
That is certainly a very sporting pro-

position on your part,” returned Bank-

»on, delighted to find that the parnon
was no wetcher; "but as I have you five

io«U| it seems to me that it wouldn't
be fair to add to your troubles.”

“I feel,” returned the other, “that it
■would be altogether delightful to wel-

come a man of your force and charm at

St. Stephen’- every Sunday. Suppose we

double the stakesT Say two boxes of
balls on the eighteen holes, if I lose the
match, and you attend church every Sun-

day for a year if I should win?”
"Well, it doesn't seem fair,” said Bank-

•ont
who would always rather win a

golf-ball than make ten dollars; "but

I’m perfectly willing, of course.”
"We’ll consider that the arrangement,

then,” said the rector sedately, "begin-
ning with next Sunday—if I win.”

“Li you win,” acquiesced Bankson.

11.

Bankson can only explain what hap-
pened thereafter on the theory that Pro-
vidence interfered in behalf of his an-

tagonist in a very unsportsmanlike man-

ner.

The next hole was sown as thickly
■with traps and gins and snares as the

Valley of the Shadow in "Pilgrim’s Pro-

gress.” The reetor's drive rolled into one,

while Bankson’s second shot landed on

the edge of the green. The reeter

a niblick, and, after regarding
jhe lie fixedly for a minute, gave the un-

uispecting ball such a mighty swipe that

; eoared out for a hundred yards like a

bird, and then gradually fluttered along
/arther and farther until It lay an inch
from the hole. Bankson ran down with
jhu conventional two puts, but the rec-

tor had the hole in a three.
The eleventh hole was the Punch Bowl.

One had to drive a straight line between

a boundary fence on one Bide and a ditch

on the other, and then approach by faith
over the brow of a hill. The ball might
then be on the green, but too, too often
it was out of bounds.
f Bankson, in his effort to play safe,

pulled the ball through a cherry-tree far
to one side. His second shot, a great
brassy-, struck the down slope of the hill,
and shot over the fence and out of
bounds with exceeding haste. He dropped
another; and on his third shot, the ball
bounded and bopped and jumped down to
the green, an easy put for the hole.

The rector, in the meantime, after at-
tentively observing the formation of the

land, had driven with his cleek, a pro-
ceeding that made the sensitive Bank-
son shudder. The ball shot out in a low,
straight line, and, as is the wont of

cleek shots, seemed willing to run in-
definitely. When it stopped, it lay just
.beyond the red distance flag. A pro-
digious mid-iron shot, and the ball dis-

appeared over the crest of the hill in a'

beautiful rainbow curve.

When the two reached the green, Bank-
son's second ball lay white and unmarred
on the sward, but the rector’s was no-

where to be seen.

■'Hope you’re not out of bounds,” sym-
pathised Bankson hypocritically.

“T—er—think not,” returned the ree-

fer, unruffled. “My good fellow, look in
the hole,” he called td his caddie, who
■was nosing aimlessly around, trying to

look intelligent, after the manner of
eaddies.

The youth grinne<| appreciatively, but,

seeing that the rector was serious,
shallied over to the green. Then follow-
ed a shout which showed that even a

caddie sometimes unbends. There in the

hole lay the missing ball, between the

number-shaft and the side. It must

have literally trickled in, not to have

bounded back when it touched the iron.

The rector had taken a three-hundred-

and-sixty-yard hole in a two!
“That’s going some!” said Bankson

shakily.
“Well,” responded the rector seriously.

“I’m playing with a laudable purpose—■
to wit, your spiritual welfare. It may
he that some higher power approves my
motive.”

111.

"It was from that minute that I began
to suspect him,” said Bankson, telling
the story, afterwards, to Tommy Bod at

the Racket Club. "He'd stand and look

at the ball every time it would get in a

bad lie, and I could see his lips move.

Then he’d take one of his shiny new

clubs, and simply tear off the distance.
A two-hundred-yard carry with any old
club was nothing to him, and every one

as straight as a side-line. Do you know

what he was doin’ to me, Tommy?”
"What?” said Tommy, much interest-

ed.

