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R i was bhemmed (o
b ing sllences of scattered woods,
oped delda and the far reachies nrl
misly spare, ns though it wern in bids
fogdTom the railroads, mills and high-
wiays of an age of hurry. Upon its
long, devel crest I borg But three cen-
ters of life and a symbol—Muple
bouse, the Firs and Elm house, half
hiddqen i the voad by thelr distines

frops but ax allve as the warm
:{3 of & welled woman; and the
chor™,

The church was but a symbol—a
merg shell, Within, It presented the
appeitanee of a lopmber room in dis-
use; 4 playground for rats and a ha-
ven dust. But without all was as
{tfind eyor Leen, for the old church
was stll beloved. [ts fresh, white
witlls sund green shutters nnd the aspir-
Ing Ateeple, towering Into the Dbiue,
denlfd wneglect nnd robbed abandon-
wenl of its sting.

En the sindow of (ts walla lay an old
grageyard whose overgrown soll hml|
log Dbeen undisturbed. Along  the
slugle rond which cut the crest of the
hill from worth to south were ruins

arers (hat once had sheltered the

fred congregntion. But the rulns
werd hard to find, for they, too, were
ayepirdbwn by juniper, clematis and o
crogding thicket of mountaln ash,

@i these evidences of death nnd en-
croachment the old church seemed to
turn ils back as If by right of its fresh

alls and unbroken steeple It were
siitt tinked to life. Through its small-
paned windows It seemed to gaze con-

tonltylly across the road at three
housns, widely separated, that half

faced it in a diminishing perspective.
The three houses looked toward the
stunrise; the church toward its de-
cling,

On aday fn enrly spring Alnn Wayne
was stmmoned to Red Hill. Soow still
bung in the crevices of East Moun-
taln, On the hill the ashes, after the |
tolfl evlipse of winter. were meekly |
dbouing pale green, The elins of Blm
hpuse, too, were hut falntly outlined In
venlure. [Purther down the road the
maplex stretehed out Liare, Black Hmba.
Only the firs, In o phalang, scofed ot
the general spring cleaning and looked
Ad nnd sullen in consequence.

The cplts, driven oy Alom Woyne,
flashed over the brim of Red I on to |
the fevel tap, Coachman Joe's jaw
wag hanging In awe and so had hung
slnce Mr. Alan bad taken the reins,
For the frst time In thelr five yenrs
of egual life the colts hnd felt the
cut of & whip, not in anger but as a
reproof for brenking, Conchmnn Joe
had braced himself for the bolt, his
hmndg itching to snateh the reing, But
there hnd been no bolting, only a sud-
den settling down to business.

or the first time in thelr lives the
colts were being puoshed, steadily,
eyculy, almost—but never quite—to |
the breaking polnt. Twice in the long
driy¢ Joe gathered up his jaw and
tarued his head. preparing spoken
tribate to n master band, But there
wag no speaking to Mr. Alan's face, At
that moment Joe was n part of the
seat to Mr. Alan, and, being n conch.
mnn of loug standing in the fomily, he
knew it

“Couldn’t of got here quicker If he'd
lat "em bolt,” snid he, In subsequent
deseription to the stable hand nnd the |
cook. He sontelied up n pall of water
and poured It steadily on the ground.
“TJegt like that. He knew what was
in the colts the mipute bhe Inid hands
an "em, and when he pulls ‘em up at
the barn door there wasn't a drop left
in thelr buckets, was there, Arthur?"

“Nury o drop,” sald Arthur, stable
liaud.

