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I Lizzie's mutter was not encour^g- J Sabra also was to be away on Fil
ing. but presently he tried again. j day, delivering an address out oftown. 

1 "My granny took me down to say 1 Chloe worked late oil Thursday night, 
good night, and she's going to buy my shrinking from the good-by that awaft-

CHAPTER VI. (Continuer.) 
At first there seemed nothing tc 

Isay. Sabra drew away from the letter 
f 'Srith a frown of distaste, but a prog-

sa of adjustment was visibly going 
behind her handsome bfow: one 

could see her rearranging the news un-
til it should present just the fine, right 
aspect necessary. Mrs. Gage had sunk 
back in her chair, and over her tired 

i face a look of peace «nd utter relief 
I was stealing; but Chloe stood up like 
one who has drawn a sword. 

'• "Oh, horrible, hideous!" The low 
5 voice, breaking from new depths, made 

.J them start. "Oh, mother, this is graft, 
^ this is highway robbery! Oh, I might 

have seen it coming—others did!" She 
& wrung her hands. "Her son saw it, 
i»nd came over to stop it, and he hated 
us for a lot of leeches, crawling after 
her fortune. And we are—we are ' 

"Chloe!" Mrs. Gage had sprung up 
fe.to put an arm about her, as though she, 
; spoke in fever, but Chloe stood stiff 
and unyielding Within it. 

• "No! It's trte; We are grafters, 
-ishe cried. "^Te live on others. We 
K§,have done ugly things and called them 

Vflne names—but let's call this mar-
riage what it is!" 

I^.VDearest—" ' „ 
"What it is! Mrs. Cartaret is a dull, 

v.'gbod woman who has lost her head. 

well! It will take ten years oft your 
mother, Chloe." 

"It has put ten years on me!" , 
His nod accepted that. "She's a' 

shy woman,' he went on presently. "I. 
wonder what she said when she asked | 
him!" Chloe gave his arm a grateful I 
squeeze. | 

"We know he didn't scheme for it, i 
but others won:t. And oh, what that j 
dreadful son must have been saying j 
to her! I'm glad on bis account, any
way," she added vindictively. ( 

"Yes1. Rawly won't be 'much com
fort to him as a stepfather," Uncle 
Harry assented. 

She had gone on to <his door and, 
pausing there, she laid her cheek 
against his shoulder. "Oh, I am so 
glad you kept a place for me! So 
grateful!" she whispered. He was too 
diffident to respond to the caress. 

"Oh, I guessed you'd be along," he 
said, jingling his keys. 

' The day'B traffic had died down, the 
neighborhood was getting and eating 
its supper and Sereno Gage stood 
alone in a quiet street. Chloe paused 
at the broken palings to lay the long, 
hard day before him. 

"You and my Billy—both leaving 
me!" The realization brought her head 
down on her arms, but in a foment it 
was up again. "I can't lose either of 
you, really,' she comforted him; "and 
I can work! I need'never again take 
and wincf* and suffer about money 
things." Fm on my own two feet and 
I'm captain of my soul. I have made 

i my protest, father—I have taken my 
stand!" She spoke the last words 
aloud, and so* real was he to her that 
she heard his answer: 

"Go on, little Chloe: I bless you!" 

CHAPTER VII. 

granfaver a gol' fence, but she thinks 
J not just now. Perhaps l some ovver 
! time." 
' "M'm! She won't be buying him no 
I fence," Lizzie said, thrusting her bony 
face almost into the oven. "They're go
ing to pull him down and throw him 
away." 

Billy turned a sudden red and shook 
a threatening spoon. "They not going 
to pull 'im down!" he shouted. 

Lizzie, straightening up, smiled, the 
terrible smile of power that holds 
weakness in its grasp. "Yes, they are 
so. I read it in the. papers, and I 

ed her, and walked home with Uncle 
Harry. He knew, but she could trust 
him not to speak of it. He had,not yet 
spoken of Alex, either, but tonight the 
name sudenly came out. 

"That Alex,'* he began, "lie's sold 
his dynamo thing. I don't know what 
it is—can't make head or tail of it; 
but it improves something. Or they 
think it does, ^nyway, he's going to 
get five thousand dollars and ai part 
interest. That's not so had." 

"It is very good," said Chloe, trying 

CANADIANS MAKE 
SUCCESSFUL RAID 

SUDDEN ATTACK SURPRISES THE 
GERMANS WHO SUFFER L08S 

OF BATTALION. tj 

With the British armies in France, 
Dec. 24, via London, Dec. 25.—(From 
a staff correspondent of the Associat
ed Press)—North of Arras certain 
Canadian troops have just accomplish
ed what the British officers declare 

Children's Evening Story 
Brownie Save* The Dam. . made as big as possible, to let the 

„ , ' freshet pass through. But I can't do 
Brownie Beaver was always \ g'&d Jt - j can>t gWjm as weii as I could 

that„ he had taken Grandaddy s advice 1 

to speak with impersonal friendliness, j maTjcs a n«w phase in "modern trench 
The news, which would onco have giv-1 warfare. In a raid, which, however, 
— i %. i— . 'was much mor* than a raid, they suc-heard vour CTannv say it, too. -They're ' en her such joy, had fallen like ~ . ... ... „ .. _ . _ 

going to pull him down and put him , blow; it showed Alex as going on bril-i ceed®(| in putting out ofactl®°> *®m-
on an old dump cart and throw him on ! liantly to success and happiness, his ; PQrarily at least, an entire battalion of on an oia aump> can. a,wut ; German infantry.. They took fifty-nine . 
the ash heap. So the • . elad" "she added more deso-1 Prisoners, including one commanding i thing. The pond was full and running 