“He was prayin',” said Bankson im-

pressively; “simply prayin’ his ball into

every hole. He got two twos in succes-

sion in that nine. No man could do that
without prayin’, or droppin’ a spare ball
through a hole In his poeket, or some-

thing crooked like that.”
“Go on!” said Tommy. "I don't be-

lieve he was prayin’ at all. You can

often see my lips move, and hear ’em,
too, when I get a bad lie, but no one

ever yet accused me of prayin’. Besides,
there’s nothing in the rules about it,” he

went on judicially. "You ean't ground
your club in a bunker, or make a shot
off a putting green, or move anything
growing, and you oughtn't to press, but
there’s nothing against prayin’ anywhere
on the links. Of course,” continued Tom-

my, "if he’s disturbin’ his opponent,
that’s a matter of etiquette.”

"Well, he disturbed me, all right,” said

Bankson bitterly. “He certainly was

the king bumble-bee when’ it came to

stinging me! I haven't stopped smart-

ing yet. The same thing happened at

the Quarry. You know you drive aeijoss
a brook and over an old. quarry, and
there you find a green perched on a

mound, and if you're lueky you get a

four. He used that infernal cleek of his
again from the tee, and the ball lit clear

up on the side of the hill, and I thought
it never would stop. It went over the

top headed toward the hole.
"I drove a gentlemanly and refined

ball well up, and pitched my second
straight over for the hole-flag. When I

got to it, there was my ball dead stymied
by the parson’s, which lay a foot from

the hole. I jumped him with my niblick
and went down in three, one under bogie
—the finest played hole I ever made.

But he had won In another two.”
Bankson paused for breath.
“Say, that must have got your nerve/’

•yn»P«thised Tommy. "It sure would get
mine.”

"Not at all,” responded Bankson.
“Your Uncle Dudley simply played the

game of his life; yet the best 1 vould do

was to halve the next hole in par. The

man simply played like a well-oiled
machine. When we came to the six-
teenth,” continued Bankson broodingly,
“he got desperate at- the sight of my won-

derful game, and lost all sense of de-
cency. It was bad enough before, his
using his professional influence in help-
ing out hie own shote: but when it ease

to queering mine, that was certainly the

limit!”
"What'd he do?” inquired Tommy

breathlessly.
“On the sixteenth hole I lay in »

bunker just off the green,” narrated
Bankson. "I took my mashie and made

a nice, lean, low carry over the bunker
that would have landed me dead to the

hole. Just as I hit the ball, up from be-
hind the bunker jumped a 'big, lumber-

ing Newfoundland pup. That ball hit
him square, and dropped back into the
bunker.”

“You don't think that dog was eent
from heaven as an answer to prayer, do

you?” queried Tommy incredulously.
"I have my suspicions,” answered

Bankson firmly. "At any rate, I told it
to go to an entirely different place, and

gave it a fine lofting stroke with my

mashie; but the damage was done, and

the parson took that hole. I entered a

protest, but he said that I couldn’t have
moved the dog, anyway, an he was some-

thing growing on the links.”

“Say, that was a good one!” cackled
Tommy, much pleased.

“Do you know, several times during
the match,” said Bankeen, "I snspieioned
that the dominie was something of a

wag? His face twitched a good bit after
he got through talking to Major New-

man, and it puckered up a lot while I
was talking to that dog.

“Tommy”—and Bankson’s voice here
became impressive—“it may have been
an accident about those twos, and the
dog also may have just been a coincid-

ence; but the last hole showed that there
was something supernatural in that
match. I had kept my nerve perfectly,
in spite of everything, and I -was remind-

ing myself of Travis at his best. The
seventeenth I took at one under bogie—-
probably he didn’t get his prayer started

in time. That left me all square at the

home hole. Now, Tommy,” continued
Bankson, "that hole is the drink-hole,
and it's my favourite on the whole
course.”

"Naturally,” observed Tommy rudely.
"I’ve studied it carefully,” -went on

Bankson, scorning the insinuation, "and
I guess I’ve won a barrel of drinks in

my time on that hole. The tee just suits
me. I always get off a slathering drive,
and I’ve learned just the angle to piteh
my second so that it will roll off the hill
to the green. Directly behind the tee is

a brook, which guards the sixteenth
green; and under a ground rule, if yon

drive it from a tee, you can pick up for

the loss of a stroke. It was my honour “

Once more Bankson’s voiee hail a mys-

terious timbre to it. “I drove as well
as I ever did in my life. The ball started

all right; then it suddenly met a prayer
in mid air, curved sharp, struck a tree
thirty feet off the line to my left,
bounced clear back of the tee, and rolled

into the brook behind me. I picked out

for the loss of a stroke; and there I

was, having played two, and lying fifty
feet behind the tee from where I started.