“Aod his face,” continued the coach-
man. “Most times Mr. Alan has no
«wyes to spenk of, but today aud that
time Misa Nuoee struck him with the
hatpln—"member, cook?—his eyes
spread Hke a fire and eat up his face.
This ts a black day for the Hill. Some-
thin'a going to happen. You wark
me"

fo truth Mr. Alan Wayne had been
snmmoned in no equivoenl terms and,
for all his haste, it was with nervous
ratep he approached the house,

Maple house sheltered a mixed
‘breod. J. Y. Waype, seconded by Mra.
-J. ¥, was the head of the family.
Thelr daughter, Nance Sterling, and
her bables represented the direct loe,
but the orphans, Alan Wayne nnd
Clematis McAlpin, were on an equal
footlng as children of the house, Alan
was the only chilld of J. Y.'s dead
brether. Clematls was also of Wayne
hleod, but so Intricately removed that
her exact relation to the rest of the
1ribe woas never figured out twice to
the aasme conclusion,  Old Captels
Wayne, retired from Lhe regular army,
wua ap unele In 8 diYerent degree to
every geoeration of Wagne., He wos
the only man on Hed Hill whao dared
cali for o whisky and soda when be
wanted it
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When Alan reached the bouse Mrs, | and there are mighty rew, people that | Gerry Lansing and Mrs. Gerry Lan-

J. Y. was In her garden
rond, surveying winfter's
Nance with ber children had borne
the captain off to the farm to see that
oft-ropeated wonder and nlways wel
come forerunner of plenty, the quite
new calf.

Clemantis MceAlpin, shy and long
Hmbed, just at the awkward age when

rain, and

! woman misses belng either bhoy or girl,

had disappeared. Where, nobody koew,
She might be bird'scnesting In the
swamp or erying over the “Idylin of
the King” In the barn loft. Certalnly
she was not in the house. J. Y. Wayne
had seen to that, Btern and rugged of
face, be sat In the library alone and
walted for Alan, He heard a distant
sereen door open and slam.  Steps
echoed (hrough the Jonely house,
Alan enme and stood before him.

Alan was a man. Without being tall
he fooked tall, His shoulders were not
broad till you noticed the slimness of
his hips. His neck looked too thin
till you saw the strong set of Lis small
bhemd. In a word; he bad the perfect
proportion that looks frall and Is
strong. As he stood before his uncle
his eyes grew dull. They were slightly
bloodehot In the corners and with
thelr dullness the clear-cut lines ol his
face seemed (o take on a perceptible
blur.

J. Y. began to spenk. He spoke for
a long quarter of an hour and then
gumimed up all he had sald in o few
“I've becn no unele to you,
Alan; I've ween 88 father, 1've tried
to win you, but yon were not to be
won. I've tried to hold you, but It
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“I'va Tried to Win You."

takes more than a Wayne fto hold a
Wayne. You have taken the bit with
n vengeance. You have left such &
wrecknge behind you that we ean
trace your life back to the cradle by
your failures, all the greater for yoor
miny successed, You're the first
Wnyne that ever missed hls college
degree, 1 never asked what they ex-
pelled you for, and I don't want to
know. It must bave been bad, bad, for
the old school is lenlent, and proud
of men that stand as bigh as you stood
in your classes and om the feld.
Money—I wont' tulk of money, for you
thought It was your own."

IFor the first time Alan spoke. “What
do you mean, sir?" With the words
his slight form straightened, his eyes
blazed, there was a =light quivering
of the thin nostrils and his featores
came out clear and strong.

J. X, dropped bis eyes. “1 may have
beéen wrong, Alan” he sald slowly,
“but I've been your banker without
telling you. Your father didn't leave
wuch. It saw you through junior year”

Alnn placed his hands on the desk
between them and leaned forward.
“How much bave ] spent sgince then—
In the last three years?"