For all her size and years, she was be w^d. ate added. -Pore de9* | officer, and estimated that they killed over! And just as likely the dam 
1150 German in dugouts which were i would be 

about the freshet. And Brownie's 
neighbors were glad that he nad, too. 
For that was really the only thing 
that saved.the village fromi being car
ried away by the flood of water that 
swept down upon the pond, after it 
had rained for two days and two 
nights. 

The pond rose so quickly and the 
water rushed past «o fast that people 
had to scramble out of their houses 
and begin working on them, to keep 
them from being washed away. 

That rush of water meant only one 

only a spiteful child, not knowing 
| what she did. Billy slipped to the floor, 
'tugjring at his bib, and something in 
'his face made her add a hasty: 

"Oh, now, don't be a baby, Billy. 
Here's a cookie." 

The cookie fell- unheeded to the 
floor and Billy ran to his granny; but 
the strangers were still there, and he 

Donald Cartaret would never believe 
it,, But the took it. That's what Alex 

- wild of him once—'Lord God. what that 
vmaii won't take!' And I quarreled with 
. ;Alex for it." She sobbed without 
£ tears, beating her hands together. "I 
' Can't stand it. I'm done with the fam
ily way—the Gage way!" 

Sabra said nothing; her stillness 
. was as rigid as an armor, against chloe found her mother and sister 

ii' ijfhich words bounded off, leaving no ' apparently as she had left them, wait-
'mark. Mrs. Gage, troubled, loving, | jng for her in the dining room. They 

', heard only wild utterances of delirium, j mjgtjt justifiably have met her with 
"My little girl, what do you mean? i coldness, but Mrs. Gage's "Well, my 

What can you do?" she urged. |little girl!" was the tender welcome 
chloe knew at last what she could of all her life, with only a note of 

^ anxiety adde(L_as though her little girl 
"Barn my living" she cried. "Barn had possibly been hurt. Sabra was 

^W«rvthine I have and wear and do! tranquil and pleasant as usual, and not 
V on Tve been worse than an/one, for till long afterward did Chloe P^lize 
\ T knew—I've seen us as we were. I the faint aloofness that had begun on 
IhaVe been a coward and a shirk, that day, and was never to change. 

Uncfle Harry offered me a position, and i It was not resentful, perhaps not even 
*hed and told him I wasn't'that | conscious; merely the instinctive, 
* I'd rather sponge! I'm going i cautious withdrawal of a person who 
m now, this minute. If he won't! carries something very precious, but 
me, I'il go from place to place 
me one does. Oh, I don't feel 
I don't feel clean!" 
ran out of the room, up to her 

but she would mot 

"Yes; he's pleased." Uncle Harry's 
speech, was so averted that the back 
of hiB head was toward her. "He's a 
glum gbrt of a fellow, though. I used 
to think he was rather jolly, hut if he 
was, he has got. over it."-

carried away—the dam on 
blown to atoms after their occupants I which Grandaddy Beaver had worked 
refused to surrender. The Canadian | when he was a youngster, and on 
.losses were extremely light. The which his own grandaddy had worked 
"raid" took place at 3 o'clock in the; before him. It would take years and 
afternoon on a front of 400 yards. The j years to build another such dam as 

The unspoken message, with its hint RGerman prisoners admit that - they .that. 
of jcomfort, brought her hand under 

dared not go in. No Sabra was up- his arm and made difficult speSch p0S' 
stairs, no Toto had come home. His sible. 

'sown sanctuary. ^ . 
: down. She bad a task to do 
this moment, and she must be fit 

•When she came down, ten min-
ter, Sabra sat unmoved, a little 

but still finely impervious, and 
ifierrmAther stood as she had been left, 

.- In dtricken bewildermen, but Chloe 
[f. aid not see them, of Billy, nursing his 
- kitten on the steps, or her father tow

ering over the traffic in .his frock 
V.cpatr-the top hat in his hand. 

Uncle Harry spared her question or 
^comment Perhaps his shy, averted 
mtie saw more than it. seemed to, for 

: kt^Chloe'e abrupt, "I want work, 
$: Uncle Harry—anything—any kind— 
/ youenid once—" he interposed a dry : 
I' ''All right, Chloe—take off your coat, 
S-Jihatbrought her down to a more nor-
1 -mill level. * * 

'Tve kept your job for you—thought 
yon might /be along," he add^tL, as he 
shaded; over to a counter piled with 

U blue print plans. 
^ today?" Chloe exclaimed., 
.y not? Aren't you ready?" 

