2 L © THE DIGGER. FRIDAY., JULY 2. 1920.
- T

«] drew her into the shadow of the [hear a piece of news

. : : about

4 : hedge, close by an old gate, as, stumping | Listen! I heard from pj your o
A X owksokgokolokoRokok ok ook ok ******************#: a,ndg;wmging?hgs- misshapen body, the | He is a soldier, and haﬁﬁ;‘:mm y
. % : . 3 | Crocked Man went by. As he approached <tzlc_1l frc;fm France. He is oo 11.,
: 5 1% 3# | be langhed in the hard, eneering way he | this afternoon. He wrg ? Sy
Mcney Saw ¥* % | had, a.cx’xd said something to ws in a low | prepare you for his ‘vmt:?’ Yo g

: g voice, which we did not catch. But he There was a gleam of bope i y
A % | 4id not stop, nor alter his pace, aund |eyes, but it died out after 5 o iy
* . ¥ [swung on until the darimess swallowed he shook his head, ’ U1, o

¥* # | him. “It is useless! T shall be go
ij 738 A i # “For a moment I wondered 31 this eerte, { comes. I know!"’ dead by
g E sggxg%%ﬁl‘ » »* (BY A. M. BURRAGE). ?; mysterious figure was te overshadow our “Nonsense! You must brage

. * ) . !lives as it had dore untii then. I couid {up. You are not as ill as o) 1hzt0 Y
%k #* ) ) : # | not but sce something ominous in his | hpve days before you yet: Yo . K
WINTER SALE SR sk ok A ROR R I RO IR AR AR | pomind npon e just at. that  mofbent, | recover.” o

) : ) ) 1 turned to Mary. “I tell you No! Mar, do voy thi
“ “Jfas that fellow spoken 16 you lately ? | Crooked Man will let me see my Yoy b
Starts on Thursday T guessed that he waos dyipg when I re- yiclding little profit. My playmates were “She seemed to hesitate, ther nodded. | Before he comes there will bﬁ'ﬂnu)th

: . ceived his letter, fop it came by the post | the children of other small farmers, and “ “Yes—once or twice.’ shall heéar a tap, tap on the stairs, ier_ |

17th June after ancther letter, and I saw at onee a jamong them was Mary Roden, the gicl “ “What did be say? ' T heard it the night Mary— Mv‘[} \
- ' likely irony of Fate. whom I afterwards married. Poor soul! ¢ ‘Oh, nothing—nothing ruch.’ What’s that 7" -
—_— Raymond Healby wished to sce me ur- | she is at rest now, but she knew—and— ““I did not like her tone; but waied for I started violently, and Yistened -
gently—he bad something of importance | and suffered. her 1o say more. Presently it came cut in | tarily. Then I turned to him againc
to communicate and could not stir from “Chiidren will always have some bogey, | a little burst. “l beard nothing. You mug !lui i

o . A his bed.  Dour, morose man that he was. | some person living near them whom they e hsymdzd, I'm afraid of that man, |gine—"
riee u eg hg was not of the kind to make important | langh at and shun and fear, and of whom [ jusi as I was when we were childrer, I But Healby raised himselj jp the
communications unless he feared that his | they invent amongst themselves the most | don’t knoew why. He never says anything kis fice distorted, his eyes elarip by
o B 2 b

