L ®

e ———

|,

R — — LT e e — —

\

sgrardener alter some ihought,
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Face to Face

OR, GERVASE RICKMAN’S
AMBITION.

A asasasasansasan s s 22

CHAPTER V.—{Conlinued).

Even while lhey spoke, Raysh Squire

<ame lo the end of his monoloenous and |

melancholy office in the chill belfry, and
wenl out inlo the sunny aflernoon,
strelching his sliffened arms and yawn-
Ing. As lre did so, he saw a figure in
shirl-sleeves by a barrow on the olher
side ol the church-yard wall in the vicar-

1 8ge grounds slrelching -his arms and

Yawning with equal inlensily, and since
nolhing fosters [riendship like a com-
munity of inlenssts and.pccupation, (his
sympathetic sight moved him to drog
his slow sleps across the mounded lurl
1o that quarler, and, resting his arms on
the wall, to look over it, juslt as the
figure in shirt-sleeves, which was fhat o
4 young and stalwart man, executed a
final yawn of surpassing excelience, and
sealing himsell on the barrow, began
drawing oul and filling a shorl pipe.

“Warm,” said lhe soxlon. a long,
wiry, bony figure, with a fleshless face,
black hair, and whiskers louchcd wilh
Erey:

“Warmish,” replied the gardenter,
slowly, wilhoul raising his eyes from
the lurf on which he was gazing, while
1e Kindled the pip2 he held in lhe hollow
[ his hands.

*Then the sexlen, turning round (o-
w}i}:'d his collage, which slood at thie
church-yard gale, beckoned lo his grand-
chiltd to bring him the mug she held in
her ihand, which conlained his “four

wo'clock,” & modesl polalion of small
beer.
“Buryen’ of mankind, Josh Baker.”

said the sexlon, afler applying himself
to this 'refreshing cup, and thus con-
cealing his fealures for some moments,
“is a dryen' trade.”

“Ay," vrelurned the gardéner, afler
slowly and solemnly surveying the sex-
ton's wilhered fealur=s for some lime,
*you looks dried, Raysh Squire.” Tlien
he wilhdrew his gaze and pulled with
long, slow pulfs at his pipe, bending
forward, his arms resling on lis legs,
which were sireiched oul apart before
him, and his hands clasped together.

“Buryen’ of mankind,” continued
Raysh, after a thoughtful pause, during
which he soughl fresh inspiralion [rom
the “four o'clock,” “is a ongrateful
trade. Vur why? Volk never thanks
anybody  fur pulling of ‘em under
ground.” *-

Josh pulled his felt hat back on his
yellow curls, and apparently made a
strong elfort to take in this slrikingly
new ideea for a moment or two, when he
yeplied, “I mever yeard o' nobody re-
turning thanks vur the buryen’, nol as
I knows on, I haint.” -

“Ay, Josa DBaker, and I warnt you
never willy, wuld Dbeans as you med
make. A ongrateful trade is buryen', a

ongraleful trade.” _

“l reckon you'we put a lidy lot under
the ground. Masler Squire,” said the
gardener, after a pause.

*Hreckon 1 hev, Josh,” returned the
soxlon, wilh a slow lateral exlension of
the lines of his- withvered faee, which re-

sembled ‘a smile.  “Hreckon I've pul
more under ground than you ever
drewed out on't, ay, or cver will. I've

put a power o' qualily under ground,
lel alone thve common zart. Wuld pas-
son, I buried he, and the Lord knows
where I bhe to pubt this 'ere one, the
ground's that wvull. Eln Gale, she's
a-gwine up under lree there. 1 shown
her the place; ‘And I'll do e¢ up comiort-
able, Eln,! 1 zays. ‘Thankee kindly,
Master Squire,” zays sho; ‘you aliays
stood my vriend,” she zays. °‘Ay, and I
allays ool, Eln,' says 1, and ‘I'll do ‘ee
up proper and comforlable, and won't
pul nobody long side of ‘ee lhis twenly
year fo come.) “lThankee kindly, Mas-
ter Squire,' she zes, ‘’'lis pleasaul and
heartsome up under lree when the prim-
roses blows, and you allays stood my
vriend.! There ain't a many like Eln,
A ongrateful {rade is buryen' and a
dryin’ (rade.” $