J. Y. kept hls eyesa down.
kuow, more or less, Alan. We won't
tnlk abount that. 1 wna ¢trying to hoeld
you. But today I give It up. [I've
got one more thivg to tell you, though,

“You

nerosa the |

know it. The Hill's battles bave never
enterad the fleld of gossip. Seven
years Defore yon were born my fn-
ther—your grandfather—turned me
out., 1t was from this room. He said
I had started the name of Wayne on
the toud to shame and that T could go
with It. He gave me live hundred doj-
lnra. 1 took it nnd went., 1 snpk low
with the name, but In the end |
brought it back, and todny It stands
high on both sldes of the water. 1'm
not a happy mun, as you know, for all
that. You see, though I brought the
vame back In the end, 1 uever saw
your grandfather agnin and he never
knew

“Here are dve hundred dollars. It's
the last money you'll ever have from
me, but whatever you do, whatever
bappens, remember this: ited Hill does
not belong to a Lansing nor to 4
Wayuoe nor to an Elton, It is the eler
nal mother of us all. Broken or mend-
ed, Lapsings aod Waynes have come
back to the HIIl through generations.
City of refuge or barbor of peace, It's
all one to the Hill, Remember that.”

He Inld the crisp notes on the desk.
Alan half turned toward the door but
stepped baek agaln, His eyes and fave
were dull once more., He pleked up
the bilis and slowly counted them, *I
shall return the woeney, sie,” he sald
and walked out.

He went to the stables and ordered
the pony and cart for the afternoon
train.  As be came out he saw Nonce,
the children and the captain comiug
slowly up Long lane from the farm,
He dodged back into the barn through
the orebhard and aoross the lawn,  Mrs,
J. Y. stood in the garden directing the
relaying of flower beds. Alin muade a
cirenit,  As he stepped into the road
swift steps came toward him. He
wheeled and faced Clem coming at
full run, [e turped his back on her
and started away. The swift steps
stopped so suddenly thnt he looked
nround, Clem was standing stock still,
one awkwiard, lanky leg half crooked
ns though it were still runuing.
akirts were absurdly short. Her little
fists, brown amd scratehed, pressed her
sides. Her dark hair bung in a tan-
gled mat over a thin, poluted face, Her
eyea were large and shadowy, Two
tears had started from them and were
crawling down solled cheeks, She waos

Alan swung nround avd strode up
to her. He put one arm about her
thin form and drew her to him. “Don’t
cry, Clem,” he sald, “don't ery. 1
didn't mean to hurt yon."

For one moment she ¢lung to him
and burled her face agalnst his cont.
Then she looked wvup and smiled
throngh wet eyes. “Alun. I'm so giad
you've come!"

Alan caught her hinnd, and together
thiey walked down the rond to the old
church. The great door was locked.

Alan loosened the fastening of a shut.
ter, sprang In through the window and
drew Clem after him. They ellmbed
to the belfry. From the belfry oue
saw the whole world with Red HIll as
its cenfer. Alan wos disappoluted.
The hill was still half naked—almost
bleak. Maple bouse and Elm house
shone brazenly white throuigh budding
trees. They looked as If they bad
erawled cloger to the road during the
winter. The Flrs, with ita black bor-
der of last year’s folinge, looked fune-
real. Alan turped from the scene, hut
Clem’s lttle hand drew him baclk.

Clematls McAlpin had happened be-
tween generations. Alan, Noance, Gerry
Lansing and thelr friends had been too
old for her and Nance's children were
too young. There were Elton children
of about her age. but for yeurs they
bad been abroad. Consequently Clem
had grown to fifteen In a sort of lone-
liness not uncommon with single ¢hil-
dren who ean just remember the good
times the half-genergtion before them
used to have by reason of their num-
bers. This loneliness lind glven her
in certaln ways a precocious develop-
ment while it left her subdued and shy
even when among her familiars, But
ghe was shy withoot fear and her shy-
ness itsBlf had a fowerllke sweetness
that made a bold appeal.

“len't it wonderful, Alan?* she sald,
“Yesterday it was cold and it rained
and the AUl wan binck, black. ke the
Fire. Today all the trees ave (uzzy
with green and it's warm. Yesterday
wits 80 lonely and today you tre here."”

