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CHAPTER XIII—Continued
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The door-bell rang. Winnle lifted the
big bowl to the table, and as ghe was,
with her apron upon her, she went to
the front door.

“Oh!™ sald

Winnle, "“Oh™ She

reached for her apron and erumpled it |

in her thin hand, *'Tis you." For the
dread which had selzed her when
Cathal came home on the night this
girl had ecalled him, filled Winnie again.
“Do ye seek me?”

“Yes,” sald Agnes,

“Will ye step In?

Agnes stepped into the neat little
sitting room, where a few old, plain
chairs and the table told that they
were memorable, treasured things, She
looked about, and met Winnie's blue
eyes,

“Will ye choose a chalr? None else
is home,” Winnle explained, seating
herself uneasily, “or I'd ecall them.”

“You are the one,” sald Agnes, "1
wanted to see.”

“Me?" said Winnie. *“Over him?"

“Over him and myself,” sald Agnes:
and she waited not knowing what next
to Eay,

“I'm pleased ve are here.” sald Win.
nie, trying to help her., "“And why
should ye not be? He's gone the many,
many times to ye. Too many times,
was it?" she asked anxiously: for she
was still puzzled.

"*“Not too many for me.”

“1Then what trouble eame to him?"
Winnie asked, erumpling her apron.
“What trouble this week and more?
From the night he came home from
the murder of that Lorrie, he's lived
for ye. FKor naught else but for ye.”

“He told you?'’ asked Agnes.

“Wud he tell me? I've me eyes:
and the blind cud see! ., . . There was
A time he never knew ve: and there's
been the time since. As different to
him as night and day, What's fallen
between ve?"

“Fallen?" sald Agnes. “Nothing's
fallen. We mean to be married.”

“Who?"

“Cathal—your grandson—and 1.”

“Whist!" eried Winnie. *“Whist!

. « What 1 hear, did ve YT & » &
Ye and he! He's a bit of a
book, with every word of ye and every
pitcher of ye pasted in. I looked.
sSure it was printed for all the world
to read; but he pasted them all to-
gether. At last ve returned from be-
yant the sea., He goes to ye: then he
£0€8 No more; and he passes me, these
days, niver speaking. Is that becaunse
he'll be married to ye?”

“That's 1t,” sald Agnes:
longer could she sit still. She arose,
and Winnle arose. “He thinks I won't
do it; so I came here.”

“And still ye will?” sald Winnie, so
prouwd of him and humble for herself
that tears came to Agnes' eyes,
“Whist!”™ Winnie whispered again.
“He was born beyant us all. Far, far
beyant most men., Scarcely thirty he
stands now, a single score and ten:
and men twice his years—the great
men of Chicago—send for him in thelr
need. And they lay their throubles
on him. Well, as a lad he was like
that; he wud see to us all. Small as
he was, he wud see to us all. Niver
fear he will fail to see to ye.”

“Oh, 1 know him, too!” Agnes erled.

“Not yet,” sald Winnie proudly.
“Not yet the half of him! Not vet
neither how strong nor how tinder he
can be! Once—sit down, Miss Qlen-
eith; sit down, Let me tell ye-—"

Far away, a school bell beat: and
for the first time, it meant nothing to
Winnie; and Agnes heard nothing else
at all. So the back gate had swung,
and the children trooped into the
kKitchen, before Winnie remembered
them.

The cakes that day were never
baked; for Winnie had left them in
batter; but there was the hot fresh
bread to cut and butter and hand
about with the mugs of cold milk. So
Winnie O'Mara did that this day with
Agnes Gleneith helping her,

and no

At five o'clock that afternoon the
reception clerk at Cathal's office
looked across his desk at a slight,
straight, white-haired little woman In
black-silk dress, new black bonnet and
gray gloves,

“I wud see,” she announced stead-
ily, “Mr, Cathal O'Mara. Point me his
door, and I'll throuble ye no more.
Faith, now meself I see 1t.” And

forthwith she strode to it and opened
it.

“Winnie!” eried
“What's happened?”

