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Thonsands of ambitions younsg .

op e are being instracted m
their homes by our Home Study
Dept. You may finish at Coll-
ege if you desire. Pay when-
ever you wish. Thirty Years
Experience. Largest trainers
in Canada. Enter any day.
Positions guarapteed. you
wish to save board and learn
while you earn, write for partic-
ulars.

NO VACATION
Walkerton Business College l
GEOQ. SPOTTON, President |
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The school is thoroughly equipped in

teaching ability, in chemical and elee- |
trical supplies and fittings, ete., for full |

Jupior Leaving and Matriculation

work.

yHOS. ALLAN, Principal and Pro
vinecial Model School Teacher 1st
(Class Certificare.
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Heavy 11-1 Flanuelette Blankets
white and Grey 81.50 pair

Heavy 12 4 Flannelette Blankets
white only $1.55 pair

Our New Spring Prints are now
in. Call and See Them.
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v and spare ne '
pains to see that teachers and pupils |
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| of hier people. and if it be a man child
| he shall grow up to carry on his fa-
| ther's work.
| lin', we'll 20 hack—we'll go back.” ,
' “) ean't.” |

you make me.

| my darlin’, what is it?2

1
|

| erywhere handicapped him.
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John Cudahy, one of the pion-

eer Chicago packers, is dead.

Ben. Peich was

unanimously

i, il
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A Comedy of Youth Founded by Mr. Manners on Hi;

By J.Hartley Manners

Great Play of the 5ame Title—Illustrations
"From Photographs of the Play

Copyright, 1913, by Dodd, Mead &» Company
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«What is It, dear?”
“We can't go, Frank.”
“We can't go? What are ye gayin’,

“We can’t go.” she repented, her body

«“and why not, Angela? 1 know 1§
can't take ye buck as 1 brought ye
here, dear, if that’'s what ye mane.

meant to Wwin the greater coniict
later—for liberty.

"
L

Angela, Iring sa still, through the

long days, could only hope. Bhe felt
so helpless.
ness that brought men like O'Connell
to the edge of despair. And hers was
! pot merely bodily weakness, but the
more poignant one of pride. Was it

» ‘s bee fair to her husband. Was it just? In
The luck’s been against me. sus England she had prosperous relatives.

It wns woman's wenk-

cruel bard against me. An’ that thought | They would pot let her die in her mis-

is tearin’ at me heart this minnit.”

l' ery. They could not let her baby come

wl¢ 4sp't that, Frank,” she said .o 5. world with poverty as its only

faintly.

“Then what is It?”

“Oh,” she cried, “I hoped it would
be so different—80 Very different.”

wiwhat did ve think would be so @if- ! ¢, por sister Monica.

ferent, dear? Our going back? Isthat
what's throublin® ye?” |

“No, Frank, not that. I dom’t care
how we go back so long as you ara
with me.” He pressed ber hand. In a
moment she went on: “But we can’t
«0, we can’t go. Oh, my dear, my dear,
can't you guess? Can’t you think?"
She looked imploringly into his eyes.

A mew wonder came 1nto bis. Could
it be trne? Could it? He took both
her hands and held them tighbtly and
stood up, towering over her and trem-
bling violently. '1_

“Ig ft—is it”"— he cried and stopped
ag if afraid to complete the question.

She smiled a wan smile up at bim
and nodded her head as she answered:

“I'he union of our lives is to be com-
plete. Our love is to be rewarded.”

“a child 1s coming to us?" be whis-
pered.

“It is,” and her voice was hushed
L00.

“Praise be to God! Praise be to his
holy name!” And O'Connell clasped
his hands in prayer.

[o a little while she went on: “It was
the telling you 1 wunted to be so aif-
ferent. 1 wanted you when you beard
it to be free of care—happy. And I've
waited from day to day, hoping for the
best—that some good fortune would
come to you.”

He forced one of his old time, hearty
janchs, but there was a hollow ring
in it: .

w\What is that yer sayin’ at all?
Wait for good fortune? Is there any

. inheritance.
| upable to master her feeling of hatred
- and bitterness for her brother Nathan-

=ood fortune like what ve've just told

me? Sure I'm ten times the happiest |
| things with O’Connell were at their

man since 1 came into this room.” He

put his arm around her nnd, &-:-itti.ng]
beside her, drew bher closely to him. |
We'll |
| zo back to the old country. Our child |
<hall be born where e first met. |
| There'll be no danger. '

w1 jeten, dear,” he said, “listen.

No one shall
harm us with that little life trembling
in the balance—the little precious life.
£ it's a «irl child she'll be the mother

Qn there—there, me dar-

She shook her head feebly.

¥ | she said.

