
ber, loved her better than she had ever

loved her own mother. It was out—•

the terrible, guilty truth. She drew'

the covers over her face, held them

tightly in her clenched, trembling fin-

gers. Could even God forgive sucli
wickedness? She tried to pray. The

words would not come. Never in all

her life had she been so desperately
wicked. What if God should visit His
wrath upon her? He bad said, ‘Thou
ehalt have no other gods before Me.”

,Would He—could He, that jealous God,
understand her love for this woman

who was no kin to her, whom she had

never seen till eight weeks before?

Her tongue lay dry to the roof of

her mouth, her shaking limbs grew

heavy with fear. Yet—yet—yet—she
was glad—glad this woman had come.

The tense fingers relaxed, slowly;

fearfully she peeped out. over the

covers at the daintily draped windows,

the dressed-up furniture, the little pink
roses that, scrambled over each other

pn the creamy ground of the walkpaper.
And as quickly she closed her eyes

against them. “Vengeance is Mine, I

Will repay,” thundered in her ears.

The days that followed alternated
with joy and fear. Tradition and the

natural emotions of her heart battled

fiercely'. Even a new pale - blue lawn

dress and a pretty girlish bat did not

lighten her- trouble. The girl’s listless

figure, the dull eyes, the pale, tightly
drawn lips worried Mrs Brennon con-

siderably. She dosed her with blood

medicine and blue mass pills, and in-

sisted on Jonas taking the girl to mar-

ket with him. At these times it was

all Evelyn could do to keep from throw-

ing her arms around her step-mother's
neck and crying out how much she

loved her.

But tradition is strong, and Evelyn
was of the fibre that martyrs are made

of. She went resolutely every day to

her mother's grave over in the back or-

chard, and laid a bunch of Mowers there.

And this nearness to the stern, narrow

woman who had borne her kejit Evelyn
in the shadow of the rigid, hard disei-

Jdine she had been raised under. She

uid no way' of knowing that the poor
mother had been narrow, and eramped,
and stern in her dull years of life be-

cause tradition had laid its bane on

her, too. The cold, dead lips could not

cry out to the flesh of her flesh, and

bone of her hone, that she had existed

only because she did not know how io

live, that her poor, cramped soul had

shrivelled up because it had not known

how to expand.
Wearily the girl dragged herself away'

from the dull, shadowed spot back to

the bright, cheerful farm-house with its

neatly kept grounds and new air of

homeliness, filled with emotions that
she. poor child! could not understand.

And there was no one to tell her, no

one fo lift, the burden of guilt from
the young bleeding heart, no one to scat-
ter the mists from the girlish mind, no

one to whisper that joy needs no ex-

cuse for being.
Her step-mother, busy, complacent,

bail no experience of her own to help
her understand what ailed the girl.
That she was moping she saw at once,
and tried in every way to brighten her

up. She made Jonas let her use the new

buggy, and coaxed and bullied him into

getting her all sorts of girlish gewgaws:
a stding of beads, side-combs set with

brilliants, a pair of open - work silk

inits, a fan with spangles pasted on gauze,
a white silk parasol!

Evelyn’s delight over these things was

unbounded. It made Mrs. Brennon feel

good all over just to watch the dimpling
face and the bubbling joy of her, as she

opened the bundles and saw the precious
things.

But still she moped.
"Evie must have a beau.” It was in

determined voice that Mrs. Brennon
made this announcement to Jonas as they
sat one evening alone on the new porch.

Jonas took a fresh chew and crossed the
other leg.

"George Black used to hang round

here, but Liddy an’ Jane Blaek didn’t jest
gee. Jane’s a spankin’ good cook, an’

Liddy an’ her had a failin’ out over some

eakes they showed at the Fair. Evie held

up for Liddy, an’ George stuck by his ma,
of course,an’ him an’ Evie ain’t see each

other to speak to sence, as 1 know on. I

ain’t never tasted sech pumpkin pies as

Jane Black's. Liddy wouldn't ask her for
the receipt. Liddy was awful sot in some

things.”
Next morning Mrs. Brennon hitched

the horse to the new buggy and drove

over to Jane Black’s, three miles farther

up the pike. She settled herself comfort-

ably on Jane's side porch.
"There ain't much need of an intro-

duction,” she said with hearty pleasantry.
"I’ve been trying to get over here before,
but I’ve been so busy fixing things that

I’ve not had time to return visits, let alone

make ’em. And I ain’t come visiting this
time. I'm a fair cook myself, but Jonas

has talked so much about your pumpkin
pies. I've decided I've got a few things to

learn yet. I’d like your receipt, if it ain’t
asking too much.”