She faced him fair and told him.
“I had a caller today, Cathal. Agnes
Gleneith come to see me over ye!l”

Cathal could not bring himself back
to his desk after his grandmother had
gone; he stood half the room's width
away, staring without recognition at
the open books and the papers which
a few minutes ago had absorbed him.

One meaning—one, and none other
was possible—was declared in what
Agnes Gleneith had done this day, and
which Winnle had told him. Agnes
had broken down the last false bar-
rier between them; It existed in her
no more,

In him, what still held him? A
lifetime of feeling the inferiorities in-
flicted upon a little boy of no fortune
and no “birth"—but inferiorities which
Winnle, from the first, so valiantly
and steadfastly had denied for him.

When Winnie had opened his door,
he had been studying how he might
save from the penitentiary, and utter
degradation, Phillp Linsdale. This
week another gentleman in desperate
stralts—not a neighbor to the Glén-
eiths, but certainly known 0 them—
bad appealed to Cathal to séive him

Cathal, rising
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' from prison. Today, Cathal O'Mara—

of no birth and background—had to
refuse to take a like case.

For banks in the city and about Chl-
cago were falling; great companies
and corporations could not meet their
debts ; great men—great names of the
city—dropped in dishonor, They who
had held themselves above and beyond
Cathal O'Mara were callilng to him.

What had Davis Ayreforth all but
done? How secure were Robert Glen-
eith’'s own fortunes?

Cathal stepped to his desk: he laid
paper-markers between the pages, and
closed his lawbooks. One last moment
he hesitated; he pressed his buzzer.

“Ask Mr, Parry,” he said to his sec-
retary, “if he can step in here.” Then:
“Jim, I'm going away for a couple of
weeks.”

“Now?" sald Jim. “On what case?”

“No case,” saild Cathal. “But it's
two weeks before I have myself to be
in court, Youn can carry on for me
till then, can't you? You see, Jim, 1
hope—I hope to be married.”

North from the city, he drove: and
no doubts dragged upon him. He
drove, pilfering his dreams for a prac-
tical plan of that which Agnes and he
~—Agnes and he!-—might do.

He never gained her door: for she
awaited him by the road just within
the gates,

It was dark. Clouds floated below
the moon, clouds not of storm but of
concealment; but in the dark he saw
her white figure before he pointed to-
ward her, He switched off his lights
and stepped down. She said no word:
nor did he, He grasped her hands,
speaking then her name: but his
breath went from him: and she whis-

Great Names of the City—Dropped
in Dishonor,

pered there in the dark of the lawn,
clinging to him: “You're here—you're
here !"

He released her so that she could
lead him toward the lake. They de-
scended, cautioning each other of the
steps, to the shore; and no one else
WAS near,

No lightning threatened tonight.
The lake lay calm. Ripples ran up on
the beach, which sighed as the sand
released the wavelets and let them
retreat over tiny shifting shells and
Stones,

“Dare vou do It?

“What?"

He swept her up in his arms.
one thing left to us to do.
this moment together.”

“There’s nothing else,” she sald, “for
me."

“Nothing?' he denied for her.
“There's any one in all the world for
you!"

“No,” she sald, very simply.
me."

They went up together to the house,
where lights betrayed her father fig-
uring at his desk under the antlers
and trophies of his gun-room. Her
mother seemed to be upstalrs.

Cathal, alone, sought her father.

“Hello, O'Mara.” Bob Glenelth
turned on his chair. “You came awhile
ago?”

“Yes, sir.” The two men looked at
each other; and Cathal knew that her
father was well aware of why he was
there. And it was Gleneith, not he,
that avoided it.

“You've Ormstead now, 1 hear,
O'Mara,” Bob Gleneith said. “They've
charged him with fraud—fraud and
larceny too, He's taken for his pri-
vate purposes, they say—to save him-
self—two mlllions, They've caught
him; so he's come to you."

“Yes, sir.”

Bob Gleneith somewhat ruefully
smiled: “You seem to be collecting my
friends, O'Mara.”

