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In the Light of the Morning

A BShort Story by Elma Cadwallader.

TIE kitehen door banged, and Tom
dashed out, blindly into the pesce of
tho spring morning, Ho eut meross

his mother's flower hods, leaving be-
hind a trail of tender young plants,
trampled and broken, and rn inte the
bara Lo whera his horvee’s head was
thrust in greeling to bim ovor the bars
of a boxstoll Tom flung hoth arms
about Chub's neelk, then the tenrs enme
—tenra all born of rage, hamiliation,
and more dangerous passions. The drops
fell alowly, dropping off the horse’s
ercam-colored mane into the straw.

““Pa Heked me—awful, this time! '’
gasped the boy, *“He shan 't do it again,
IN—1M got oven. I'H—'' His hand
went to his poeket and touched the
knifo there, and us his fingers curled
round it, the confusion in his thoughts
eleared. Buddenly his mind seemed
posscssed of n definite resalve., He
shoddered and the tears dried quickly
on his face.

The bars of the box-stall were bent

. and the horse was taxing their frail re-
sigtanee. At last Tom took tha old
bridle from a peg, but before ho led
his trensure out into the sunshine, he
presscd lis cheek, with a kind of fur-
tive tenderness, aguinst the warm, vel
vet like nostrils,

The farm house showed white and
freshly painted ot the end of n short
path, betwoen tall stalks of hollyhocks
in bloom. Tom dodged around the
barn and made for the lower meadow,
e would be cut of eall of his moth-
er's voios thore. He dropped astride
n roek and allowed his horse to erop the
grass near.

After a futile offort to reeall details
of his fight of the previous day with
Tod Cutheral, in the seliool yard—he
could remember nothing but thuds and
blood and dust, then being shown the
briek he had hurled after Ted's re
treating form—be fell to conmidering
for the thonsandth timo Club's fine
points. A better mood touched him.
It noutralized his passion, temporarily,
passion that was like physicsl pain.
Wasn 't be the owner of the best horse
in tho county! A horse that was
swifter, sounder, smarter than any of
which he had ever read or hoard! Was
there evor such o slender, arched neck,
when it was raised like that; and the
ears pricked. Then Tom saw what the
horse had been quicker to notice. A
young man had crept through the
bushes bordering the ecreek, stumbled
forward and stopped.

All the moming was peace, yet the
man’'s face showed haggard and dark,
with eyes that gleamod like the cyes
of & trapped animal. Wiz hair was
blaek, ragged, damp with dew, and the
whole of him appeared drepchied and
torn ns if with heavy storms.

Tom camo suddenly to his foot.
f%What d4' you want?'' he stammered.
““Where—where d' you come from?'’

Thers wns no answer, Tho dark fuce
quivered, and there was such over
whelming terror in the eyes that Tom
forgot his own,

Y*Aro you sick—hurt? Is somebody
after you!’ Tom approsched a step
or two nearer tho strinjger.

“iNo. Nobody's after me—not thnt
I know of.'" The words were uttered
uncertainly, henvily, as from a mind
bending under a burden beyond ils
strength. The young man swayed a
little, hut stewdied himself again by n
band on the horda's flank. Al the
ragged length of him desoted musenlar
power, yet lie was bent, and moved s
an old man moves.

Hi8it down bere,’! the boy said,
qoickly compassionate,

The wild eyes shifted to the rock an
instant, then returned to Tom's sympn-
thetie face nnd stayed there, /T emn't
rest,’” he muttered. ““1I'm beat out,
but I can’t rost. 1've wulked from
Fulton, where I live, It's twenty five
milos—over that mountain at the end of
the valley, but T-ean't sleap nor rest,’”

“*If something's thoublin’ wyoun, it

might help—to tell," Tom urged. *I
tell my horse things, I know.!’
“1 didn't wont to tell, 1 didn't

think to talk to vou, but mayhe 1'd bet-
ter. Iecls like I'd go mad if I didn't
—toll eomo one.’ Ha seemod driven
to speech by a great meed, yot held
back by some great fear. IIfa breath
shook him ama be stood, as though he
had been running, and he moistened his

lips and moved them again and again
before he continued. The words ap-
poared to ba wrung from him against
his will, yot ko spoke with & passion-
ato ralief,

6] ypa??

““Go on,"" Tom perdisted, in the grip
of a feargome snn irresistible curios
ity.

1 've killed n man!'’

The mendow was very still. The
horse  stopped  eropping the grass to
listen to n tinkling cawbell neross the
valley. Prom Tom's wind the fog of
his recent anger vaoithed, leaving him
in sudden, eonfusing light. He bent
down and carefully removed u beetle
from his overalls without knowing what
he did. *“Why1'* lie breathed, nt lust.