Alan looked down nt the chlld with
glowing eves,

“Aund, do you know, this summer

Heor |

quivering all over like & woman strock. |

sing are coming. I've never seen her
since that day they were married. Do
you think It's all right for me to ¢ail
her Mrs, Gerry like everybody does?”

Alan congldered the point gravely.
“Yes, 1 think that's the best thing yoon
could eall her."

“Perbiaps when I'm really grown up
I can cnil her Allx. 1 think Alix s
such a pretty name, don't you'?”

Clem fashed o look at Alan and he
nodded; then, with an Impulsive move-
ment she drew cloge to bl o the
hnlf-wheedling wany of woman about
to nsk o favor. “Alan, they let me
ride old Dubba when Le lsn't plowing.
The old donkey—sahe's so fat now she
can hardly earry the bables, Some day
when you're not In a great hurry will
you let me ride with you?"

Alan turned away briskly and start-
ed down the lndder. “Some day, per
haps, Clem," bhe muttered. “Not this
summer. Come on.” When they hand
left the church he drew ont bis watch
nnd started. “Run nlong aod play,
Clem." He left her and burried to the
barn.

Joe was walting, “Have we time for
the long rond, Joe?' asked Alan, as he
climbed Into the cart.

“Oh, yes, sir; especlally If you drive,
Mr. Alan”

“1 don’t want to drive,
and jump in”

The codschman gave the pony his
head, ellmbed in and took the relns.
The cart swmng out and down the lane,
l “Alan! Alan!"

Alan fecognized

1| turned. She

Let him go

Clom's volee and
wils raelng across a cor-
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“You Mustn't.”

“Clem,” He Baid,

ner of the pastures. Her short skirts
tlounced madly above her ungainly
legs. She tried to take the low stoue
wall In her stride. Her foot caught
in a vine and she pitched hesdlong
into the weeds and grass at the road-
side.

Alan leaped from the cart and
plcked her up, quivering, sobbing and
breathless. “Alan,” she gasped,
“you're not golng away ™

Alan half shook her as he drew her
thin body close to him. *“Clem,” he
sald, “you musin't. Do you hear? Yoo
mustn't, Do you think I want to go
away ™

Clem stifled her sobs and looked uvp
at bim with a sudden gravity in ber
alfish face. She threw her hare arms
ground his peck. “Good-by, Alan™

He stoopad and kissed her,
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! To the surprise of his friends Alan
| Wayne gave np debauch and found
bimself employment by the time the
spring thut saw his dismisasl freom
Maple house had ripened into sum-
mer, He was full of prepacation for
his departure for Africa when a sum-
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E:m from old Captaln Wayne reaclied
i,

With equal bortor of putting up at
hotels or relatives' houses, the ciplain
tpon kis arrival fn town had gone
straight to his club and forthwith be
¢come the sensation of the club's win-
dowa. 0ld members felt young when
they eaught sight of him, os though
they had come suddenly on a vanished
landmark restored. Passlng gamins
gazed on hig short-cropped halr, star
ing eyes, flaring collar, black string
tie' and fowing broadeloth and re-
marked, "Gee, look at de old spolt In
de winder!”

Alnn heard the rrmnrk as he entered |
the club and amiled, |

“How do you do, sir?" |

“Hoh!" grunted the captain. “Sit
down,” FHe ordered n Arink for his
guest and another for himself. He
ginred at the walter. He glared at a
callow youth who had come up and
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was looking with speculative oye at a | ,

nelghboring chair, The walter retired
nlmost precipitously. The youth fol-
lowed. |

“In my time,” remarked the eaptaln,
“a club was for privacy. Now It's a
haven fof bellboys and a playground
for whippersnappers,"

“They've made me a member, slr.”

“Have, eh!" growled the captaln,
and glared at his nephew. Alan took

inspection coolly, a falnt smile on his |

thin face. The captaln turned away
his buolging eyes, crossed and oap-
crogsed his legs, and finally spoke, *I1
was just going to say when you Inter-
rupted.,” he begnn, “that englneering Is
a dirty Job. Not, however.,” he con-
tinued, after a pause, ‘“dirtier than
most. It's a profession but not a cn-
reer.”

