. BARRACL

NDOUBTEDLY  Anne Barra-
elough bad her griefs. She
lived in @ hovel which no

" other in Creelport would con-

deseend to inhabit. It was set far
back against the eliff, a dry and
¢rombly limesione, with eracks in 1t
which opened mysicriously at night
and shut during the day equally witi-
oul reasom, s

But Anpe Barraelough had other sor-
rows-—a& son and & hyshapd, Eam, the
son, had early despised antlhority, run
with the wild Jada from the mills, played
{ricks with his wnaster’s till, sarrowly
escaped the joil, and, as the saying went,
would have broken hia mather’s heart,
Rjt for the trifling efreumstance ‘that

ot bhad been hroken before—by hier bus-
band, Bob Barraclongh-—peacher, pugi-
list, breeder of bull pups, plgeon Aice
and faneier, and, in faet, everything ex-
ecpt what he had been brought up to be,
the sobet, hard-working mmson his father
had been before him.

Weveriheleas Robert Barraclough was
otilf a lundlerd.  His ¥ was, how-
cver, confined #0 the mmall ex-stabic,
which & misdivestod Ingenaily bad eon-
werted jmto m sheb waa wni 4
Aodging-houms for tramps and other ifree-
fiving gentlewen of umdefined professions
who objeeted to being looked Bp at four
dn the morning hy the police in the regu-
Ty indgings of 3 -

Anne Barraslongh wes & tard-featured,
‘wizthed waneh with a bead that seemed
plways dmrwmn a little baek as i to escapo
s blow. And indeed Bob, ker husband,
Jet ber kmow, us be said, “whol wnse the
Jaw of Englond in the mabber of wives,”
whem e damd hithe aficr being tornel
#mat of the “Blue Posty’’ or ibe “Aachor
Jor quarrelsewieness in his eups.

Ho beat ber if ke fomnd guests drink-
¥ng with Anne to $heir slevenly barrack.
4Vhy shonid ehe be sitting there und en-
Joying life while ke had been iurned owi

- ol two puBlishonres Inde the xaw might
nir—and bim with #ueh a delicate ehast.
$He beat her wqially i there were no
gucots in 4be shebeen, and, eonso-
quence, no money to furmish lim out
with ow the following morning. Annn
was - idle, pood-for-eothing, lazy, uu-
truthful, and, werse than afl, she bad
money oo the quiet, which ehe was keen-
fug from her lawful haosband. She wan
making 8 purse for heraelf, For all which
weasonw, Anne Barraclongh mast be coc-
xected. Avnd when Bob Barraslough was
fncapacitated for the performanee of the
wuty, his son Bam kimdly undertook ii
dor him. .

Yes, her own son. And him ahe feared
most. For be was more often sober. He
was the more erusl, and Anne went in
ierror lest mla abould gne doy reveal her
serret hidimg-plase.

- Yen, 4 was all true. Anine  Parea-
clough at fifty was deeeitfnl, idle, hope-

- lesn for hereeil, and also—she had money,
Whieh, with & great enrefuiness. she way
kecping away from her loving relatives—
frem Bob, her husband, who beat ber,
and from Bam, Ler som, who giled and
abetted his father wo to do.

Anne Barraclongh did net drink. $he
eonld not afferd it, Bie would have liked
dearly to drown her sorrows, and she had
many bottlea of a eertain eheap Water af
Tethe, mlsea]led'whinky, stored away at
the back of the old stable under the
erumbly limestone. But all that was to
seH, drop by drop, ghas by glasa, counteld
and reckoned--eo many pieces of brown
money, so many small eilver bits—some
to be beaten but of her by Bob, some to
be yielded to Bam to keep him quiet and
decently incapable of chservation. But
mort—espeeially the silver anes—ltile
and white and jingly, were to be hid
away in anotber place—for snother pur-
Jose,

What purposet Ah, but that wan Anne
Darraclough's secret, Weurly all tha
world—thet is to any eIl Creelport—
looked wrkance on Anne. The Barra-
clonghe were the worst people in its
woewt digtriot '

“TNown in  Litile Dublin,™ was ihe
Wauling direction te their meighbomr-
kood, “as far down as you canm, and the
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farther down the street you go the
tongher 1t gets. The Barracloughs live
in the lant buose.”

After IT happened all Creelport re-
marked ihat they had always knewn it
of Anne Barraclough. -

“She has the ook of a. murnderessi™
they said, as nasal, excceding wise uiter
ine event.

ke looks seeret!” the jurymen whis-

red in the ecurt when Lhey condemned
cr, and old BowThy, of the “Blue Posts,”
wha had lost & steady customer in the
deveased, voled steadily againat any
recommendetion to meiry.

