky overhead as glie
peered out through thse door of that
little church. Tha sky was nob llghter
certalnly; in foct, it was growing dark-
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er. An old proverb went fMashing through
her mind as she zurveyed the hoavy
clouds: “ifappy ls the bride that -tho
sun shlnes on*™ Tho thoughl troubled
her, ... i TR A e A e

entercd ™ tho churen, Slic wanted  to
et awany from the ‘weather,
thoughts of her deseried parents, nnd
alzo frolm those other thoughts of
Kenyon Winwood. ‘The . ldea foslered
by her mother, Dersistod. Maybe, aftsr
all, he was not tho sort to tic to, not for
Ife. So Amy went Inlo the church
proper, and walked swiftly down the
akile towlard the quainlly preity litthe
allak, with Its embroldered cloth and ifs
vase of gurden flowers As she went,
the musle from the organ loft, which
was Just back of tho altar, nlmost ssemed
Lo sweep down to meel her, Yel, as ghe
upproached the muslo -r:}mng-dr from
gentle, wandering, petlering Aprll musle
Lo u more doclded rhythm. Yt was ns ir
It were aware of her, as if 1b woere keep-
Ing tlme to her nimless feot. Homehow

it drew her, willy-nllly, toward ths
church's heart.

Yt wax not unt!l she etood close enough
to smell the perfums of the Howers In
the altny vase that she was aware of W
humorous young face turned back over
o zhoulder, watehing her,

It wax o thin, frecklod face, toppal
with zandy balr, o Mees with & ‘wide
lsughlng mouth, and with blue eyes that
were steadfost and Lender.

Only when Amy's eyes, upraleed, met
the eyes of the player, did the mumle
stop nnd the organist speak.  “I hops,™
sald o valee that somehow miatehed tha
tender, plaln, humeorous face, “that you
Hke my muslel™

Anmy amnswered honestly, if o trifle Im-
putiently, “I wasn't even thinking about
your musle,” che sald. “I cume In here
to geb oul of the shower, not to be en-
tertoined.™

“Or Insplred?” anked the nfan softly.

Amy almost gnapped at hlm when she
answered. “No, Y didn't come in to be
Inspired,” ohe tald him impatiently.

The organlst was goldng down from
his Joft. ‘“well,” he =ald, as he left his
place, “you mustn't ba out of temper,
¢ven £0. Showers will come, you kmow,
desplte our desire for sunshine™ ]

Amy onswerad, Far the life of her
vhedid not know why she wos unuyer.
ing the remarks of thls strangely In-
formal young man. I was on my way
lo kne;:-a.n uppolntment.” ghoe eafd.

The organkit eyed her quizzieally,
with one sandy eyebrow ralzed. "Anjyone
to look at you," he sald, “would think
you were an your way to keep an ap-
polniment to be marrled, or something,
Only brides look as newly titned ocut—
sarterially—oe you loak."”

To her unnoyance, Amy left hoersalf
Hushing, but she did not make on an-
swer this time, After o mament the
man who.playod tho organ-went on. ~I
Rucss, though,” he sald softly, “that you
are nob on your way to o wedding, at
that. You'd leok huppler if you , werg

many lghtar moments. Your attitude, |cl your way to martjed. Girls dv. I

know; I've played the wedding march far
many a bhmhing bride. Girls don't
burry off tmpatlently to meet the man
that they love; they wnlk in radlance.”
- Amy wanlod - to say, “Is thot 07" in o
sharcastic valee. Any other member of
the erowd she hod sno hotly defended
just a matter, really, of hours ago, would
have spcken in that manner. She could
not help feeling, in her roul, howaver,
that the organlst was right. *1 sup-
poze,” she eald, "that there are some
exceptlons to every rule. Al brides can't
be radiant.'

“They should bz, sald the orghnist

AT NeT Ry, "I you were—no Joking—
actually en your way to o wedding, to
your own wedding, I'd zay that It wos a
lucky thing that the whower happened.”
He suddenly tumed gerlous. *“God has
& way of sending iInterruptlions when
they are neodof™

Amy it down wbruplly In one of tha
front pews. Thls man was interesting;
he was almaost! maore Interating than
any other young man szhe hod ever met.
Alkw, he took her breath awoy., "“"You
setn Lo be zomething of an authorlty,™
she zald. “on brides and waddings and
all the rest af 1L, Are_you mirrled?

The organist seated himelf in the pow
baslde Amy., ‘Theyswmight have known
edch other fovaver, there waos samothing
w0 Intimute in his smile. “As g matter
ol rocord,” he told her, *I'm not inuwkrled.
Dut I will be, some day, when the right
iirl 'walks into my life.
chuckied, bul his eyes were grave, “uhio”
walk down on lsle, Just wus you Wive,
toward me, and our glancas will meot
und we'll .both know.

way. Don't you think zo, yourself?