“You ain’t been burying of this yer
Capen  Annksley, Raysh,” obiccted lhe
“How be
umn Lo bury he, il so Le as he's yel by a
elephanl 7"

“Hreckon lhey'll hae lo hury the ele-
phant. Josh Baoker, il so be as they haes
Chrisliean buryen’ in lheir oullandish
places o' the yearih. I've ben a hringen
of an out vur dree marlial hours, and
I've a done what I could vor 'n. 1 ecan't
do no more. 1 hriaged 's grandfather
gul and ’s brothers, hringed '=m out me-

zelf, and lerble dry work ‘lwas. Ay,
\I've prelly migh hringed 'em. all out.

Annesley's is come to their lasl end."

He illusiraled Lhis melaneholy assep-
tion hy a final applicalion lo the “four
o'clock,” havinZ brougil which lo its
last ond., he handed the mag lo the litlle
wide-cyed grandchild, whc lrolled oil
wilh il.

*This yerg doclor ' ourn’s a Annes-
oy: there's he lefl,” objecled he gar-

denes.
*“There's Anncsleys, an’ Laere's Annes-
levs, Josh Baker. Zame -z wi’

applas,

iheie's - Ribeslone DPippins and lheres
Codlings.  They MNedinglon Annesleys is
1 coammon: zaret,” saicl the sexton. his
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ignorance, mingled wilh
for his youlh. *Ay, Josh
yvere's a knowledgable
knowledgable world ’lis

gardener’s
compassion
Baker, this
world, terble
la be zure.™
The gardener was (oo much crushed
by this combination of axiom and illus-

lration 10" make any reply, beyvond
doublfully hazarding {he observalion,
“Codlings bies well,”  whiech  was

frowned down, so he conlinued to smoke
gleadily wilth his eyes [ixed on {hree
daisies before him. while the seent of
his lobaecco, which was a doublful odor,

mingled wilh the scent of hie mown
grass in his barrow with moslt agree-

able resulis,

The sextin meanlime leaned upon the
mossed slone wall, enjoying the double
pleasure ol successful conlroversy with-
inand the warmih of the March sun-
beams wilhoutl, and hslened with vague
delighl 1o the rich flule-notes of a black-
bird near, till the click of the church-
vard wickel made him turn his head in
that direclion and wialk slowly (hilher,
while the gardener siill more slowly
rose amd wheeled his barrow wilh ils
[ragrant burden lo its destinalion.

“Allernoon,” growled Raysh,: pulling
his hair slighily as he approached the
ladies from the manor, and looking al
them as much as to say, “whal do you
want now "

“You may as well look pleasant, if
you can, Raysh,” said Sibyl; *“we have
only broughl you an old friend.”

"Yeu - don’t remember me, Masler
Squire, 1 dare say,” said Annesley. “I
wias here as a boy with Mr. Gervase
Rickman and my cousin, Paul Annes-
le gl

H.'[
raysh.

minds ye well enough,” replied
“Masler Edward you be, and a
lerble bad buoy you was, o be zure.
You and Gtothers, belween ye, pretly
nigh gallied me 1o dealh. Not as I bears
no nialice, bless 'ee. Buoys is made o
purpose to tarment! mankind, zame as
malleyshags (calerpillars) and viays, and
buoys they'll be ill Kingdom come, 1
hreclkon.”

“l fear wix did lead vou a life of it. 1
seem {o remember getling inlo-lhe tower
and ringing (he bells al some unholy
hour."

“D'ye mind how I whacked ye vor'l?”
replied Lhe old man. brighflening at the
recolleclion. “You minds, Miss Sibyl;
vou zeen me laying the slick athirt the
shoulders of en, an' you zinged oul lo
me Lo let en off, and 1 let en off. I'd gin
en a prelly pennelh avore you come,’
he added, wilh salisfaclion.