1% She threw off coat and hat. "Oh. so 
roady! Only it seemed too good to be 
true," she said with a long breath of 

, relief. 
- •'Weil, Miss GftlbraitlThere has been 
Mai your'.work and hers too; she's 

& 4 

jnoet dead," he explained. „ 
rZThe ebbing storm in Chloe made, it 
' hard for her 'to listen to directions, 

feliiit she-bent forward fiercely to under-
A'standing, and if she sometimes asked 

question twice, Uncle Harry 
did not -appear to notice. The work-
in* world about her gradually took the 
girl into its ordered steadiness. -The 
Tleer clean, empty office with its 
etraijtht lines and straight purposes 
Jmd' the *<cool relief of mathematics 
liter turgid poetry. . The plans of 
bouses and apartments needed sorting, 
and. as she worked over them they 
look on personality to Chloe. So 
inany homes, • waiting for their his-
foitos! When a young couple came m 
Wanting five rooms and a- bath in a 

Vijioe neighborhood, she threw herself 
into the quest with an ardor that sdnt 
them oft full of hope and addresses. 
Then she discovered ttfat Uncle Harry 

;%aa looking on with the amused smile 
that always made her aware of his 
great affection. 
i' "Yes—-all right, Chloe." he drawled. 
."Fine! Only just don't let them think 

a Vou're going t6 live with 'em, too. You 
" said 'we' could use the alcove for an 

bedroom." And so Chloe's G>^extra , 
'-young laugh was ringing out in the 
' bmnjmam. not two hours after she had 
* •come there crushed with shame. 

Uncle Harry kept her till after clos-
/-Jni time, and then went home togeth-

In the dusk, her hand under his 
arm, Chloe could speak. 
\ ~?«u were there, last night, she 
said. "You saw it fail." 
' ''Well, I've been to worse plays, 
once or twice," was the mild answer. 
"I thought some of it was pretty good, 
fof Rawly. I almost clapped once ' 

fragile, from a jostling neighborhood. 
In her gratitude that they did not hate 
her, Chloe made a happy tale of her 
application for work and its startling-
ly immStTiate result. 

"I do love it," she said. "The house 
wqn't be so nice, mother; but wait till 
I give you my first pay envelope!" 

"I think we might get a better girl 
than Lizzie," Mrs. Gage began reluc
tantly. 

"Oh, I wish we could," Chloe ex
claimed. "She isn't a friendly girl. 
She won't love me,' she added, with 
a laugh at herself. "Can't we change 
right now?" 

Mrs. Gage had an objection, but 
found difficulty in wording it. "She is 
nice about waiting for her money," she 
said at last. "Some^irls are cross 
if it is a day late. You see, it was just 
time for Sabra's check when Mr. 
Lindsley died." She was apologetic, 
as though confessing to bad manage
ment. 

"Never mind. I shall have money 
soon," Chloe bomforted her. and felt 
a new and thrilling pride in her own 
power. "I do love Uncle Harry!" she 
cried. 

In the morning Chloe jumped up 
with a forgotten buoyancy and went 
off importantly-to her work. She was 
gone before Mrs. Gage had opened her 
mail, and so knew nothing of the curt 
notice that ended the hope of saving 
Sereno Gage. The statue was to come 
down in two days' time, and the sug
gestion that it be put up somewhere 
else had been found impracticable. A 
dry official regret closed the subject. 
Mrs. Gage and Sabra discussed it over 

late breaKfast, agreeing sadly that 

the wagons and motors more room. 
"Wow; today?" Chloe exciaimea., , , The ash cart still haunted Billy, but 
..3n,v not? Aren't you ready?" the morning Chloe jumped up jje been assured that that 

° f~ " v"""" ' was only a wicked lie, he grew cheer
ful again. 

"If he goes too far for me to see 
him I can write him letters," he ex
plained, and at last fell asleep. Chloe, 
tucking liim in. saw thiat his hands 
twitched and that muttered words 
echoed the past storm, and she went 
down stairs hot with purpose. 

"Mother, Lizzie has got to go, to
night,' she demanded, and told Billy's 
tale. "She is bad, cruel. She hurl 
him deliberately. I d>m't want hira 
cvoi to see her ,iga>n." 

Mrs. Gage hated to remind her. 
"You know, we owe her a month's 
wages, darling. She wouldn't go with
out her money." 

"And we have ins: to sit down unuer 
this? Say nothing?" Chloe bliized. 

"I'm afraid so, Toto. But it is only 
for a little while. You haven't heard 
about Sabra's lectures yet." 

Chloe had no attention for Sabra. 
"Oh, and I 'didn't care about money'!" 
she cried. "It seems as if all the hu
miliations of life came through not 
having it." 

Her mother had an inspiration. "I 
could borrow it from the fund, dear! 
I've got all that money up in my tin 
box—I was afraid it would get drawn 
on^-in the bank. If you say so—" 

Chloe was tempted; then she shook 
her head. "No. That'B the way peo
ple embezzle. They borrow, just i'or 
a few days, "and then they can't put it 
back. No; we will stand it till I can 
pav her, and then I shall tell her what 
I think. It will keep! How did she 
know?" 

Mrs. Gage reluctantly brought out 
the notice, which had been discussed 
at the breakfast table. Chloe took it 
quietly. She had known long ago 
that there was no hope. 