“defensive.  “No, I don't think L0," she
suld,  “Ivaple get marrled fur all sorts

point, they do It sometimes,
uf-—* ’

The orgunlst Wnterfupled.  “Just ops
of aplle, sowelimes,™ he suld, with his
e, ETOWI #ven gruver, an Amy's fuce,
“Hut then the rrlape ln't o T S J ITTTTR
You, for hutunge, wouldn'y kel maryled

‘&he lurned awiftly from tho door ond 1

Iram .

with finality., *“Why," he was IMLEBHLMMM

It happens that,

of Ly reicons nowadsys—to prove |
Or jut out | mother,

for any reacon, bub the lovelirst nort of
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Mra. Alfred Scodding of Toronto,
nssured thot her husband wos enfo
in the caved-in Moose River mine,
preparcd toe lecave Immedlately for
the rescue scene. Illness of her
baby dauvughier had prevenled her
from travelling earller.

direet queston, “now would youiy"
~Agualnst her own volitlon Amy felt an
ahsyrd desdre to confide in thles maon.
From the very flrst moment he had
wlelded n curlous power over her. ©I
dop't know thal “It's uny of your busl-
nesy,” she sald slowly? “I don't kaiow that
you've any right to aulke me gquestlans, but
you guessed rlght In the beginning, X
am on my why to be married. Inecldent-
ally, I'm gelting morried not bocouse
I'm madly in love with the man in
fguestion, but becawe I want to prove
‘to my elders that I know my own mind.
S0 therel” . .

Perhaps AmY had expectod reproof
from thy fandy-haired young man, bLut
she did not get it. The: youny nuan,
oddly enough, waos loughing., “That,” hae
sald, "ls the most chlidkh thing I've
ever heard o grown-up glrl gay.  When
we know ecach other belter,” he was
Ieaning forward, "Y'll remind you of how
childizh It zzunded.” :

“You won't ever get to know me
better,” Amy told hlm pettlehily, and
reallzed  suddenly that she was quarrel-
Ing with a’completp slranger, and tn
church! “Isn't this the most amoxing
conversation In the world?" che =zald
blankly. "Imn't it the mast utterly erazy
sltuntlon?”

The organist answered. “As T analywe
it, he told her, *I_ don't think tihe

sltuntion & ernxy at all; I think its very |

sensible, Here you—pardan me for zay-
Ing It—were on your way to make an
unwize maorriage. I don't know the
detalls of It, but ¥ lnow it muct- have
been unwice from the very. expression in
your eyes and from the hard zet of your
mouth. And just an you were on your
way, the good Lord sends a shower, and
because your new sult and hat  and
shoes are more Important—" hls ap-
pralelng glance had token In every detall
of Amy's costume, evidently, -“than this
marridge You were contemplating vyou
ruh into a church to galn ehelter! Just
as,"” his tone waa swiftly serious, “many
anather person has goue Into n church
to galn shelter from a storm of one sort
or another. And.In the church, still
directed, I firmly belleve, by the hand
of Gud, you found me. ‘That may sound
lke a' concelted ctatement, bub it Lan't.
I think you'll live to know that it fsn't1"

changed. " It had became light
banbering ngaln.  “Suppose,” he
“that you tell me your name."
Ay was staring at the man, wide-
cyed. - Nofore she knew it she wan agaln
answerlng a Wlrect questian, “I'm Amy
Thurston,'t vhe sald. “Who are you?”
The young man laughed. *My name
Li Iobert Linden,” he sald. "As you've
perhaps guesced, I'm the organlst here.
Other mes I have a budding law offlce.
I know your father. Te's the calt of
the earth, your father. That's probably
why you looked so famillar to me when
you came in. You uee, I was in your
father's offlee only last week, and I saw
o _tnld _wio

and
sald,

o
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Ile paused, ond thwen his tone had |

how he and your mother think the eun
ricd and cets in you. 'Why, AMiss Thurs-
ton," for Amy was crying.

“Now" she gobbed to the young man,
“you've spolled everything just w bring-
ing my mother and father inlo 1t1 Of
course, you're right!"™ The toars were
rolling unhpeded  down her chepks,
“They're the sult of the earth, thoaa
parents of mine, and I'm just a 1ttle
ldiot. And bacouse I haven't any cenae,”
har volee birake on a wall, “I'd do somo-
thing to hurt them bltterly and to—"
the almple words contalned ¥ enyon
‘Winwood's complete dismlysal, “ruin my
own life, as wellt" e

The young man was Interrupting Amy.
He was alio correcting her, gently. “Not
haven't any sense—hadn't!” ha  aald,
"And all this sluft about hurting them
and rulning your life, that's out. I take

Sometime,” hed §t,” there wns no shade of mirth now In
4| his tone, “that your appointment is

cancolled, S50 suppose I escort you
home. You wee,"” he amiled, and his
freckled face wan suddenly beoutiful, I

' lave an umbrellat*
With o hotnea growing on her cheeks, |

Amy wun unewerlng, wery much on tlml

A MEAL EXCUSE

Jlmmle: I enn’t go to school to-day,
I don't feel well™

Mother: ”l}l.l'hlz'ru L 1t you don't feal
well?

Jimmle: “In school™

f T R

I wiwlom woere
carlth, nnbody
tenorunt.
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CALL HOME

on those Sundays

away from Ilome!

Jim Howard looks forward to the week-ends. o likes
to spend them at home in the bosom of his family. So,
when a prolonged bhusiness trip found him at looss ends
in o leungu'luwn that sunny Sunday mermning, his cup
of sorrow and discontent was overflowing — unti] he
suddenly thought of Long Distance and the new Low
Sunday Ratea. “It will bo almont as good us heing with

them" thought Jim as he briskly HIEP[H.'II#}.

to the telephone.

LOoWE

Distan @00 both “Anyone” und “Pecivndos

Peraon®, ralls, Low Night Hulog wpply
ulter 7 pan., wnd ALL DAY SUNDAY,
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