But the strangor only repeated, ¢/ 1've
killed n man.'’ He shivered fu the
warm rays of the sunshine, and a5 the
horse moved he groped his way uop till
he elung to its mane,

“Did he—hit youl"’

““No. It wasn't that.
temper,
before I knew. 1le wus my step-father,
but he'd always treated me square,
"I'was abont moncy that we quarreled—
money my mother Jeft him, He'd enrned
the right to it, workin' on the ranch for
more'n ten yeara, so as the mortgage
conld Bo puid off, e done splendid
by the ol place, Maybe if T ladn't
got to care o lot for him—a lot more’n
I thought—I wouldn t feel like this
Peaple don’t know Low sauch they eare
till something linppons to show ‘em.'’

Tom drew u long Lreath,

“1've been runnin' ginee yesterday
noon—scems like 1'd been runnin' for
woeks, ' Iis hand went to his bare
thront. ‘I was afraid of the woods,
The faee was with me, his faee and the
eyes, after 1'd struck. I was afraid of
the shudows under the trees in the
wonds, and—the nights, and the wind
in the canyons. T can’t stay alone. It's
awful to be alone with thoughts, 1
liad to come baek—to eoa peaple. Yot
I'm afraid to talk against my will, os
I'm doin’ now, I'rt afraid to see men
comin' to take me, end the women's
scared facos, and ehildren followin' to
watch, When I saw you and your
horse T eame out. Perhaps he'll help
meo get away, I thonght,””

Tom brushed his elean w:irt sleeve
across hig eyes and elammy forehead,
and under the shirt he felt a chill
eroeping and perspiration bursting out
over arm#, and neck, and body, ‘‘Help
you get away,'’ he vehoad slowly.

“That's it. 1 potta. The horse
might—you see 1I'm weak,’”' A flagh
seemed to pags over the dark faer, and
the blnek eyes wavered and shifted
from Tom's white (nee.

There was o silence, then the boy
put his arme around Chub's neck and
held it prossed aguinst his .eart, which
wan thumping hord, ““You mean vou
want the loan of my horse!' he eried.
““But you shan’t have him—not to run
away! Why—why don't you go buekf
You ought _to go back.,” Tt was a
thought that shook them both, and they
stared into each other’s eycs for o
long, frightened, specchless half min-
ute.

“lio back!'' the young mnan whis
pered in a dull key of uneomprehon
sion, He turned his head aside, then
suddenly hid his faee in his hands,

Tom stood motionless. When the
faco was raised it had changed. “1'd
not thought of it,’* he said, with all a
child's simplieity. ““If T go back 1
ean rest. It will be good to Test—
anywhere—npot to be afraid  Yes 171
go baek,’ He made the announee-
ment with the blunk, unreusoning yield
ing of an exhausted ehild, *'I'd walk
back, only 1'm weak—it'll tale a long
time, "’

A suspicion of the man's good faith
flashed befors Tom's mind, then he put
it from him with shame and a fine
pride, and led the borse up elose to
the rock. *'You ecan lave him '" he
said, ‘‘for today. Nobody ain’t ever
riddon him''—he choked over the
words, all {hat they meant to him—
Shut me, HeM earry you over the
mountain by noon, then you can turn
him loose and he'll ecome home, 'eanse
ho's awful fond of me. 1 raised hiwm,
No ono ean eateh him, eithcr, when
be's loose, but me, That's it—leave the

I've a mad

reing easy, ‘cause his mouth's {ender,

I struek in blind, ernzy rage, ||

It ain't ever been hurt, or jerked.’’
““It's good of yom,'" the young man
faltered, “‘nnd it's awful good of you
to—trust me.”’

Tom mude a gesture of dissent.
eouldn’t speak just then,

The horso started forward, The man
did not look back, but Tom beard him
sobbing, first in great fugitive pusps,
then more geotly till ho had left the
meadow and turved the bend in the
road toward the old stoue bridge.

At sundown, a small figure, dishes
eled and doust-sinined, ent heailled
the diteh by the roadside,
nees werd drawn up and his prme
locked round them, wed the bloe eyes
softenoed, DTt dulled  with
starod toward an expanse of eonnty
road in the distanse. ANl his defiznce
and anger of the morning, the bravado
and swongpering self-nssurance of hiw,
were gone utterly. 1hs ehin trombled
occasivnolly ag he noted the shadows

He

in

Tomn 's

deepening, torning day surely into
uight under the grent oaks
Then a horse appeared. It was

dimly outlined against the light pateh
of yoad, but it was riderless and cow-
ing it his direction. Tom lifted Lis
head, Crub! Tt must he—it was Chub,
his own horse! Ile did net shount, er

watehing. (n

whistls, or throw his straw hat wp in
the air. Instead be rolled over on the
grass, faco downward, and hid his ecyes
in the bend of his arm. o was tast
ing of the bitterncss of repentance
mixed with his grest joy. His father
had praised him that day, and the words
seomed to be pritking their way now,
like hed-hot needles, into his heart.