“IWhy not, dear?”

w] didn’t want to tell you, bt now
Frank, dear, | am uL"
almost stopped. “I11? Ob,
ls it serious?

o _—
Fils neart

vOh. no. 1 don’t think so. 1 saw the
1octor today. Ie said I must be care-
al, very careful, until—until our baby

“An" ye kept it all fo verself, me

ve gne, me dear one. Al rizht. |
We won't go back., Well stay here. |
I'Il make 1h find me work. 1'm |

rane.  1I'm clever, too, and crafty, !
Anzeln. @il wring it from this hus- |
tlinz city. I'll Gght it and beat it. Me
darlin® shall have evervihing she

wants. My little mother—my precious

litrle mother!”

CHAPTER VI
A Communication From Nathaniel
Kingsnorth.

HE months that followed were
the hardest in O'Conneil’'s life.
Strive as he wounld, be could
tind no really remunerative em-

ployment. He bad no special training.
He Lkpew no trade. His pen. thougzh

' fuent, was not cultured and lacked the
| glow of eloguence be bad when speak-
| ing. He worked in shops and in fae-
| tories.
|
1

IIe tried to report on news-
papers. But his lack of experience ev-
What be
contrived to earn during those months
of struzzle was all too little as the
time approached for the ereat event

|  Angela was now entirely confined to
' her bed. She seemed to grow IROTE
lsr.riril:-lilae every day. A terrible dread
haunted O'Connell waking and sleep-
ing. He would start out of some ter-
rible dream at night and listén to her
breathing. When he would hurry back
' at the close of some long, disappoint-

nﬂmiﬂﬂ.t‘f‘d b‘}" thE" LihETﬂl! Di P'E'E'l' iﬂg ﬂﬂr hiS heart Wﬂﬂlﬂ be hammer-

tor Feedral candidate in vonven-

tion at Brampton.

Mrs. Wm. Manning, 80 vears of
age, attempted suicide late Fridav
throwing hersell into

night bv
the harbor at Meaford. 2

=
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ing dully with fear for his loved one.
As the months wore on his face be
came lined with care and the bright
zold of his hair dimmed with streaks
of silver. But be never faltered or
lost courage. He always felt he must
win the fieht for existence as he

L hand.
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| down his cheeks.
| the adjoining flats who had kindiy of-
fered to help took the chitd away (rora

The doctor led him to the bed-
| side. He lovked down at his loved one.
| A glaze was over Angela’s eyes as she
| looked up at him.
| All her sufferine was forgotten. She
' kpew only pride and love.- 2he was at
She raised her hand, thin and
| trangparent now, to O'Connell.
| pressed it to his lips.

|
him.

| peace.

Till now she had been

iel. her intense dislize and contempt
From the time

<he left England she had not written
to either of then.
Something decided her.s

Could she now?

One night O’Conpell came back dis-
heartened. Try as be wonld, he could
not conceal it He was retting to the
end of his couraZe.’ ‘I'here was insuf-
ticient work at the shop he had been
working in for severii weeks. He bad
been tbld he need not cOowe again.

Angela, Iving motionless and white,
tried to comfort him and give bim
heart.

She made up her mind that nizht
The next day she wrote to her brother.

She could pot bring herself to ex-
press one regret for what she had done
or said. On the contrar¥. she made
many references to ber bappiness with
the man she loved. She did write of
the hardships they Were
throngh. But they were only tempo-
rary. O'Conpell was so clever, SO
prilliant, he must win in the end, Only
just now she was ill. She needed help.
She asked no gift—a loan merely.
They would pay it back when the days
of plenty came. &She would not ask
even this were it not that she was not
only ill, but the one great wonderful
thing in the world was to be vouch-
safed her—motherhood. In the name
of her unborn baby she begged him to
send an immediate response.

She asked a neizhbor to post the let-
ter so that O'Connell would not know

| of her sacrifice. She waited anxiously

for a reply.
Some considerable time afterward—

oen the eve of her travail and when |

worst—the answer came by cable.

She was alone when it came.

fler heart beat furiously as she open-
ed it.

were almost at the end. 1f he had
been generous LOW wonderful it weuld
be for her to bhelp the man to whom
nothine was too much to rive her.

The [act that her brotber had cabled

sirencthened the belief that he bhad

| hastened to come to her vescue.

She opened the caple and rend it

Then shefell back on the pitlow with a-,
| low, faint modau. L

W lhen, hours later, O Connell return.

od from a vain search for work he

fornd her senseless with the eable in

her bngers e tried to revive ber

without success.

for a doctar.

