never used to be a drinking man—
your father. I think it was his dis-
appointment with you at first . . I'm
not blaming you, Davey. It wasn’t to

He turned out of the church pad-
dock towards Hegarty’'s. There was
{a dance in full swing, and he thought
!that Conal might be there. But al-

be expected you’d do anything but though a new fiddler was in his ele-

what you did.
But there were the long evenings by
ourselves, after you’d gone.. He sat

’'m not blaming you.'ment and most of the young people

in the district jigging, Conal was not.
He went back along the road te Me-

eating his heart out about it before Nab’s.

the fire, and I couldn’t say a word. |
He 'was thinking of you all the time
—but his pride wouldn’t
speak. He was seeing the ruin of his
hopes for you. He meant you to be!
a great man in the district. Then!
McNab began talking to him. Your
father thinks MeNab’s doing him a!
good turn in some way, but I feel it’s
nothing but evil will come to us from
him. The sight of the man makes me

MOTHER! MOVE
CHILD'S BOWELS

“California Fig Syrup” is
Child’s Best Laxative

Outside, in the buggy, Mary Cam-
eron was sitting. She turned and

let him'smiled when he rode up to her. Her

face had a shy happiness, but the pa-
tience and humility of her waiting
attitude infuriated him.
He swung off his horse and opened
the door of McNab’s side parlor.
Cameron was sitting at-the small,
uneven table, a bottle of rum and
glasses before him. MecNab on tne
other side of the table, leaning across
it, was talking to him, his voice run-
ning glibly. The light of an oil lamp
on the table between them showed his
yellow, eager eyes, the scheming in-
tensity of the brain behind them, the
lurking half-smile of triumph about
his writhing, colorless lips. Mec-
Laughlin, leaning lazily back in his
chair, his long legs stretched under
the table, sat watching and listening
to him. -
McNab sprang to his feet with an
oath when he saw Davey in the door-
way. -
“Mother’s waiting for you outside,”
he said, lifting Donald Cameron by

the elbows and leading him to the|

door.
toﬂg turned on. McNab with his back
it:

“Tll be looking after my father’s
affairs from this out,” he said. “And
you remember what I promised you
if you interfered with me again . .
you'll get it sure as I live.”

He slammed the door. =

Donald Cameron, stupid with Me-
Nab’s heavy spirits, was unprepared

And all day long my consciénce
Was dark with what I'd done,
Because I found the cobweb
That tiny thing had spun.
—Beth Cheney Nichols,

.
'’

A Holy Moment.

List to the wind! It grieves.
-Snow spreads a suede-soft pall.
Pause! God holds obsequies
To mark a sparrow’s fall.
—Father Jerome.

CORNS

e

Lift Off with Fingers

Luscious—

F —and already b

AVE the trouble and the

. time of baking pies at
home, yet give your men

folks pies that are exactly to

L their taste.

|

Master bakers and neigh-
borhood bake shops in your
city are making luscious
raisin pie fresh every day.
Your grocer or these bake

shops can supply them.
Taste them and you'll
know why there’s no longer
need to bake at home.

) Crust that’s light and
flaky — tender, thin-skinned,
juicy fruit, the juice forming

SUN-MAID RAISINS

Made With Raisins

aked for you

a delicious sauce! There’s
nothing left to be desired in
a pie.
Made with finest seeded Sun-
Maid Raisins. 1
1560 calories of energizing nu-
triment per pound in practically
predigested form. Rich in food-
iron, also~——good food for the
blood.
- Make cakes, puddings and
other good foods with them.
You may be offered other
brands that you know less well
than Sun-Maids, but the kind
you want is the kind you know
is good. Insist, therefore, on
Sun-Maid brand. ‘They cost no i
more than ordinary raisins. F
Mail coupon now for free book
of tested Sun-Maid recipes.
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for this masterful young man whose
rage was burning to a white heat. He
went with him as quietly as a child.

The Supreme Pie Raisin : l

A teaspoonful of

Hurry Mother!
“alifornia Fig Syrup” now will thor- !
oug‘f:‘]y clean the little bowels and in a
few ‘hours youshave - a well, playful

child again. Even if cross, feverish,

biliems, constipated or full

mothers can rest easy because it never
fails to work all the souring food and
nasty bile right out of the stomach and

of cold,  off
childrén. love its “fruity” taste, and

Davey heiped him into the buggy.

“Keep him away from MeNab,” Le
said to his mother. “and I'll be home
as soon as I can.”

She smiled, the shy, happy smile of |
a girl, nodded to him, and they drove‘;
Davey went back into the bar of the ;
Black Bull, with its crowd of stock- |
men, drovers, shop-keepers and sale- |
yard loungers. :

Doesn’'t aurt a bit!
“Freezone” on an acking corn, instant-
ly that corn stops hirting, then short-
ly you lift it right off with fingers.|
Truly!

Drop a little

Your druggist-sells a tiny bottle of
“Freezone” for a few cents, sufficient
to remove every hard corn, soft corn,]

Sun-Maid Raisin Growers

Membership 14,0600

Fresno, California

CUT THIS OUT AND SEND IT

Sun-M

aid Raisin Growers,
N-533-13, Fresno, California

i g . : R ere’ 99 i « ‘i or corn hetween the toes, and the cal- o |
bowe}‘sgd\mtrnouw, griging or upseiting anybode; eksng?rn?tl‘ hebse ﬁs;fl;e.(é.he g?fs luses, without soreness or irritation, “RPIC'?::: :&?SI?;‘;;SSPX of your frce book, J
the ¢l #d. ot 272 -8 €C1p 5 i

T2 your drugglst you want only s The sap in a vine circulates with 4?

the genuine “California Fig Syrup”
which®has directions for babies and
children of all ages printed on bottle.
Mother, you must say ‘‘California.”
Refuse any imitation.

There was a roar of laughter.

“He was looking for you an hour
ago, Davey,” a drunken youngster
yelled gaily. “Was in here, 'n McNab
gave him a turn about the School-
master’s girl o

five times the force of blood through
the most important bleodvessel in a
horse’s leg.
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