Mrs. Black’s wrinkled, weather-beaten
face relaxed into lines almost soft and

youthful.
"Askin’ too much! Why, Mrs. Bren-

non, you're welcome to it, an’ anything I

have. I know, though, it ain’t any bet-

ter’ll yourn. Men jest get notions ’bout

things. Jonas always did talk a heap
about my pumpkin pies. Too much,” she

added, significantly. Mrs. Brennon nod-
ded her understanding. She had no in-

tention of discussing the first Mrs. Bren-

on. She had not come for that. Just
then George came in from the field; per-

baps he thought the dinner-gong had
sounded, |>erhaps he saw the Brennon rig
drive in the gateway, perhaps he expected
to find someoneelse besides the pleasant-
faeed matron on the poreh. The latter was

the reason Mrs. Brennon gave as she saw

him look slyly about and his face sudden-
ly fall.

A big, fine-looking young fellow’, with
good, alert face and merry eyes, he won

Mrs. Brennon’s heart at onee. She greet-
ed him heartily. They talked about the
crops and the weather and the pests that
plague a farmer almost to death, but both
were thinking as hard as could be about
“Evie,” and somehow each divined what
was in the other’s mind. By the time

Mrs. Black came out with the receipt
George knew the second Mrs. Brennon
better than he had ever known the first
one.

He gave her a waggish twinkle over his
mother's head as she renewed the dis-

cussion of the merits of Jane’s pies, and

a grateful smile as she insisted on their
coming over to supper the very next

evening.

Jonas smiled, too, then gave a low

chuckle as Mrs. Brennon, at dinner, told

about her visit and the arrangements
made for the following day. Evelyn’s
face went red, then while, and all that
day and the next she was very quiet;
quiet but not moping, her step-mother
noted with keen satisfaction. She her-

self helped her into the new blue lawn

dress, tied the long ribbon sash, and ar-

ranged the soft hair so as best to show

off the new side combs. And very sweet

and winsome she looked as she stood shy-
ly behind her stepmother and greeted
their visitors.

The supper of fried chicken, hot bis-

cuits, crisp cucumbers and tomatoes,
plump peas and flaky mashed potatoes,
golden-brown coffee and pumpkin pies
made from the famous receipt, was one

that, to use Jane Black’s own words,
“couldn’t be beat.” Jonas sat at the end

of the table, twinkling and bristling with

good humour, and George Blaek laughed
till the tears ran down his cheeks at

Jonas’ jokes and yarns. The women

laughed, too, and got in occasional jokes
of their own that, like Jonas’, had stood

them in good stead many a time before.
Evelyn was the only quiet one; like a shy,
trembling littlebird she sat, content with

the wonderful lays that came from her

joyous, fast-beating
But after supper she was strangely

afraid, and hovered near her step-mother
all the while. Mrs. Brennon looked un-

seeingly at the man's rueful face, and

not till nearly time for their
visitors to go did she lend him •

hand. They were sitting on the new,

poreh, looking off down the road that
showed clear and white in the moon*

light, Evelyn sitting silent between her

step-mother and Jane, and George lis-

tening dumbly to Jonas' calculations o»

the winter price of hay.
“I declare if I ain’t left my Paisley

shawl down on the corn-bin in the

barn!” exclaimed Mrs Breimon, in a

sharp, annoyed voice. “T am that care-

less! Evie, dear, just run down and
get it this very minute—l set a heap
by that shawl. It was mother’s,” and

she plunged info a recital of the nu-

merous accidents that had befallen the

priceless heirloom.