Cathal sald nothing, and Glenelth
suddenly rose,

“What can you do for them? Will
they spend the rest of their lives in a
cell? They were good men. ., .. You
know I don't mean ‘good,’ but they
had abllity; they built things: and
now—you stand between them and
prison.”

He struck at the wall beside him,
which resounded at the blow. “Some-

Dare you?

“The
(x0 on from

“Kiss

| let us stay!

h been married,

times, O'Mara, I feel that even the
walls we built must be of paper. ...
You came to ask me something.”™

“Yes, sir. I want to marry Agnes.
She will marry me.”

“I supposed so:

do it. Well, one thing: you're not pa-
per, O'Mara,

“Tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow?
O'Mara. . . .
formal
nounced
guests,

You waste no time,

wedding in my family—an-
weeks ahead, a thousand
This 1s hardly the time for

that again; and I'm willing that my |

other daughter try another sort of
thing. Her mother won't
know that. But let me stand up with
my daughter and give her away, even
iIf it’s before a justice of the peace.”

CHAPTER X1V

“Fools, they were; for they ate the
Cattle of the Sun.
do youn think?”

“What were the Cattle of the Sun?” |

Agnes asked.

“Days,
the Cattle of the Herder of the Heav-
ens—without counting them.”

“Must we count them?”

“You don't want to, either.”

“1 can’'t bear to! I ean't bear to

know when this must come to an
end.”

“Days?”

“It will never come to an end, Ag- |

nes, what's between us.”

“No; but you must go back to the
people that need you. So many peo-
ple that so desperately need you!
And you're so young—so young!” She
caught his hand and kissed it: so he
caught her to him: and for several
moments both of them forgot about
the Cattle of the Sun. Then he sald,
defiantly: *“We won't ecount them,
either, We'll
endar and never mark the days.”

“But,” she weakened, “can we?”

“See that great gray crag down |
Cathal gazed Into the valley;

there?"

It was noonday, and they rested side
by side, far up on the flank of their

mountain, at the very edge of the |
Above them rose rock and |

snow-line,
snow ; beside them a single stout little
dwarf pine clung in a cleft, a brave
outpost of the forest below.

The Sun, herding his cattle through
the pastures of Time, had climbed to
his highest slope in the sky: and his

radiance caught the gray crag so that
it shone above the mountain’'s shadow. |

Agnes gazed at the great rock, and |
she followed Cathal's feeling: “Until |

that falls Into the shadow at noon,
Then we need never
count the days,
rock will tell us that we must go.”

And so they agreed on it

They were far In the west and the
north, amid the mighty, ma jestie
mountains ; and for five days they had
(And Bob Gleneith had
stood by his Light One In the service
at the house of the minister,)

To be married, to take your place
in the procession of life, to realize
at last how you had received your life
and how, if you willed, you would pass
life on—that was a solemn and also
an ecstatically happy situation. And
there were the mountains.

Lord, thou hast been our dwelling-
place in all generations. Before the
mountains were brounght forth. . .
Before these mountalns were brought
forth!

For a thousand years in thy sight
are but as yesterday when it is past,
and as a watch In the night,

A thousand years ago, no one had
ever dreamed of Chicago, and the
forefathers of the millions in the
teeming city were to beget sons and
daughters and die, and they would
bear children that would die through
six hundred years, before a genera-
tion grew that would hear of thils
America. And the stock-market that
now “made” or ruined so many men
—what was it? A center of scheming
through a moment of time. Your
Stocks maintained their prices, In this
center of men's schemes, and you
remained powerful and great llke In-
sull, and clever and comfortable ke
Jeb, . . , They declined, and you were
disgraced like Phllip Linsdale and
John Ormstead; or you must destroy
yourself, as Arthur Linsdale had done,
and Davis had tried to do, in order
to leave a few dollars to Bee and the
boys. ., . Thou carriest them away as
with a flood; they are as a sleep.