“And I had forgotten this scrvice, Miss
Riclkman,” said Annesley, laughing.
“Perhaps some day [ may repay lhe
debl. thoitgh not in kind. Can we gel
inlo the church, Raysh?

“You med get-mlo church if you'd gol
ar a kay,” replied Lhe old man; “bul if
vou ain't gol ar a kay youll hae lo
wail till I velches one vor ‘ee.”

“He gels more arvbilrary every day of
his life,” explained Sibyl, laughing;
“and we spoil him more and more.”

Alice stopped at the chuzch-yard gale
Lo see lhe sexlon’s ailing wile, and this
circumstance caused Annesley to huiry
throuieh the church awith only half an
interest in the lombs of his anceslors
and the humors of his old [riend Raysh,
whose “chrisom” name was lloralio, he
lold him. He had rung oult George the
Third, his two sons, and rung in lhe
lalter and Queen Vicloria, he informed
them, evidenlly thinking lhat neither of
{hose sovereigns could have quilied (his
mortal scene wilhoul his aid,

“Ryalty,” lie observed, “lakes a power

o' hringen, and well swvulh it they be. 1

don’t hold wilh lhese yer publicans, M.
Annesley, as wanls to do away wi
Queen Vicloria. They med zo well let
she alone, a lone lorn ooman whal have

raved nine children. Wanls 1o make
everylhink so vlalt as ithe bazk o' my
hand, ' they publicans doos. Ah. you

med fake my word vor't, when you he-
gins zelling down what e La-d have
made high, you never knows where 't
will end. They began wi' clerks,
Thirly-vour year 1 slood under passun,
and eddicaled the volk wilh amens, and
give out the psalms what was zung to
dree viddles, a clarinet and a bugle, as
yvou med mind when a buoy. And now
lhey've a zet me down long wi' lhe lay
volk, as though T wasn't nar a bit bel-
ler than' they. Ay, thal's how they be-
gan, zurée eaough, and the Lord only
knows where they med ena. We caint
all on us be queens, and we cainl all on
us be clerks, as slands to rayson. Zo
lhose yer Radical chaps they ups and
zays, ‘we won't hae no clerks, ner no
queens, nor no nothink.' zays they. Ay,
thal’s how 'lis, zure enough."

Annesley replied ihal, being himsell a
plain man, whose business it was lo
serve lthe Queen, he was no polilician.
and, having sealed this asserlion by the
pressure of a crown-piece into his flesh-

3 IIIL‘Sri palm, came outl ol Lthe church, leav-

ling o geod impression upon ihe okl sex-

ton, who remained behind to lidy up
| the beliry before finally locking fhe
doors,
CITAPTER VI.
[t would have been:better {or all il

$oict conveying sovere rebuke for lhe, Edward Annesley had resisled the spell
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which kepl Lim chained lo (he spot that
aflernoon; but he did not. He lingered
oulside Lhe sexton's collage, wailing for
Alice, and talking fo Sibyl of the days
wihen they were children.

“We were such exiremely liresome
children,” Sibyl said, “that I can't help
hopnig that we have a chance of grow-
ing inlo al leasl average Chrislians.”

Then it was that some demon inspired |
nim with the mischievous nolion of [or-
warding Paul's suil by proxy, and he
replied Lhat one of them, namely Paul,
had matured into somelhing far beyond
the human average, and that all he
wanled lo bring him to absolule perfec-
tion was a good wife. - When he said
this he looked slraighlt inlo Sibyl's
bright eyes, but wilhout evoking the em-
barrassmenl he expecled.

Then he'’ blundered further inlo some
abservalions upon lhe wisdom of mar-
rying a [riend known from childhood.
and said finally thal he thoughl suech a
friendship ~ the Dbesl [eeling lo marry
upon,

“Do you lhink so?” she returned. wist
fully, and wilth the sell-forgelfulness
which lenl such a charm to all she said;
"l can’t help thinking thal I should like
a liltle love.”