But this was going too fast. It was
the revealing of Anne Barvaclongh's s¢-
eref which led {o the (ragedy, and so
thal mnst eone first,

¥et it was mo dark and deadly secret
after all. Omly that, long before the
day of Bob Barraclough, Anne, his wife,
hns onez been young and happy. He had
loved her—he had told her how much
along b{ the barbour wall, nt the pirea
where {here are the feweat lighte, anil
afier they were married e hod taken hev
1o live away in the preat geaport to
which frow 1he dcserted pier of Ureel-
pori, they could see tko vessels passing
up channel in a lung procession.

Then he had dicd—dicd far away from
her, and, when his mate called into tell
ber of if, and asked if she wanled his
€hest sent—there was s liltle baby
girl asteep in & borrowed cradle.

These thinga Bob Barraclough prver
knew, and Aune, his wife, was afraid
that he would find ood, That was her
secret,

But up yondes in Doggermouth thers
‘'waa & glim girlish pupil-teacher who was
in enter the Norinal College in Novem-
ber, nnd people wondered how a meve
guburban lodging-house keeper, depend-
ing om the poorer class of summer visi-
tors, could allord such an extravaganee.

“it was a folly of Mrs. Bmitl’s,” the

. meighboura gaid over their meighbourly

tea. But then Widow Fmith bad alwaye
bean foolish nbhout thaf girl. They hop-
ed {that (ke money was homestly eonwe
by, that wae all.

And Lily Smith going to and fro every
day—maorning at mive, sHernoonr at ten
minutes past fovr—to the Doggermouth

Publie Sehoot—alse theuoht it was very -

kind of Aunt Smith, the only retative
she had ever knowh. Bo, Indeed it was,
for though Arne Barrnclough’a reerck
waa eafe behind Widow Smith's mended
spectuclen that good old women added
many Wiile Jruries aceording te her
weans, snk perhaps a little beyond—to
the maonihly remittance which ecame w0
regularly from the Creclpork post-offica.

Now Lily Smith wss not by any means
an erdinary sweet, pretly young wo-
mag. Fhe Bad a mind of her own, an
her father had when Te took to run-
wing arms amd ammunition te the Reovo-
hetionista in tba and Jied of it with

his bhack to a wall. Just a littie
brown-skin wed thing, wiih a eap-
ahble mouth, a firm <hin. amd dark
grey eyes  which  glitteied quietly

imler Joner lashies whenever the Mead
Mistress, Miss Priseilla Ficher, rebuked
her for what was noways her fanlt,

Having snce or twice encountered ihis
sicely and mosi arresiing look, certain
young men pupil-teaehers, avrogant and
over well-informed young men, o whom
all knowledpge was an open book, yery
disereetly Jeft her ntone.

“That Lily Smith,” said Erncsi Tow-
ers, mavagelv. as he experimented gin-
gerly with his firat elgar, “hus no more
feeling llon & entt™

He was wrong, bot il was as well for
him that he did nmof perzevere so as to
findd outx But all that the world saw of
Aisa Lity Smith war only a irim, grey-
gowned, brown-cheekel maiden, trip-

ing like & mouse daintily sloug the
qrouﬁti'ul cleanlinesa of the Doggermouth
pavements, halt-a-dozen pupils of doubt-
¥ul clennlinesa taggping abomt her skirts.

{nly & Bcience kuster, recenily ap-
pointed to the uwew secondary echool
aver the way, tosk very munch notipe of
her, and he merely from a window. fhe
had & aweet smile and he Nked the

quitk way she hal of smarking the lit-
tle arehing when they muddied her
dove-grey dress.  ‘Thiz always made him
laugh, and as there was not nmuch to
Jaugh at in Duggermounth, Mr Leory
Hurat, B.Se., was gratelul, and at ten
minuteg to ning and ten minuies after
four each day, be was sore to bes at
his window, varefully examining a test
tuhe. )

Curiously enouph, in order rightly to
maripulate a test lobe, it is necessary
to arrange one’s hair before a mirror,
and to make certain of & ennning litile
wpward erook of the monsinele npon
which Mr Henry Hurst pridcd himzelf
as upon n seientifie  discovery. The
Jeft wide pleased him best, and =0 he
always Leld the test tubo sideways to
the light, as he examined it carefully,
in approved laboratory fashion. i

He thought timt little brown Miss
Lily wus quile unconseiorns of all this,
and 80 most people wonld have thoughy
too. Yet wle potieed kim the very first
time, remarked the device of {he test
tube the seeond, and the third she kept
her head down and mutiered “impau-
demer,” ab she walked a litile mwore
smartly past.