Evelyn went almost on a run. and
they were nearly to the barn before

George had said a word; then he caught
her in his big, strong arms abd kissed

determinedly the soft, flushed face and

childishly quivering lips.
"Next to you, Evie, she’s the best

woman in the world,” was what he said.
"Wasn’t it funny how she knew?”

she breathed, rapturously.
“Knew what, Evie?” he whispered in

teasing, happy voice.
"That I love you,” she answered, oK

so softly and innocently. Her lover

bowed his head humbly against the

sweet upturned face.
“I’ll be good to you, Evie,” he said

huskily. ‘‘l swear it, sweetheart.”
She smiled joyously, and understood

not at all the humility of the man be-
fore her purity and childish trust.

Airs Black had her bonnet on ready
to start long before they came baek,
and, for all the thought they had given
it. the precious Paisley shawl might
still have been on the corn-bin. had it
not lain safely all the while on its own

shelf in Mrs Breimon’s clothes-eloset.
Side by side, step-mother and daugh-

ter watched their company drive away,
watelied till the buggy was lost to view
in the shadows in the distance. Then
the older woman turned slowly.

“He’s a fine young man,” she said,
more to herself than to the girl.

With a. tempestuous, breathless little

cry, Evelyin threw her arms around her

step-mother's neck, kissed her, clung
to her.

“I—l hated you at first,” she cried,
in a sharp, sobbing voice.

The woman patted the soft cheek, her
eyes moist and very, very loving.
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POROUS PLASTERS

gg Auniversal remedy for Pains in the Back (so frequent in the case of pO
women). They give instantaneous relief.

Wherever there is
a pain a Plaster
should beapplied- VTv Hi

Invaluable for

BRONCHITIS, Sk B
B RHEUMATISM, . /YA

/ . A COLDS, COUGHS. S 3
//_/ WEAK CHEST, V ■

¥J WEAK BACK, H
|H 77XT fWh LUMBAGO, f
ig SCIATICA, 4c.
fej -i- if Absolutely safe. e&S

forpains in theregion ofthe
Wonderfully CUra- For Rheumatism or Faina ®

PM Kidneys, or for a Weak live. Guaranteed in Shoulders, Elbows or

ESJ Back, the plaster should be not to Contain S”?~ ere’ ? lo‘ SPrtl.n% Ka
R applied ae lown above. Belladonna. Opium Fe«.

n Ti!^;Toukir*?utd‘M B
Km hc^.veL1thcr,!ls I*°“ or any Poison I and shape required, and L-.j

Al.cock s Plaster. WhatC'JOF applied to part affected, as I'M
shown above.

fez* KstattollsHo ci 1702.

I Brandreth’s Pills I
rrß *! e a Tonic Medicine that regulate, purify and fortify the wholesystem. Car. K&!
'fiEjk neeaache, Indigestion, Constipation. Biliousness, Liver Tronblo ana SimilarIltaT Jo®

DHOTOGRAPHY.
are unsurpassed,

J. C. MORTON,
THE POPULAR NEWTON PHOTOGRAPHER,

still conducting an up-to-date business

at the old addresses—

BALMORAL ART STUDIO, Karaftgahape Road,
OPPOSITE TABERNACLE,

Also at Branch—

GLENMORE ART STUDIO, New North Road,
OPPOSITE MOUNT BUSKILL ROAD,

Where Bridal Parties, Family Groups, Buggies, Horses, etc., can be appointed for at any time.
Every facility for above at Glenmore.

All-the Latest Novelties in Mounts, the New Aristo Paper, Platinotvpes, etc.

Framing also done.

Civility and Prompt Attention can be relied upon.

“' 11 ' —

THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER. V

Hunyadi Janos
For GOUT and RHEUMATISM,

Professor Immermann, Basle, Professor of Internal Medicineat the University—.
•• Hunyadi Janos has invariably shownitself an effectual and reliable Aperient,'
which I recommend to the exclusion of all others. Never gives rise to un-

desirable symptoms evenif used continuously for years.”
Average Dose.—A wineglassful before breakfast, either pure or diluted uithJTb

similar quantity of hot or cold water.

m 1 nmlflll Hot. the name “Hunyadi Janoe," the signature of th.

UAsJ 1 IuJI and the Medallion, on the Red Centre Par*
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