LTD. N i life would soon bLe scaled [for ever. He ;tl'ange and terrible siories, We had one, ! horrid to we. Tu fact—he tries 0 be nice.’ Tib}y-
e owned no man for friend, but he had |and we. called him the Crooked Man. “I laughed at that, thinking I could “It’s he! He’s come!”
shown Jess aversicn for me than for the ‘At the time of which I am speaking | well afford to. I was young then, and 1 sprang to my foet. Rither I hyy, 4
rest of mankind. }f there was little to | he could not have beén more than twenty. | not ill-looking.  Mary cared for me. For { mad or 1 could indeed hear the “.
TAY STREET ‘ like in the man, there was at least plenity | five, but he scemed quite old—as old as | a thing like the Crooked man te cast eyes | <rutch on the hard floor outsige, fon 3
) ’ to interest.  YHealby's wife was dead, and | our own fathers and mothers. at her scomed a matier for mirth.  But— | body tried the handle of the hy)) docrl
INVERCARGILL. he had quarrelled with his only sen some “We gave him his nickname because | by God, it wasn't!” ) opened, and somebody-—somethiy, si aLY
' long while since.  Veung Healhy had gane | his frame was crooked and he walked with Taymond Healby paused as if trying to | {led in, leaning on a crutch. Th:"md
away, alter the way of -the old-fashioned | a cuteh, but by childish intuition we | collect Lis thoughts. . beat loudly and rhythmically. v
B prodigal, vewinrg never to rctwn.  And | knew that lis natwre was crocked teo. I will tell you as briefly as I can,” he | ghastly, unmistakable.
it was from young Healby that I had news | He was hideous to look at, a local figure { wont on, “‘and to be very brief indeed, it Raymond Healby struggled up, "
by the previeus post. of wystery, for nobody knew who he was | was the old story. Mary’s pecpls were | ting position and raised kis hands iy
The boy wrote to me [rom a military | or whence he came. _ poor, the Crooked Man was well off.  One | his head.
FOIUNTAI’H PENS conyalﬁsccnt camp. He had k)gfxn wound- | - “In social status he came somewhere | night Mary returned from a walk with me __'"i‘vify God! My Cod!” he screane
- : - ed in France, but had now recovered, and |above us and below the gentry. Nobody | to find him sitiing in the kitcher, talking | fell forward himp. I knew at onely
) v - wanted . to see his father again. = He pro- | knew him, -and he lived alonme with his | te her father and mother. he was dead, but all my mind way
HE kind that are always at your ser- | posed to get leave and visit the old man | mother, from whom he had inherited much { I necdn’t tell you the agonisiag times ; tred upon the door of the roomi, thig
vice; that never baulk, spluiter, or | on the following afternven, and lelt it to | of his rgliness.  We used to call him | thai followed before she gave in. Her | slowly opening.
cultivate bad language. The tried al:d me to prepare his father for the shock. by his nickname in the street, and he [ motliey talker to her about grey hairs and | A moment later young Healky, th
proved stalwarts of the pen world. You'll So, when I went to see Raymond Jealby | would turn and curse us horribly. I can | the workhouse, and how her heart would | man’s wounded son, came slowly iy |
get them here ) my visit served a double purpose. see him pow, shaking his crutch, His in- | break when she donved the groy shawl ot | was leaning on a cruteh! ’
The Dedonne, Seli-filler, 10/- He lived in a small flat sear King's | firmity made it impossible for him to pur- | the pauper, and how wicked it was to hato
. . ) Cross, and- the old woman who lui me in { sue us.  ‘Crocked Man? I can hear my- | a man whose bedily infirmities gave him The End.
The Capitol, Lever Self-filler, 12/6. —his only servant—only grunted when 1 | self shoutingit how, ‘Crooked Man [ Crook- | the right lo be loved and pitied. That - —
The Conklin, Crescent Self-filler, 20/- |inquired after him, aud moticned to me ; ed Man! woman's tongne was like a fx:etsaw, a'nd NlBBLES FROY NEW
The Comeron Waverley, secure, Self- to enter his bedroom. I did so, fully “In the good b?olis which I was. gi\fgn home was hell ijo M.ary until fne gave m; b Bﬂﬂﬂs
Sllor, 22 ,16;‘g01 dmounted. 20/- aud 35/. | prepared for what I was to see. f»o r&a;dvat- those times people with bodily “¥ had to l*ehnqms.h her. What gould I
. ’ : ’ e was but the ghost of his own old | infumities were almost supernaturally | do? God knows 1 reasoned and prayed “There’s eddication, and theret
The Onoto, Seif Filler, 20/- hagzard self—a poor seif at the best. Avd | good.  They sab on sofas and shamed |until I saw Mary—torn both  Ways~— | mon cense,” I ses. “‘Some people ’;;:

- as he struggled to a sitting posture and | their healthicy brethren by their monu- { was like to bscome desperate. She was

aterman, cer 8 eT, - ] . : ‘ L . : .
The Waterman, Lover Bell Filler, 25/ turned on an elbew to yreet me I was | mental patience. But the Crooked Man | obsessed by the difficulties of ner parents,
The self-filling principle saves hother | shocked by the haggard misery that was | was not like these. I have never seem | which I think they had greatly cxagger-

and inky fingers and the quality of the | writien on Lis face. . -7 the devil look through a man’s eyes as it | ated.
above pens is beyond dispute. Post free

and some people ’as the other (ny
commaon sense.’’ ‘ ;
“That’s wobt. you want,” he se. ni
ding.—Deep Waters. By W. W. Jugh

anvwhore “It was good of you to come,” he said, | leoked throwgh his, nor have T ever heard “Those days were dreadfnl to ms, for
ywhere. in & faint, colourness voice. ‘‘I've deserved thore appalling cur'ses.” ] ) N all the village .knew, and I was the object Tady Pence . . . had distinction ai
—— nothing of you, but I trusted your good He paused and licked his dry lips, shift- | of a pity which I could not bear; and : . N ) ) ]
g 5 your goee. P . s yoaps prey o ! nose which had been handed down in b
. pature, and perhaps your curiosity. I |ed himself a little in the bed, and pro- | some ill-natured derision besides. familv for g )
) T}q’ ! s ’ i N o ) e : . amily for generations. .., Agaths wa
H}. D}"”’Eléqu S suppose you gathered from my letter that | ceeded i Woll. cne might 1 was crassing Dead | 4y only child, and it was rumonred iha
: % ’ 4T am going to die?” , “By the time I reached manbood the | Man’s Ridge when I heard that familiar | o '01 d fa.tller" waited fo die un‘til n
NVERCARGILL L 1 was carrving a chair to ihe head of | Crooked Man had already stepped across I'tap, tap upon the road. And suddenly MR

INVERCARG s R Y - v cotld convince himeelf that she was car«

- PN ] -5 3 A P - ey ! . st 3 i > R
thie bed, and halted at the word. the borders of middle age, but, I saw no | seemed to sce very clearly, 4 veice whis- i traditi 1 when he sax b

a3 N : - . : . . 4+ . N Fing U] v 18] L saw -
AGENTS. “Come,” I said. “T hope it is not s | change in him. He was the same as he | pered: ‘If he died he couldn’t marry Mary. 3 ne on d Idlon’ e t“ :;“ ¢ N ¢
. - . - - ne T y o T 9 €,
bad as that.” . had always been, and, strange to say, | 8he’d warry you then, And if you pushed S‘““] was In e'c g‘?lan; e’,] A f‘m
o : . - . i b . leamed, ““Thank she's
3t is just as bad as that,” he answered, | he had almost the same vague terrors | him, who. would know? TLook! There’s exc .\tx’nyl, 1]?“ 0 Ja,itc-k F’ e
dully. “And I have carried my sickness  for meas he had bad when I was a child. | not a soul in sight. nose,” - and - died S"?n e
all my life. Tt is sickness of mind that | By that time his reputation in the country. | I held wmy trveath. T dun’t know if 1 House.‘ By Howel Evans.
. ) has changed by slow degrees to sickness | side had grown. There were terrible stories | really meant to do it then, but I waited.