“A little,” he echoed, Ilooking wilh
warm admiralion al the bright face so
naively unconscious of ilsell; *oh! Miss
Sibyl, it is nol a liltle, bul a great deal
of love that such a face as vours com-
mands [  He broke ofl, feeling that he
had blundered seriously, lhough nol
fully eonscious of Lhe fervor wilh which
he had spoken. Sibyl flushed. ond bent
over a honev-plant incrusied with pink-
scenled Dblossom, aboulb which the bees
from Raysh Squire’'s hives were hum-
ming—an old-fashioned collage plant,
the scenl of which ever after stirred un-
speakable feelings wilhin ‘her—for a
moment, and lhen, quickly regaining
her . composiure, replied with an airy
laugh, “What rubbish we are talking!
we wanl Gervese lo put us down wilh
one ol his litlle cynical speeches.”

“Has Gervase grown inlo a cynic?”
he asked, wondering how greal an ass
he had made of himsel, and greally re-
lieved when, the long recilal of Grand-
molher Squire's woes _being at lasl
ended, Alice came oul from the honey-
suckled porch.

“Grandmolher Squire is in the loveli-
esl frame of mind to-dov, Sibvl." she
said.  “'Sure enough. Miss Lingard,
she fold me, ‘we Le Laund o pub up
wilh  Providence, rhoumalics and all.
Nol but whal I've a had mercies. There
wis the bwimns look ofl, and what we
yarned' in {he chollery.”

“Poor old soul !" commented Sibyl, as
they turned away from lhe collage, “her
riicumatism does try her. She said only
yeslerday, ‘Raysh is bad enough, and
I've a put with he this vour-and-forly
yvear. Bul Raysh ain't nothing to rheu-
matics, bless un!—" Oh!" Sibyl's gay
voice suddenly changed {o a shrick of
terror—"he will be killed I" she cried,
and flew down lhe lane to the high-road,
preceded by Annesley, who leaped the
gale she was obliged lo open, while
Alice ran lo call Raysh.

Al Sibyl's ery, and the graling sound
of an overturned veh.cle dragged over
the gravel, the others turned their faces
to the high-road, where they saw a half.
shallered dog-cart jolled along by a
powerful iron-gray horse. which was
Kicking againsl the ruin at his heels and
maddening himself alresh at every kick.
Al the horse's head, and holding him
with a grasp ol iron, was Gervase Rick-
man, hatless, and in imminenl peril in
his backward ccurse, but making his
welght tell [ully against the plunging
horse, whose progress he occasionally
arrested al.ogelher for a moment, and
which he soothed from time to time wilh
his hand and voice,

He had evidenlly been struggling for
some lime with the [righlened animal;
his [ace was pale with faligue, and his
hair damp with sweat. At some distance
further up the road lay the unfortunale
groom, who had been thrown out by the
overturning of the vehicle, and who
occasionally got up and tried (o wallk,
and, then, hrowing up his arms in
agony, lell again, hurl in the leg ; while
Gervase struggled pluckily on, now and
then  ecalling lor help.  Some women
came oul into the cotlage gardens and

shouled the first male name that oc-
curred to them. Joshua Baker came
pounding heavily over lhe vicarage
lawn, wilh wide-spread arms and an
aclion nike that of a run-away cart-
horse. Raysh issued from the ehurch-

yard wilh a lengthened but cerlainly
nol hurried siride, and arrived in lime
to beslow his benediction on the culling
of the last strap. Annesley reached the
spot first, Sibyl and Josh were a good
second, and in a few minules the first-
comers had cut away the wreek and set
the [rightened horse free. Gervase slill
clinging gallantly to the beast's head,
in spite of his indignalion wilh Sibyl,
who Iried 1o help the men, and certain-
ly kept lhe wreek from falling upon in-
slead of away from the horse, unlil the
crealure, released from (he claltering
incumbrance at his heels, gradually

quieled down, snorling and quivering
less and less. :

3y that lime the owner of the equi-
page came running up Irom a house be.
yond the village. where he had been
visiling a palient, while the umlucky
aroom had dozed off in the afternoon
stillness, and had been laken by sur-
prisey when some pigeons llying sud-
denly up under the horse’s nose slarted
him off on a mad career, which, hefore
the [righlened lad could get the reins
properly in hand, was terminaled by a
cannon against the bank at the corner.