“Ob, I don't know,” sald Alan,
They've got a few In the army, and
they seem to be doing pretty well”

“Huh, the army!" sald the captain.
He subsided, and made a new start.
“What's your appointment?

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

GET NEWS BY TELEPHONE

In Stockholm All the Latest Informa.
tion Can Be Had by Calling
Up “Central.”

A “telephone newspaper” {s now In
active operation here, according to a
Stoekholm  correspondent of the
Brooklyn Eagle, It "comes out” at
nine o'clock in the evening; that Is
to say, that at that hour or later any-
body who will spend ten “oere,” or
less than three cents, can get the
latest war news, ete, by calling up
central. Instead of asking for another
exchange and a number, one asks for
“telephone news," whereupon the op-
erator connects one with a phono-
graph that gives in a summary all the
Intest news that {8 not carried in the
evening newspapers. If you are a
rogular sobscriber your bill is
charged with the ‘extra amount, and
if you call from & pay station you
drop the little coin in a slot. The tele-
phone that gives the news haa a re-
enforced current so that one is sure
to hear very plainly.

Devices of a similar sort have been
used for some time in giving Sunday
afternoon concerts. They are very
popular on stormy days, when no one
can go out, and one can sit at home
in an easy chair and bear the best
singers and reciters in the city. It
{8 not “canned music” that is served,
but the living voice that comes over
the wire. The re-enforced current
telephones are so perfected that one
can hear concerts over the long-dis-
tance telephone., There bhave been
cases where subscribers in Stockholm
have heard concerts in Copenhagen
and vice versa,

Hollow Bricks Popular.

During the past few years the use
of hollow blocks and hollow bricka
hus extended rapidly. These are much
lighter than solid bricks and effect an
Important saving In raliway carriage,
but they must be distinguished from
porous bricks. The weight alone is
not a sufiiclent guide, ns hollow bricks
are now made which are indistinguish-
able in appearance from solld bricks,
When cut or broken their hollowness
s easily seen. On the continent por-
ous bricks are defined as having &
weight which is notably less than
common bricks, but this deflnition will
have to be abandoned now that bhol-
low bricks are made in large numbers.

Curtain,

Onoe & poor actor was praying for
bread. He was dying of hunger, an
this fact contributed in making b
speech and gestures eloquent. But
his argument scemed to be of no avall,
At last be peared the end of his en-
durance, but be redoubled his efforts.
"0 Lord," ho sald, “I pray you by all
the powers that be to give me bread,”
and just then the curtaln let down a
roll.=—Cornell Widow,

New Don't.
One; abgolutely muirantesd fool-
prool, safety-first “don't” for bunters:
Don't go hunting,

Have you ever built bridges in South Africa and dreamed of—FHome? ||
Have you ever dug ditches in South America and had your little ||
world turned upsxde down by the sight of a face from—Home? Have
you ever been in exile and Kknown that the Blue Peter would never
fly for you—that the deep-throated siren of the homeward w
steamer was only mochmg the longing in your soul for—Home?

MOME

By George Agnew
Chamberlain
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+| stories which
come only at

long intervals. The

theme is the hold
which*“Home"" has
ontheheartsof men,
and the power of |
regeneration which ‘
rests in its call.
The appeal which
“Home, Sweet
Home”’ sentimen-
talizes for us all, this
story dramatizes
and makesconvinc- |
ing by the wigor
and insight of its
character drawing.

But while t h e
thoughtful will rec-
ognize the charac-
ter drawing and the
message, even the
casual reader will
be held by the grip

of the narrative.

The author has the
gift of telling a good
story, and he does
not neglect it for the
sake of his lesson.
lnsteqd, he makes
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