"The ninth; that will be Friday." 
she said. "Mother, we must take Billy 

that day. I couldn't bear to 

Chloe smwaerea. w ^ ̂  visitors, so Lizie had to give never get over it. 
him his supper in the kitchen. Lizzie 
had hard, bony hands that tied 
bibs with a jerk and rattled down 
dishes as though little boys weVe too 
much trouble to be endured. Billy ate 
meekly. No one praised him when 
he got to the bottom of his mug, orj 
enjoyed ~nh "him the gradual uncover-1 - oof*™nrH dear. 

there was nothing to be done. They 
were careful not to speak of it before 
Billy, feeling that only Chloe could 
make the loss comprehensible to him. 

The mail had brought better news 
to Sabra. The ladies of the eugenics 
board of managers, hastily called to
gether, were coming to her relief with 
a course of drawing room lectures. Al
ready they had the drawing room and 
the rieht patronage: it remained only 
to sell the tickets and compose the 
lectures. Sabra was in conference 
over the telephone half the morniiig 
and she walked as though an endlesw 
platform stretched under her happy 
feet. 

"Afterward I can give the same 
course through the west,' she told her 
mother. "I shall write to prominent 
club members and ask them to work it 
up for me. And these will lead to oth
er drawing room courses heffc—it will 
grow very fast. I shall earn a good 
living witlj a fraction of my time." 

Mrs. Gage gave her unfailing glow
ing response. "Splendid, dear. 
You're launched now, and I am sure 
you deserve it. What shall you lec
ture about?' she added. 

"Oh. that will be easy.".said Sabra. 
Billy found the day rather long. 

Granny was good to him, but she an
swered his stirring communications 
with her love rather than with he;r 
attention, and he missed his Toto's J 
ever-ready interest. Granny took him i 

down to the statue for good night, but away 

father represented to Billy one vast, 
permanent prohibition against inter
ruption, but in his distress he even 
pattered to the room from which the 
exasperated demand for quiet had s6 
often burst out at him. It was empty. 
In all the house there was no help, 
and moments were flying. 

The front- door was unlatched, for 
Billy was allowed to play on the side
walk and he ran out, but even now 
"His obedient lfttle feet stopped at the 
familiar boundary line. He meant 
dnly to wait there for Toto, who could 
make everything right; but soon a 
dire sound brought a terror that wiped 
out law. Down the block c^rie bump
ing a city ash cart, headed straight 
for the corner round whiclj stood the 
beloved presence. 

Billy shouted at it, furiously, stamp
ing his foot, sobbing in his impotence; 
the driver did not even glance over his 
averted shoulder. Billy panted after 
him. There were people in the street, 
but a stray child, even a crying child, 
was too familiar a sight in that neigh
borhood to draw atterition. At the 
corner the cart turned and bumped off 
up the street. Sereno Gage, standing 
in his accustomed place, was for the 
moment safe, but Billy knew how ash 
carts abounded. He looked uncertain
ly back toward the shelt<» of home, 
and wistfully up the street for Toto, 
then down to the dear grandfather, all 
alone in his mortal peril; and the 
great need to rescue, that was to dom
inate and direct al his life, wiped out 
fear. He braved the traffic and. 
crawling through a gap in the palings, 
planted himself at the statue's base. 

"I'm here, granfaver," he called. 
Don't you be afraid. I'm here!" 

To the passing world he was only 
a playing child. The streets were 
growing dim and quiet, but Billy stay
ed at his post, his heart big with pro
tective love. Whenever a coming ve
hicle seemed to bump like an ash cart, 
he sent up his reassuring whisper; 
"I'm right here!" But it was desolate 
and unnerving work" for a little boy 
whose bedtime had already passed. 
He kept up bravely until, coming slow
ly home from work, he saw his own 
Toto. Then his spirit melted within 
him and he stumbled out between the 
palings, baby arms up for comfort, 
weeping his bitter tale; She caught 
him close, and at every stammered, 
"Lizzie said—' she grew sterner and 
straighter behind the pitiful tender
ness that was mothering him. He was 
hurried back to the house where he 
had just been missed and when she 
had him soothed and undressed Chloe 
told him how the streets were growing 
so crowded that perhaps grandfather 
could not live there any longer, so he 
was thinking of moving away to give 

"You can forgive an insult to your
self," «he said, "but you can't forgive 
an insult to some one you love. It 
isn't right to forgive it^UncW Harry!" 

They had paused, facing the statue, 
where their ways parted. 

"H'm—insult," he repeated thought-
full^. "I wonder if insults matter 
much, Chloe?** 

"But, if they dont, what does mat
ter?" 

"Why, what the fellow' meant, I 
should say. If he means to insult you 
—well, that's one thing; but if he is 
blurting out what he thinks is the 
truth—and most insults are that—" 

"You plight forgive it in one sense, 
but you 'would never forget it," Chloe 
broke in, ajl the more hotly because 
of the sudden, clamorous beating of 
her heart, which had leaped as though 
in response," to good news. "Good 
night. I'll see you in the morning.' 

Uncle Harry trydged on, a faint fig
ure, his big white bead set bird fash
ion on his stubby coat. His walk bad 
always dragged since the day his wife 
die<^. Chloe ran home. She could not 
face her good-by just now. 