¥ o
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All it sald was:
You have made vour bed. [Lie in 1L
wATHANIEL Kl wOSNORTH

b
Foward mor

was very buiet

arms. He looked down at it in-a stu-

| por. It hiad really come tO PasSs= their
A litile baby
The tiny wall from this child,
bhorn of love and in SOrTOW, seemed to |
fle pressed the
| mite to him as the hot tears towed |
A woman in one of |

4 | w Yy T W st ®
{':laut'— A [N 5 il :1:] liis.

oriri!

waken his dull sen=es,

She whispered:

|=

| “My baby. Bring me—my baby.”

| He took it from the woman and
| placed it in Angela’s weak arms. She
' kissed it again and again. The child
| wailed pititully. ~The effort had becn

, too milch for Angela’s failing strength.

' Consclousness left ber.

i » * . * ® » .
| Just before sunrise she woke. O'Con-

nell was sitting beside her.
uever moved.

' very faint.
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I'm—1'm

—and—keep—you=and Dbless you—for
_$gur—1nre-—ﬂf me.” She paused to

Peg—FPure as a Mountain Lily.

take breath. Then she whispered ber
leave taking. The words never left
O Connell’s memory for all the days of
al} the years that followed.

w3 y—last—words, dear, the—last—
I'll—ever—spenk—to—you. [~1—love—
you — withk — all — my heart—and—my
soul—husband! Gouod—goodby, Frank.”
She slipped from his arms and lay,
lips parted, eyes opel, body still

The struggle was over. She had
gone where there are Do petty treach-
eries, no mean brutalities—where all
stand alike before the throne to ren-
der an account of their stewardship.

passing |

The brave, geotle little heart was
gtilled forever. -
W L ] w L L | [

And now Peg appears for the first

| time and brings ber radiant presence,

\ ber roguish smile, her big, frank, soul-
ful blue eyes, her dazzling red hair,
ber direct, honest and outspoken
truth, her Jove of all that is ¢lean and
pure and beautiful—I"eg enters our
pages and turns what was a history of
romance and drama into a comedy of
youth.

Peg—pure as a mountain lily, sweet
as a fragrant rose, haunting as an old
melody—Peg o' Our Hearts comes into
our story even as she entered bher fa-
ther's life, as the suavior of these pages,
even as she was the means of saving
'[ Q'Connell

And she did save her father.

It was the presence and the thought
of the little motherless baby that kept
O'Connell’s band from destroying him-
self when his recason almost left him
after his wife's death. The memories
of the days immediately following the
passing of Angela are too painful to

Even if he only sent a little it |
would be so welcome now when they |

e sent a neighbor |
As e watched the worn,

| patient face, his heart full to bursting, |
the thoucght flashed through him v hat
| could have happensd to cause thiz col
[l¢ became conscious of the ¢a-
blg be had fouud tightly clasped in ber

[le picked it up and rend it 11

nine the doctor placed a
little mite of humanity in Q'Connell’s

She tried to smile.

He

He had
The infant was sleep-
i ing on some Dblankets on the couch,
| the woman watehing her.

Angela motioned ber husbapd to
bend near to her. Her eyes shone with
upnearthly brightness. He put his ear
! near her lips. Her voice was very,

sem-s 5 — care—of—our—baby. Frank.

---l -

« dwell upon.

They are past. They are gsacred in
' O"Connell’s heart: They will be to the
| historian.

Thanks to some kindly Irishmen
| who heard of O'Connell’'s plight, he
ihurruweﬂ enough money to bury bis
-idc-:ui wilfe and place a tablet to her
memory.

He sent n message to Kingsnorth
,tteil‘rng him of hiz sister's death. He
' neither expected nor did he receive an
answer. As soon as it was possible
he returned to Ireland and threw him-
- self once azain heart and soul into
working for the “cause.” [Iie realized
his only hope of keeping hiz balance
was to work, He went back to the
little villame he was born in, and it
was Father Cahill's hands that pour-
ed the baptismal waters on O'Con-

:
|
I

' pell’'s and Angela’s baby, and it was

TFather Cahill's veice that read the
| haptismal service.

Qhe was christened Muargaret.
Ancela, one night, when it was near
' inz her time, begged him if it were 2

zirl to christen her Margzavet, after her

: mother, since all the best in Angela
| conme from her mother.

name the mite AnzZeln.

]

earet the baby was

. was too distinguished

i jong for such a little bhundle of pink
and white humanity, It did not seem
to fit her. S0 “PPee” she was named.
and “Pez"” she remiined for the rest
of her life.

| Looming lirze in PPeg’s memories In

after life was ber Tather shiowing her

at. Kernan's hill and pointing ont the
mount on which be stood and spoke
that diy, while her mother, hidden by
that dense mass of trees, saw every
nwovement and heard every word.
'hen somehow her childish thoughis
'all seemed to run to kReine rule—to love
' of Ireland and hatred of Enciand—to
thinking all that wias xond ot irish-
' men and all that was bad of English-
Pl
“Why

do yve hate the Engzlish 8o

nee, looking up at bim with a puzzied

adorable brogue comipg [resh
| hor tongue.

| “Why do Yye hate them?’ she Te-

peated.

ed on his Lrow.