In the midst of it all there eame the
durk, wild face of the young man, with
it forever unforgsttable marks of suf-
fering. 'Tom felt suddenly bumbled,
asd very tender toward every person is
is #mall world, Ile was grasping some-
thing of the moaning of the hirother
iood of man, ginee tomplation had, for
while, found him, oo, expitulating to
its call,
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FOR HELP OF ALL KINDS

Call on the

Pacific Employment Co.
Main Office, First and Couch Btreets
Portland, Oregon.

We are Always at your Service

Phons or wire rush orders al our expenss

In Sunny Alberta,

HOMES

TEADS

Western Canada

Pifty Dollars for loeation fee. We

Instend of having you come to our office and we

Why pny #5000 to be loested when you can get the same service
and information for §2.001 We have loeated several hundred on home-
stends in Western Canada the Inst past 10 years and have always charged

have decided to change our system.
tsonally take charge

of you nnd loeate yen, we will give you the information by mail for
Three ($3.00) Dollars, We know where the best lands are that are open
for filing nad settlement. We will give you full information telling you
whero to go, where the land is, what kind of land you can get in various
parts of Western Capada. We will inform you where you ean gel all
prairic or ell timber, or where you can get partly prairie and partly
simber land. The cinims will bo elose to milrond and town, Level black
lonmn soil, only 12 1o 13 feet to water, ereeks through many of the elaims
Will dircet you to lands adapled for grain raising, on lands best for
raising eltttle, or on the best mixed farming lands in Western Caunada.
Any one of these claims is worth a life time of saving to you. Wil
give you information regarding rulg@ plats, ete. Will give yon the
namo apd sddress of @ reliabie land guide in the vieinity where you
want to go that will put yoo on the land Wil give you full informa-
tion regurding the location of the railrond, how far it has been busllL,
where it is in operation, ete, ete, snd bow to get your Homeseeker's
rates and tickets; aod all information concerning price, terms and leane
ront on all Hudson Bay Lands in Western Cannda. This all for $3.00,
which remit us by P. O. money order nnd we will give you the informa-
tion to get a Homestead that will make you independent.

GANA“DlAN HOMESTEAD CO.

BIXTH SETREET, PORTLAND, OREGON. ﬂ

A WEEK AND EXPENSES

t's the mone o should get this voar. T mean it. T want
tg:::m, Sales ngnn quick, mon or women whao hzlive in
tha waware deal, whe will go into partnecship with me, No ex-

pricnen noeded, My folding Bath Tub has _uicm tho ecountry
iy storm.  Solves the bathing problem.  No plnmhteg: na
water works requized.  Full longth bath i any room. !'ui-_lf-'m
small roll, handy as on ambrells. 1 tall yon it's groat] GREAT!
Rivals $100 bsth room. Now listenl I want XOU to lm?dle
our county. 1°11 furnish demonstrating tub on liberal plax.
‘m mnu\o—abmlnlcly cortal—yon cati get bigger money in
s woek with me tbhan you over made in & month before—
I ENOW ITI
TWO BALES A DAY—§300 A MON‘I‘I\I S -
\ should get—every month, Nepded in ever
Ih:.t‘ub:gi‘; ;n::ll.mi, cng:rly bought., Modern bathing ht”.;
] lar:n for nll the people ]Tnkkn mﬂ““ right .t-in:il{::“l.'\hi?b:n
fils. lLook at thess mon ' 0y Kt
salos, IWTmOnAT PUL ers first week, Meyers, Wine., $260 profis
first month; Newton, California, 360_ in three
days.  You should do as well, 2 BALES A DAY
MEANS BU00 A MONTH. The work i very
easy, oleasant, pormanent, fascloatiug. It
means & busiwesy of your own,

$60.00

DEMON-
STRATING

Littla eapital
noeded. | grant cre-
dit—Eelp you out—
Back yom up—Don't dooht—
Don’t heslinte—Don’s bold baek—
You eannot lose. My other men are
building houser, bank aecounts, #0 ean yomu,
ded then quick, SEND NO MOKEY {uu Hafe on
penany poat card for freo tub offer. Hustle!

H. 8, ROBINSON
President
913 Factories Bldg,, Toledo, Q.

SURE NEW WAY TO KILL RATS

Never fails; kills every time; does the
work In & single night; embalms the rat;
dries it up; leaves no bad effects; no bad
odors; no taste; no smell; rats like it; ot
an experiment; no danger; no risk; money
?lc}ltltf&ﬂ!tﬂdﬂlﬂtkﬂtsﬂ“m&d

or it.

If you are tothered with rats about your premises—the house, barn,
chicken house, other buildings—BM-BALM-B will get rid of them very
quickly, The average rat on the famn steuls and destrovs $5 worth of
grain and ehickens every year; gave this loss by getling rid of every rat
on the place; save enough to pay your taxes. Our embalmer is guaran-
teed to do the work, I'rice $2.50; big package sent by express, prepaid.
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CHEMICAL PRODUCTS CO. "ot oot