But the mountain would remain;

the world continue to spin under the |

sun, each year In the spring exposing
to the sunshine for a few days that
great gray crag in the valley, and im-
mersing it again In the shadow until
another twelvemonth was turned. One

new, reckoned year to add to the un~

countable ages of eternal Time.
Agnes shivered a little,
“Cold?" He clasped her closer.

“Have we been mad, Cathal? Are

we all Insane in the citles?™
“Here,” he said, “it seems so.

you and I are going back.”
“Not before we must!

we ever leave here?”
He looked down at her,

And a thousand, thousand other—
What magic you've made of my
days !”

“You think I have? It seems to me
you've done it all. I've merely moved,
Cathal, Into your kingdom.”

“Mine?” he sald. “Mine?”

“With your words, tuat night, you
made its walls ™

(TO BE CONTINUED)

and I suppose, |
whatever I say, you're both going to |

Whatever else you are, |

—or aren't—you're not paper, . . .
When are you planning—this thing?” |

Well, I've had one big |

be—you |

Were they fools, |

They devoured the days— |

throw away the cal- | taking a chance with pattern No.

Only, some day that

But
Oh, why do

“All my |
life, I'll remember how you sald that! |

1923-B.

This suavely tailored club style
pajama set is the essence of sim-
plicity, Whether your cotton,
satin, silk crepe, po gee or rayon
1S expensive or not vou won't be

1923-B for step-by-step sewing in-
structions are included and guar-
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antee to guide your every stitch.

College girls approve its con-
servative styling — busy house-
wives find them adequate to greet
the unexpected guest and the
business girl revels in their com.
fort and ease assuring details.
The trousers are amply cut and
the soft blouse roomy enough for
any 12 to 20's daily dozen. A natty
pointed collar, wide cuffs and belt
add an air of distinction to your
garment,

Barbara Bell Pattern No.
1923-B is available for sizes 12,
14, 16, 18 and 20. Corresponding
bust measurements 30. 32, 34, 36
and 38. Size 14 (32) requires 4%
yards of 39-inch material. Send
15 cents in coins,.

Send for the Barbara Bell Fall
Pattern Book containing 100 well-
planned, easy-to-make patterns.
Exclusive fashions for children,
young women, and matrons. Send
fifteen cents for your copy.

Send your order to The Sewing
Circle Pattern Dept., 247 W.

Forty-third St., New York. N. Y.
® Bell Syndicate.—~WNU Service.

Tiowehold ®
D Questions

Sour milk beaten into mayon-
naise dressing gives it a delicious
flavor,

Before putting away garden
tools for the winter, clean them
off, rub with kerosene or grease
and store in a dry place.

L] L L

Drain all juices from fresh or
canned fruits, store in ice box
and use for fruit cocktails or sher-
bets.

L L *

When buying fish see that the
eyes are not sunken in and dull,
A fresh fish has clear eyes and

the flesh is firm to the touch.
© Bell Svndicate.—WNU Service.
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“La_;f ﬁesourco"
makes ugly Itchy

PIMPLES
DISAPPEAR
IN 3 WEEKS

“Disagreeable surface pimples
and bright red patches broke out
on my face and forehead. They
itched and my appearance made
me miserable, I tried several
ointments to no avail. Then I pur-
chased some Cuticura Soap and
Ointment and in three weeks my
complexion was clear and smooth
again.”” (Signed) Miss S. Fortier,
959 Worcester Ave., Pasadena,
Cal,

Wonderful relief for pimples,
rashes, itching and burning of ec-
zema and other skin and scalp
conditions of external origin when
you use Cuticura. Buy BOTH to-
day. FREE samples by writing
“Cuticura’’ Dept. 33, Malden,
Mass.—Adv.,

Watch Your
Kidneys /

Be Sure They Properly
Cleanse the Brg;c;

OUR kidneys are constantly filtere

ing waste matter from the blood
stream. But kidneys sometimes lag in
their worlk=—do not act as nature ine
tended—fail to remove impurities that
poison the system when retained.

Then you may suffer nagging backe
ache, dizziness, scanty or too frequent
urination, getting up at night, puffiness
under the eyes; feel nervous, misera«
ble—all upset.