The shadow of tomorrow lay on the 
little house. Mrs. Gage was cheerful 
when she spoke, but fell into frequent 
silences, her lips pressed together in 
a line that hurt Chloe worse than 
tears. Sabra was uneasy and talked 
fluently of her lectures, as though to 
ward off mention of anything that was 

were taken completely' by surprise.1 Now, with almost everybody work-
The officer captured said he was con-1 ing on his own house, there was al-
vinced that something was about to most no one left to work upon the 
happen bnt believed that the attack j damr But people never stopped to 
was coming on Christmas eve. He re
ported to the higher command bttt re
ceived no support. 

, r Make Sudden Dash. 
The Canadians, mostly stalwart men 

from the plains of Manitoba, Saskatch-

thln* abont that They never once re
membered that out of the whole vil
lage old Grandaddy and Brownie 
Beaver were the only persons whose 
houses had been made ready for the 
freshet and that those two were the 
only people with nothing to do at 

ewan and Alberta, had, skillfully estab- jhome. 
Iished themselves well forward so I "There's be plenty to help save the 
that when the artillery had ceased the dam," everybody said to himself. "Ill 
preparatory fire they were in the Ger 
man front line trenches in less than 
two minutes. The officer in command, 
who was reporting the raid to head
quarters by telephone, said that he had 
hardly uttered the words "They're 
off" before he had to say "They're in." 
Consternation reigned among the Ger
mans who scrambled for the dugouts 
leading to the rear trenches while the 
Canadians pelted them with hand 
grenades. Caught absolutely im pre
pared, many Germans in the front line 
offered no resistance but threw up 
their hands with cries of "Kamerad." 

Others were taken as they fled for 
the second and third lines for the Can
adians pushed on quickly to the sec
ond trenches. 

Attack Well Planned. 
About twenty dugouts were destroy

ed *by Canadians, several with bombs 
captured from the Germans. One of 
the officers engaged said: 

"As we entered the trenches manv 
sad and could not be made to seem .Germans broke for the dugouts. All 

, ^rible!" 
;|V He nodded 

P' 

his understanding. "I 
of^thoutfht it might bring you 
today/' 

" wasn't Ralston's failure that did 
Uncle Harry. It was his success, 

said with bitterness. "He married 
Cartaret this morning." 

Uncle Harry stopped short and a 
nt whistle followed. Then he trudg-

her on. ' , 
djrft'By George, if didn't know Ra^y 
havi so much he said at feat: 
Detc Hfilona Cartaret so Uttle. well, 

• w 
* „ : tMb?* 

Mrs. Gage admitted that she wanted 
to be away herself. "The ninth is the 
last of the Babies' Outings," she said. 
"I ought to go on it, anyway; I have 
shirked them this summer. I'll go 
and take \Billy." 

Chloe was reluctant. "I hate those 

otherwise. The loving courtesy of Mrs 
Gage's attention, so persistently called 
from her own thoughts, made Chloe 
long to cry out. "Let her al<Jhe!" She 
wa»-glad when Billy's voice demanded 
her upstairs. 

The evening' was sultry and airless 
anjl Billy could not- go to sleep. She 
sang him drowsy songs and told stor
ies, but when he demanded the tale 
of the 'li'l children in the fractory," 
her breath caught and she coul£ not 
go on. ; 

"Billy," she said, jumping up, 'I 
think a little walk might make you 
sleepy. I'm going to slip on your 
clothes and take you out." 

Billy was enchanted. They m^de a 
secret of the expedition, stealing down 
the stairs without a sound, for Chloe 
did not want her mother to guess 
where they were going. Billy had a 
finger on his lips, his eyes were gleam
ing slits of laughter as they escaped 
uncaught fey the front door. They 
turned hand in hand to the corner. 

"You see, grandfather might move 
any day now,' Chloe said casually. "It 
is too noisy here. And besides, when 
the wagons are so crowded, people 
sometimes get hurt—and you know 
how he would hate that." 

"Yes: I guess he's got to move,'' 
Billy assented, and presently was 
shouting it all up through the palings, 
while Chloe looked up over bis .head 
into the shadowy face of her father. 

"Everything is changing and going," 
she told him. "And I have lost Jtlex 
—he doesnt care any more. If he did, 
he would try to make me forgive him. 
I shall miss you every day of my life.' 
But I will work, and I'll keep close to 
Billf, and I'll take care of mother— 
I'll do niy best. Good night!" 

She put her band down blindly for 
the little boy's. 

Good night, granfaver. When you 
move into the country, Toto will write 

jyou a letter and 1*11 put kisses in it." 
Billy promised. At the corner he hnng 
back to shout further assurances, but 
Chloe did not turn her head. 

Tbey slipped in undiscovered and 
Billy was soon asleep, but Chloe sat by 
him in the dark Until the insistent 
monologue below ceafied and Sabra at 
last went to bed. Then Chloe would 
have gone down, but, looking into the 
sitting/roomrrbm the stairs, she paus
ed there. Mrs. Gage sat erect beside 
the lamp, an^open magazine under 
quietly folded hands, her eyes sorrow
fully fl^ed .but her undefeated head 
well up. 

"She doesn't want me now," Chlpe 
thought, and curled down where sne 
was, her head on her knees, to keep 
silent vigil. After a-long time Mrs. 
Gage rose, automatically putting a 
scarf about her shoulders. Chloe knew 
where she was gqflng and shrank back 
into the shadow as her motbei- passed 
out the front door. 