Peg asked.
“She was.”

‘bittherm:as that's In us."”

her.

" Continued on page T

Everything is Jooking this ViciDi :
The, growth for the last w .k 1s vicinity oh Sunday afternoon.

great.

Seeding is - in
this week.
Mecadows are beginning t look

II wheat, also, is
well so far.

- Our town is kind of
account of the busy
there is a fair share of busincss

The Rev. Mr. Cockburn of Tor-
onto preached temperance
mons in the Presbyterian hurch German nurse who. only a year
‘| here on Sunday. We are 1ill tem-|3ag0, F ;
perate in ¢his town
‘option came in force.
Mrs. Harrison, nce Emma Con-|Pital, and who later accompanied
key, gave her farewell service as|her employer to Toronto at a
organist
church here Sunday. She is going
to join her husband in the Metho- “I might
dist church in future.
John L. McKinnon s hon.e for I would mot. I
a fow days from Kingston Univer- imagine anything more
sity. He will be leaving fo~ Sas- ‘than the Eaglish nation.
katchewan, where he secured a quently, I hate to speak or write
achool for the summer months, ‘n*thﬂ language of our meanest ene-
a few days.
Miss Edna Sackett has been ap-|English letter.
pointed organist in
byterian church here, in_pl.ce of ' French nation.
Mrs. Harrison, rcsigned.

Dr. Lanc and Postmaster
Kinnon took a swift ride to themany Germans are dead. but she
doctor’s old
on Sunday,
for church in the morning, afterjis a mnursc
motoring
They were back agan

PRICEVILLE. clock at night.

green.' Heavy thunder and ligh{ning in

church pext Sunday morniagz at 11
o'clock.

Miss Charlotte Duncan is home
with her father, Mr. Duncaa Me-
Donald, alter serving three vears
in Fergus training {for a nurse.

quict on 3]

time, but) g 7E LETTER® REACHES
TORONTO.

A letter of hate came tb a Tor-

| ] Gaclic in the Presbyterian
full opcration'

promising

= onto family last week from a

) proved herself  eflicient,
local | faithful and friendly to a member

of the family in a German hos-

8sin *e

in  tho Presbvterian time of sickness and death.

This German nurse now  says:
have written you, ol
course, but I frankly admit that
cannot possibly
hatelul

(Conse-

mics, so I don’t like to write an
I could write you
the Presby- | in Freach, as I don’t hate the
They are honest
enemies, and the English are not”

Mc-| The young woman admits that

homo in Kincardine | says that the women are ready to

beingt here in time die, too, for the Fatherland. She
at the Tfront, her
goldier. and five of
2t 9 o'-!her uncles have been killed.

sOMm:o 50 or 60 miles. | brother is a
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|  O'Counell would have liked much to
But his dead
' wife's wishes were paramount. 50 Mar-
christened. It
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' much, father?” she asked O Connell

look in her bigz Llue eyes and the MOSE
from
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“I've good cause to, P’es, me darlin’,”
ha answered, and a deep frown gaiber-

“Spre wasn't me motbher English?"

i

e o e e
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wThen why do ye bate the English?”

“It 'ud take a long time to tel Yye
that, Pegey. Some day 1 will. Theres
| many a reason WRY the Irish hate the
English, and many a =pod reason 1oo.
But there's one why you and 1 should
hate them aund hate them with all the

«apd what is it ¥ said Peg curiously. |
“I'll tell_ve. When yer mother and
I were almost gtaarvin', and she iyin’
on o bed of sickness, ghe wrote to an
Englishman an’ coked bim to assist

«MADE IN CANADA” G| |}

Ford Touring Car
Price $590

Your mneichbor drives a Ford—why |
don’t vou? We are selling more Fords 1
in Canada this year than eyer before— |
beciuse Canadians demand the Lest in motor car ser-
~iceat the lowest possible cosk. The -*Made in Can-
adw” Ford is a necessity—not a luxury.

Runabout $540 : Town Car price on application, All 1
Ford Cars ave fully equipped, incledivg electvic head-
rights, o car sold unequipped. .Buvers of Ford
cars will shave in cu® profits if we sell 30,000 cars be- &
tween August 1, 1914 and Augnst 1, 1915,

All prices f.0.b, Ford, Ont.

New Models at our Garage

C. SMITH & SONS
Ontaric.

Durham,

An’ this is the reply she got:

‘Ye’ve made ver bed. Lie im it That

|
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