In a very few minutes the wreck was
cleared from lhe road, the runaway led
offl, the injured lad taken into the
Golden Horse, and atlended fo by his
masler, [or whom a four-wheel had been
gol reatly, and Lhe Manor parly moved
ofl slowly homeward.

Annesley forgot his prejudice against
the “squint-eyed [ellow" of the prévious
day; he could not have renewed his ac-
quaintance with Rickman, whom he had
last seen a lad in his teens, under bet-
ler circumstances., His hearl warmed lo-
ward the sturdy figure he had seen put-
ling oul all ils strenglh against the great
horse, wilh eyes glowing wilh courage
and delerminalion and every nerve in-
stinct wilh vigor and gallanlry,

(To be conlinued).
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IRVING AND THE LAWYER,

Sir Henry Irving was at one lime a
witness in a case of street robbery. He
had s2en a sneak thief make off with a
girl’s pockelbook and he consenled lo
appear as a wilness for the girl.

The thiel's lawyer was of the type that
roars and ranis al witnesses and al-
fempts to break them down. He (ried
this method on the dislinguished actor.

“And what hour, sir, did this happen?”
asked the lawyer. °

“T think began Sir Henry, when
the lawyver inlerrupled with:

“It isn’t whal you think, sir; it's what
you know that we want!"

“Don’t you, 'want 1o know
think?" mildly asked the actor.

“I do nol,” the lawyer snapped out

“Well, then,” said Sir Henry, “I might
a: well leave the wilness box. I can't
tallc without Lhinking. I'm not a lawyer.*”

HAPPY-GO-LUCKY.

“Now, Tom," sald young Newliyed's
mother, “don’t you think you iwo had
betler economize a little 7"

“Oh! No," he replied, “it isn't time yet,
for we've slill gol some of our savings.
In about six months we'll be broke and
we'll have to Ec?nmnize.”

what 1

R R e e SRR e
e Sk g
B T o T o e e N

e . 5 . "l-.."". : e
T e s
.:._._..‘_3'_:;&? R g ":_:t e -'H:'L:-" "}"?" i, .

Are vau inlereslen in Farm Machinery? II so, lhe abiove
IL shows Lhe fir:e new

illustration must appeal (o V' o1l.
plant of The Frost & Wood Company,
Ialls, Onlario, in which (he famous

Quiality Lifne

of Agricullural Implemenls is buill.
Aboul a year ago, fire destroyed
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place il.

of

Double the Capacity.

of our former one.
highest grade of Machinery and

Promipt Delivery.

Everything aboul our plant is new and rizht un 40 date.
A beller and more -njeA yjrm Jot1eso) juawdinbs usopow

able experience in lhe consiruction of

ments, will enable us lo puft inlo your hands Machines ol

the hLighest grade.

our
L have erecled lo
‘ I'he demand from all parls of lhe Dominion for
our machinery was sc urgeni that we have erecled a plarl

That means that yecu are assurcd of the

Limiled, &l Sinith's

machinery is used

Manufacluring

niarket,
(s

factory.

Agricultural Imple-

0 you.

FROST & WOOD

by Canada’s besl and most prosperoug

farmers—you cannot do beller lhan follow their example.
They Are Getting Satisfaction

And So Can You.

We have the goods, and if you will give us an opportunity,
we wiil prove (hal they ecannot Le surpasscd by any on lhe
Every machine that leaves our factory

Guaranteed

—we never ask a man lo keep anything hat is not salis-

Our agenis are in every =ection of the counliry and 'hi
informalion they and our lravellers can give vou, will prove
useful, wiether you want machinery now or not.
always glad to answer queslions about any of our goods.
Get in touch wilh us—our experience may praove valuable

We.'are

Drop us a card asking for catalogque “R"—we wi'l also send you cne af cur
handsome 1907 calendars.