"Of course, there was nothing to it
after that. The parson won in a walk,”
finished Bankson brokenly, disappearing

■Kwnentarily into certain eooling Cal*,
doniau depths near at hand.

“Well, that's certainly an uitusuj
anecdote, net to eall it

twmetuixg
shorter,” eomuieuted Tommv. "I'd
to meet that parton of yours. Are yen
sure yon haven't touched up some of the
detailsF’

“If you’ll look in at St. SUpkeu'a dur-
ing the next fifty-two Sundays,” respond-
ed Bankson sadly, "you'll find oue detail
that's been touched, and that is Jir.
Easy Mark Bankson in the family pe W<
Those were terrible odds I gave him?
What are two boxes of balls against

fifty-two Sunday mornings? There's one

comfort, though,” and Banksou's facp
brightened perceptibly.

"And that is?” inquired Tommy.

“He eaught every other maui ou the
team in precisely the same way,” et uk-
led his friend. “The fox made each one

of us, as we were caught, promise to say
nothing to the ethers. He plays No. I

now, and the -whole team attends church
in a body; but 1 don't know yet whether
he's a player er a prayer-,” ended B.mk-
son.

“I should eall him a ringer mys

said Tommy severely.

"The bull started all right; then it suddenly met a prayer in mid air.”

“ Among other regulations it would
be very convenient to prevent the excess

of drinking; with that scurvy customer
among the lads, and parent of the former
vice, the taking of tobaeeo- where it is

not absolutely necessary in point of
■health.”—Swift, “On the Advancement
of Religion.”

HEAD AND FACE
ONE HASS jFSORES
Was Ashamed to Let Anyone See

Him. Could Have Tom Flesh Off

withScratching. Suffered 7 Years,
Ttied Everything. ‘Cuticura Soap
and Ointment Certainly Cured Me.’

“About seven years ago, 1 got eczema and
have had it nearly every winter, off and on.

since then. My head and ears, nose, lipaand
chin were one mass of sores, and I was

ashamed to letanyone seeme.

My head, ears and face broke

out with scabs, and when J
g. 66! touched them die water raa

ft j trona them. I could have tom
the flvsb off myself with

A •.
_

scratching.
J **’ Q* the Guticura treat-

n,ent >n *h* paper, and I
<7 Vz thought I would try tile Cuti-
\yeura Soap and Ouitment. I

Tie' sent tor some and after 1 had
AS washed myself two or three

times and applied the Cuticura Ointment,
they eased the itching. I continuedwith the
Cuticura Soap and Ointment for about three

months, which 1 found cleared my skin won-

derfully. 1 had suffered seven years and had
tried eversomany things all to no advantage,
until 1 tried the CuticuraSoap aud Oinlm-nt.
and was entirely cured. They made my skin
soft and beautiful, everything being cleaned
away. My skin is now quite ciear, and tbrre
has been no indication at the sores corning
back. I shall be glad for any sufferer from
skin trouble to hear of this, for Cuticura S rip
and Ointment certainly cured me.” (SU ! '0
Thomas Barry, 10, Reservoir St., Wardtcy,

Durham, Eng., Jan. 13, 1911.
To go through life tortured and disfigured

by iteaing, burning, scaly and crusted skid
and scalp humours is unnecessary, lor
more than a generation, warm baths with
Cuticura Soap and gentle applications of
Cuticura Ointment have proved successful
in the most distressing cases, of infants,
children and adults, when all else fafw.
CuticuraScan aud Ointmentare sold through-
out the world. A liberal sample of Cuticura

Ointment, with a 32-page book on the skin
and hair will be sent free on application to

R. Towns & Co., Dept. 18K. Sydney, N. S. W.

“ His Master’s Voice ”

Gramophones and Records
Are the Only Genuine I

You Know it by this—

We have large stocks of Coldstream ‘Guards Band,

a. Bohemian Orchestra, Sub

CRANIO. RECORDS | i> I Bter ®ill S®rs> et°-

~

„BY
„

...

, 1 X Tou are invited to inspect
Melba, Canino, Scotti, k m L \ our ;Brge stock.
Tetrazzini, Harrison, IHIV -I *
Dawson, Lauder, &o. M Catalogues and Price Lists

Sousa’s Band. Black Die- Posted Free to any

monde, LaScala Orchestra, fb maate/ia voicql Address.

The Mark ofPerfection in Talking Machine Goods.

Agents: A. EADY & CO.,Auckland
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