Don't delay? Use Doan's Pills,
Doan's are especially for poorly fune-
tioning kidneys. They are recom-
mended by grateful users the country
over. Get them from any druggist.

DOANSPILLS

READ THE ADS

e

GROUND GRIP TIRES

AVE time and money and get greater

efhiciency by equipping the rear of your

car and truck with a pair of Firestone Ground
Grip Tires. They will give you the super-
traction needed to pull through mud and
unimproved roads and will save you the time,
trouble and money of applying chains.

Harvey S. Firestone was born and raised
on a farm in Columbiana County, Ohio,
which he has operated ever since 1904. It
was here on this farm that Mr. Firestone
conceived the idea and worked with his tire

4.75/5.00-19
4.50/4.75-20
2.25/5.50-17
5.25/5.50-18
5.25/5.50-19
5.25.-20.....
5.25-21.....

engineers in developing a practical tire for

farm wuse. Mr. Firestone’s experience in
farming gave him the realization of the need
for a pneumatic tire with lugs of rubber that
would increase the drawbar pull, roll easier,

6.00-16.....
6.25/6.50-16

FOR CARS

440/450.21 § 8.70
9.45
9.30
11.70
11.8§
12.25
11.50
11.95
13.25
16.00

FOR TRUCKS

30x5H.D...$23.65§
30.70
40.25§
18.85
24.40
32.35
40.00
39.10
43.35
54.75

3!!6 Truck Type ,

326 H. D...
6.00-20.....
6.50-20.....
1.00-20.....
1.00-24.....
1.50-20.....
1.50-24.....
8.25.20.....

save time, and speed up farm operations on

cars, trucks, tractors and all wheeled farm

implements.

4.75/5.00-19

Firestone engineers are continually

working with Mr. Firestone on his farm to
secure greater farm efficiency. They developed

4.50/4.75-20
5.25/5.50-17

the Ground Grip Tire which is so designed

that in soft mud roads it cleans itself and the
bars of rubber are so placed that they will not
bump on paved roads. The design of this tire
is s0 unusual and its performance so amazing
that a patent has been granted by the United
States Patent Office covering its exclusive
features. The secret of the extra traction of

5.25/5.50-18
5.25/5.50-19
5.25-20.....
6.00-16.....
6.00-17.....

Firestone Ground Grip Tires is the

scientifically designed rubber lug of the tread.
Under this extraordinary super-traction tread
are placed two extra layers of Gum-Dipped
cords. Thisisa patented Firestone construction
feature which makes it possible to weld this

heavy tread to the Gum-Dipped cord body,
making it one inseparable unit.

Go to your nearest Firestone Tire Dealer

6&%16!'..‘
1.50-18.....
6.50-36.....

or Implement Dealer or Firestone Auto
Supply and Service Store today and ask to see

these money-saving tires. And when you

order a new tractor or implement, specify
Firestone Ground Grip Tires.

Listen to the Voice of Firestone; Mm
Evenings, over N. B.C.-WEAF N

©19%,F.T. & R.Co.

satisfaction.

HEAVY DUTY

FOR IMPLEMENTS

4.00-18..... $ 8,30
10.5§
14.85§
24.00

OTHER SIZES PRICED PROPORTIONATELY LOW

60.8§
©7.50

13.25

8.25-24.....
9.00-20.....

4.40/450-.21$10.90
11.7§
11.50
13.90
14.1§
14.95
14.40
1§.70
15.90

9.00-24.....
9.75-20..... 88.1§
9.75-24..... 94.50
10.50-20....102.3§
10.50-24....113.8§
11.25.20....141.45§
11.25-24....152.40
13.50-24....244.10

FOR TRACTORS

5.00-15)....$10.40
5.50-16..... 11.0§
6.00-16..... 12.40
1.50-18..... 17.485

GUARANTEE —Ihis heavy Super.

Traction tread is

guaranteed not to loosen from the tire body
under any conditions, and all other parts of
the tire are fully guaranteed to give

el #