Ou this ecasion she gowe dirty Joln-

ny Bams an exirva ehake for pulling at

her porifotio, and perhaps in port he
served s8 whipping boy to the iutrusive
felence Maoster across the way. DBud
atlll, being & woman (or on her way
thither) in » week or dwo b began
to warm her hearé te remember liat
her passing made & Jdifferenee to some-
bedy. In a month she would bitterly
knve vesenbed his absense, and voe duy
when she miszed seeing him by the keosk
fraction of a sceond, her temper was
the oljeet of rommerns to eutire diel-
xion of the infani cla=a.

lfowevar, the Prize Distribulicn wontd
take plaee that day week, and dtirst)
Misy  Lily Sinith, and {second) Mr
Henty Hurst, H.8e., relloctel that on
that day thnoy woald be eeriain o meet
face 1o fage,

. . . - - . B

The great day of the prize-giving, as
asnal, stirved a1l Popgermonih, ang hap-
pened also as nawal on the day before
Christman.  For {he firet time since
Lily Smith waas & litile girl, the Creel-

port rogistered letter for Auni Smith -

fajled to arrive at {he oottage.

“Komething™s wrong at the uflice,”
said the widow, gromblingly, “them
young maids there be surely more con-
eerped with their Deanx, than o serve
Thommas out his lotters to feteh, ue is
their guty!"™

But 1he reanon for the non-arrival of
the Tegixteved Juiter wus other than the
heanx of the girl-vlerks of Doygermouth,
Tt coneerned the Barrmelunghs, of Creel-
port, and in especinl Anne, wife of Beb
awl nwother of Sam—mniiler, ton, of
Widow Rmith’ Lily.

Burrnclough's shebren, donn at the
tough fag-ewd of Littk Dublin, bad
®een in the way of Inck—that in, of snch
Tuek as emme its way. ‘There had been
n strike, and the dock labourers throws
ot of empleyment apent larzely uwpun
the fievy fusil-oil and vaw spiriv con-
wraled at the brek nmong the erumbling
Ymestone. The ¥iguor scemed, indced,
more thoa ordimarily pdtent. Heagd-
arhes were more rapidly produved, and
wven strong men, in that elose dry-
smcliing atmosphere, experieneed
syappe swimmings fn ihe hend. Thera
was no doubi rhont the strength of Bub
Barraslough’™®s whisky.

Yet Aunc Barractough hardly did her-
scif juntiee, for s reason. Ji was not
the responxibility ef so mueh moncy in
#er deep ender-pocket, which she car-
tied balffull of saw-dnst to heep the
wolns from jingling. 1t was thnt she
¥ad a Bitle paragraph in her breast, cut
¥rom 8 Doggerrmouth pnicr, Teit by
a transient voatomer on ihe previous
wrening.

“Duggermenth Tualble Schools—The
annual Christmas Prize giving, Inau-
gorated several yaars hge by awr foeal
s¢keol board, and which has in the past
owed g0 tmuch to the Tiberality of ita

encreus  chairmman, Mr  Trophimus

sane, will take place in the Jurge hall ”
»f the Teshnieal Behocl on Triday. De-

cernber E4th, ad three aelock, My Fro-

phimas Gane, J.P., in the rhaiv.

“In addition to the Interest wsaal on
sneh ant oveasion, parenta ond fricndewill
be Lreated to the performancesofa  cheir,
welected from 2!l tho safnntk  gehools,
troined and eonducted by Misa Lily,
Bmith, who lLas veeently w0 highly dis-
tinguisked heveel! ab fhe enmtrance ex-
finination of the Metropolitan Normnl
Unllege, wheve she {ook a first place. Mra
{icne will preside at the harwonium,
the gift of her husband, Mr. Trophimus
Eane, LP., eboirmnn of (he board”

The Inet polsy guests hed  Jdeparied
Hhom Barraecloupl?’s on the evelliny of
a time of profit, and Amme had n goodly
sum to put nway.  Sho lingered, how-
ever, over the enutenis of an old pocket-
book which she kept ({a@ lenst ]iEcly to
be disturbed) within the rowph cavera
of the Barraclough's family Bible. hhe
knew that Jor the present Bob, her hue-
band, was hnrnless. ®he eonld  Bce
him extended, {ovn pointing lo the ceil-

Common soap costs :

509, wear on your clothes,

25%, wear on your health,

259, wear en your spirits:

Sunlight Soap

does away with all that.