"She will want me when she comes 
back," she thought, and waited at the 
foot of the stairs, seeing with intol
erable clearness the lonely figure of 
Sereno Gage out in the little park and 
his gaunt old wife standing at his feet. 
She was not gone long. Chloe expect
ed her to creep back, broken; but it 
was a strong step that presently came 
down the block. She stood at full 
height, more than ever the stanch old 
soldier, as she threw back the door. 
Her eyes fell on Chloe without sur
prise. 

(To be continued.) 

lioved "ith 'him the gradual uncover-j crowded boats,' she confessed. 
inK of the rose that bloomed under' "We have every safeguard 
the cereal. His loneliness at last j You don't think we would^let 
dm»« mS to Bp««h. | poor »oth.r» nm Mr ri.kr 

"My Toto has gone to work," he 
offered. 

Of course you wouldn't," 
to admit 

who did were subsequently well oared 
for. Each of our men was given defi
nite instructions for his precise task 
and a map of the enemy trenches 
which proved absolutely I correct. 
Each man knew eyery detail of the 
proposed operation. They (were de
lighted at this and entered the fight 
with great cheers. When they capie 
out two hours later they were singing 
and as happy as school boys on a holi
day. The neatness and desnatch with 
which the raid was carried out were 

just work on my house.** ; 
There was nothing more he could 

do to make his hoase safer, so he 
swam over to the dam, expecting to 
find a good many to his neighbors 
there. But old Grandaddy Beaver 
was the only other person he found. 
And be seemed worried. 

"It's a great pity!" he said to 
Brownie. "Here's this fine dam, 
which has tak^n so many years to 
build, and ifs a-going to be washed 
away—you ir .rk my wordel" 

"What makes you think that?" 
asked Brownie. 

"There's nobody here to do any
thing," said Grandaddy Beaver. "The 
spillways of this dam ought " to be 

once. 
" Brownie Beaver looked at the rush
ing water which poured ever the top 
of the dam in a hundred places suid, 
was already carrying uff mud and 
sticks, eating the dam away before bis 
very eyes. 

"Ill save the dam!'' be cried. 
"You?" Grandaddy Beaver ex

claimed. ''Why, what do you think 
you .can do?" Being so old, he oriuldn't 
help believing that other, people were 
too young to do difficult things. 

"Watch me and I'll show you!" 
Brownie Beaver told him.""-And "with
out Baying another word swam to 
the nearest spillway and began mik
ing it bigger. 

Sometimes be had to<- fight tile 
freshet madly, to keep from being 
swept over the dam himself. Some
times, too, as he stood on the dam it 
crumbled beneath him and he found 
himself swimming again. 

How many escapes he had th$t day 
Brownie Beaver cpuld never remem
ber. When they happened, he didn't 
have time to count them, he was work
ing so busily. Jknd if Grandaddy Beiv-
er hadn't told everyone afterward how 
Brownie saved the dam from being 
swept away, and how hard he had 
worked and bow he had- pwum fear
lessly into the torrent, people^ouidn't 
have known anything about it. " 

To be sure they had noticed that 
the water went down almost as sud
denly as it rose. But they dldnrt stop 
to think that there must have been 
some reason for that. And wnen they 
learned that Brownie Beaver was the 
reason, the i^hole village gave him a 
vote of thanks. 

They wanted to give him a gold 
headed cane, too. Bat they were un
able to find one anywhere. v 

When Brownie Beaver heard;of thai 
be said it was Jteat as well, because he 
seldom walked far on land and there 
wasnt much in a person carrying a 
cane when he swam, anyhow. Al
though it was sometimes done, he bad 
always considered it a silly , practice—• 
and one that he would not cane to fol
low. 
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LOCAL BREEDERS '. 
HEAVIEST WINNERS 

The-judging was fiblshed Thursday 
as was expected and the list of awards 
that were not previously published will 
be announced today. Ottumwa exhibit
ors have been big winners in the show, 
although some of the visiting bird 
fanciers have made excellent show
ings and taken a large number of the 
awards. 

The .expense the breeders go to in 
.showing the various types, the interest 
manifested And the amount of study 
and attention given the industry Is 
much bigger and worth more in1 and 
about Wapello county than most peo
ple realize. Many of the local breed
ers sell hundreds of dollars worth of 

.... „ . , chickens aside from the egg, settings 
unique. The artillery cooperation of i ^ d everv show held 

emphasizes more tlian the past, ihe tifully placed curtains of fire prepared 
our advance, and, creeping, forward, 
protected us as they proceeded to ab
solutely demolish the enemy trenches 
and dugouts. • The program had given 
the men an hour but in ten -minutes 
Hie raiders signalled they were ready 
to, return to their own trenches." 

No attempt was made' at a counter 
attack until ihe following night when 
the Germans bombarded #nd' raided 
their own first line, or what was left of 
it, thinking that the raiders were still 
there. As a matter of fact the Can
adians who carried out the operation 
were miles away. They were not part 
of the fighting line but on rest'and had 
gone forward for this particular piece 
of work which was planned weeks ago. 

AGED WOMAN HAS 
MERRY CHRISTMAS 

New York, Dec.^5. —Surrounded by 
a large proportion of her score or more 
of grand and great grand children 
from Brooklyn and Philadelphia, Mrs. 
Alice Bennett celfebrated her one hun
dred and sixth Christmas at her home 
in Brooklyn today. Mrs. Bennet was 
105 years old yesterday. After helping 
prepare breakfast and reading the 

interest being taken in good poultry 
stock. 

The" following awards were made 
since the previous list was published: 

Barred Plymouth Rocks. , 
C. Ni Davis, Mystic—Fourth, pullet ; 

first, second, third and' fourth, hen; 
fourth and fifth, cockerel; fourth pul
let bred cockerel; third, cockerel bred 
pen; second, pullet bred pen.. 

E. S.-Popbam, Mm ray—First, pul
let bred cockerel; first, pullet bred 
pen; first, cockerel bred^ pen; first, 
cockerel bred pullet: first, second, 
third and fourth pullet. 

A. J. Riniger, Llbertyville—Third, 
cock. 

F. L. Reinbard ft Son, Ottumwa— 
Fifth, hen. 

E. W. Collins. Mt. Pleasant—Third 
and-fourth.' cockerel bred hen; first, 
cock, and third cockerel. 

O. L. Stockberger, Ottumwa—Sec
ond and third, pullet bred cockerel; 
first and second, cockerel bred pen; 
second and fifth, cockerel bred hen: 
third, fourth and fifth, cockerel bred 
pullet, and first cockerel. 

The two biggest prize winners of 
the 1916 show of the Ottumwa Poultry 
association are Mrs. Louis Montagne 
and Charles H. Orman. The former is 

breeder of White Orpingtons and 

did type. The Orman birds Ire of 
the single comb type. He has. won 
300 prises at various shows,during fbe 
pas t  Ave  yea r s .  „  .  .  'p  

The prise winning Orman birds ; 
at the local show all ecorfed high 
as will be see* from the Ant cock 
which scored M. The first cockerel 
scored 92%/and first heiK 02V Tbe 
cockerel is a son ot Cll^ef Wapello 
who in the past four years has been 
entered in a great many shows and 
never won under first place* - He was 
frost bitten when being sent to the 
Chicago show last year, and since then 
has not been exhibited. ' 

The highest type of chicken: shown 
and the number of thems/ the flocks, 
they represent and their .great variet v.' 
gives the visitor whaanquites into the 
poultry industry at the; local sbov. 
some idea of the magnitude 'of this 
'business. Hundreds- of birds are .be-' 
ing shown and theee are culled from 
large flocks In most cases. 

Silver Laced Wyandottea. 
V. G. Warner, Bloomfield.^fii-Bt and., 

second pullet, second cockerel, flrpt 
cock and first'tod second hen. 

Go Wen" ^aiftdoMes. v? . * M 
V. G. Warner, Btoomfield, flint cocl," 

first cockerel, first hen, first pullet. , 
Silvad Penciled Wyandettee. 

V. G. Warnsr, Bloomfleld, lint cock,. 
first hen, second cockerel, second pul
let. •' 

Single Comb Brown Legbo^M. v' 
Mrs. Manroe Murtz, Ottumwa, firat 

cock; first, secoiid,- thiftl and focrth 
hen; first, second, third and fourth 
cockerel; first, sdcond, third, fourth 
and fifth pullet; first young pen; flrM 
old pen; y . 

Single Couth buff Leghorna. 'fe 
Mrs. H. Hoskins,-Fairfield, first and 

second cockefel; first, second, third, 
fourth and fifth pullet ; firsf and sec- ~ 
ond young pen. v. 
Fawn and White Indian Runner Ducks. 

J. V. Buchanan it Son, Ottumwa. 
first old drake. ftVfct ^bbng dnike, first 
and second ybting' dtfck, fli'St fcnd see-
on#. ' -
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horning paper without th^'ule Tf^e Vatter. ^^Xha^tJenty'tyJ 
spectacles, she walked five blocks to Reds- Mte- Montagne has twenty-tyo 

BURGLARS ARE FOILED. 
Bloomington, III., Dec. 25.—After 

blowing the outer door from the safe 
of the Goocb Brothers company bank 

church and home again at the end of 
the service. The home observance 
lasted until midnight. Today she help
ed stuff a twenty-five pound Turkey 
and according to her descendants, wa^ 
the "life of the Christ 

lesc^n 
mas i party." 

JASSY IS CAPITAL 
„OF RUMANIA NOW 

Londbn, Dec. 25. —A Reuter's dis
patch from Jassy, dated December 22, 
says that the Rumanian parliapwtet 
was opened there on that day byKing 
Ferdinand. The dispatch says that 
the king, in a speech from the throne, 
said that the war had shown that Aus
tria in her present condition could no 
longer exist as' a factor in the equi
librium of Europe. Tbe kltag. said that 
the Rumanian army had struggled 
against'the forces of four combined 
enemies in a manner justifying Ru
mania looking to the future with abso
lute confidence. - , 

COLD WAVE COMING. 
Denver. Colo., Dec. 26.—Predictions 

of p. cold wave for tomorrow were con
tained in the Christmas day report of 
the weather bureau here. Heavy 
snow was falling in southern Colo
rado, with a ligbter fall in southern 
itah, Arizona, and eastern New Mexi
co and Colorado. Rain had turned to 
snow far south as the Mexican-border 
in Arizona. The temperature here to
day was moderate, i 

: — ^ '  * ' '  
DIES AIDING WOUNDED..*;} 

Paris, Dec. 25. —Howard, B. Lines, a 
graduate of Dartmouth and tbe Har-

r v vard law school, son of Dr. E. h. Lines 
at Belleflowfr about 2 a. m.. today, the j of Paris and a volunteer in the Amer- . . , 
robbers were frightened away before, lean ambulance cojpa hah just dled^tp|bejs not_ showing 
getting into the Inner vault. 

she had terior of the building ~ 

birds showing while Mr. Orman has 
twenty-four. Both have exceptionally 
fine exhibits and took a majority of 
the wins in their respective classes. 

Among the notable prize winners at 
the local Bhow thiB week is the win
ner of ,tbe first cock prize In tbe White 
Orpingtpu class. This is Mrs. Mon
tague's best bird although a. son of 
this valuable sire is looked upon by 
the owner and Judge Hale , as a can
didate for greater honors than his 
father. The latter bird has won first 
cockerel in the local show and the 
elder bird took that prize at the Chi
cago show in a competition with 'sev
enteen other birds last January. 

From January 10 tc 15 the 1917 
show will be on 4n Chicago and in
spired by her wining last year and the 
excellent cockerel sired by laat year's 
winner, Mrs. Montagne plans to enter 
both these birds in tbe Chicago show 
next month. 

The male birds are not' ; the '-only 
prize winners in the Mbntaghe peri* 
for the winnings include first hen and 
first pullet. The former snorted 94% 
and the latter 94%. , 

Mrs. Montagne has% been breeding 
these birds for the past four years 
and for three years "has been showing 
them. In that time she has won more 
than 100 -prizes including seven sil
ver cupn. She has 200 White Orping
tons and during the breeding season 
is unable to supply th4 demand for 
them. 

Charles H. Orman who leads in the 
colored birds-has more than 350 birds 
in his pens and has been specializing 
in these chickens for the paat s^ven 

those 1 

by tbe explosion. 
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years. , . 
-His flock of Rhode Island Reds in

cludes old Chief Wapello,/the sire of 
many of his prize wlnnei 

^..he' Is not showing 
The in-1 the Argonne of actite pneumonia. He I notfed prjze Winner suffered mm frost 

was wrecked' contracted the disease while .on ambu- last winter and his appearance la Im-
was wrecnea com™.-™ .. . paired, but his progeny showa aplen-, 

thir 
rs although 
year. This 

lance service at the front. 
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old ducl£ 
Black Langihana. rfc-'-.T&U 

Bert A. Randell, Keosauqua, first 
and second . c$ckjerel; first/ second, 
third, fourth aitf fifth pullet; first 
young pen. • v 

White Orplngtena. 
Mrs. Louis Montagne, Ottumwa, first 

cock; first, second third, fourth, fifth 
hen; first, second/1third, fourth mrd 
fifth pullet; fl'wt, '.third, fourth add 
fifth cockereli^lrrst young pen; first 
old pen. 

Mrs. L. c: Albeurtson, f'repiont, see- , 
ond cockerel; second youtfr' pen. 

The cupe '^the;rftonwre Ji the fe
male and male cWcfefn claaaes and In 
the displays pere awarded this after 
noon. C. H. Orman qf Ottumwa wail 
awarded a silve^ cup for the champion 
male and Mra/B. f. fietu*6(t was given 
a cup for the best tirjpalti chicken. 

The awards were also made in the 
displays, cups being given to Charles 
Lunkley of Ottumwa for the best 
PlviTioi'th "P^rVc?* f\f 
Ottumwt, Rhe^ie Island Reds; Ifrs. L. 
Montagne of Ottumwa, OsiMiigtoi.s; *. 
G. Warner of Bloomfleld."Wyitndotte*; -
Bert Randall of KeoS^uquay ' Asiatice, 
and W, H.' Botm "of Batavia ' for the 
Mediterranealis.- - ^ ' 

E. U Kirkhafifof Ott,umi»a w^s giv
en a cutf"Tbr th4amateurbreeder hav
ing the highest scoring pen. Mrs. A. 
H. Whitaker of Burlington had t*he . 
largest entry from the greatest dis
tance and was awarded a cup. 

The winners in tbe^specials were an- . 
nounced. as follows: c. H. Orman "of 
Ottumwa, Mrs. L. Montagne of Ottum
wa, Bert Randall of Keosauqua, 
Charles Lunkley 6t Ottumwa. V. G. 
Warner of Bloomteld, W. H. Boon -of 
Batavia. E. W. Collins of ML Pleasant. 
A. Reinhard of Ottumwa and' C. N. 
Davis of Mystic. The Des Moines 
Valley Squab Co. was awarded the 
first, second and third pairs of Ply
mouth Rock homers, the first and sec
ond pair of Belgian Carneaux and the 
'first and second pairs of WUUe Swiss 
Mondaines in the pigeon awaras. while 
C, H.xBeH of Mt. Zion was giv<>fv, first 
pair of .White Homers and fourth pair 
of Plymouth Rock~HoMera. * 
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