TTT of body. The doctors call my complaint-| told in whispers by old-and young. Wher- | And preseatly up he came, waiking near ;Ca»pt-*a.m ShOtO‘:er: }Ij,s ktdt‘:ﬁﬂ:
MUTTON BIRDS!—— by long names, but ib is that, and no | ever he went, silence preceded him, and | the edge, und laughed at me.  His laugh f{hmg to be ma,xfr1€:d lllgvb “s (Thn o
—MUTTON RBIRDS!— more. And the end is somewhere near at | mutterings and head-shakings followed. was just the little impetus that was needed %lke my da.ughlt ot s.l.fu“ az ) ol d
hand.” : " At that time my eyes were newly | to send me mad with a horrible, cold, cai. {3 ‘at”home all day, like a damneds
I said nothing. He was not the sort of | opened to the beauty of Mary Rodon. | culating madness. 1 went up to him hell. ; ‘ - .
man that one could rally, and to argue | She was two years younger than I, and | quite slowly, my fingers hocking to grasp Ellie: ““Old-fashioned people tii ¥

. . e e | With him would but cause him irritation. | lovelya s.the lovliest Devon maid, We | him. . cann have a soul without money.
LABGE SUPPLIES NEW SEASON'S More, I did not know at the moment how | had i’)een friends as children, but adoles- | ¢ ‘T'll make your crocked body a hit think the less money you bave. ”'e;:
BIRDS TO HAND. best to give him the piece of news I had | cence se=med to create a sudden barrier | more twisted,” 1 said, and with that I|soul you have. Yo::lng people “““;n;
. i brought. between us, for now we met shyly and | pushed him and felt his bedy reel away | know betber, A soul is a very FIpETY
COOKED AND UNCOOKED‘_ “I suppose,”” he went on, “I have little | almost as strangers. : from me. ’ thing to keep; much more 0 thar 4 B
Wholesale and Retail at—— in common with most human beings, ex- “One Sunday morning I plucked wup |  Over he wen} without a sound or a ar-car.” ' ard St
cept bhis—a desive to tell my closest cecret * courago and waited for her as she came W‘”"!} and that to me was the mos | —Ieartbreak House. DBy Derst
I bofore I die. I do not look to die at | out of church. ‘aMry,’ I said, ‘you and I horrible part of all. If he had only . - A
" IINDSAT & CO. ease, but T want to tell somebody—you— | have been {riends a long time, and now Cl‘i?d Oub} It wasn’t natural for him to go 1 like the high roads of hi:atﬂf:;ﬁ
S of the thing that has peisoned my life. | you treat me as if I were a ILoundon quietly like that. T--well, 1 arept away | the muddy lanes. Look o “*“"‘Z’ ]
TAY AND ESE STREET You have known me for a man eaten up | stranger stopping at the inn.’ ’ like Cain, sick with ihe horror of whit 1|46 gramatist explained. “TWhen |:.'l 1
SHOPS ;;y_sor{xe subtle p.oison of 'the mind.‘ I “She coloured alt over her preﬁ:y face. had .dpne." ' ‘ son wrote & love—scellti he M;:w
o have sinned, and if mry penitence has been * ‘T do not mean to,” said she. His face convulsed a little, as if he were | ‘‘So would anyone who w0 1
incomplete, God knows 1 have been pun- “ “Then meet me cutside the church | 1Ving these horrible moments over again. | as bad as his,” sniggered 'flyﬂulfg
ished. I have hardly lived one happy gate here and come for a walk with me “There was an inquest,” he went on, in | who seemed oblivious of his ver¥ H‘
moment since hiat dreadful night, and— [ pic evening,’ said L. a thin, dry voice, “and they braught m | elecbion to the club. The old“""
this is the worst—I shall never see my “She hesitated a long while, and said | Accidental Death.  What more natnral | looked at him severely, ‘“0" ,,”:
boy again.” at last that she would come. I was but | than for a cripple to miss the path in the | had sneered at Stevensoh WA
- . “How do you know that?”’ I asked, | a boy then, for all my twenty-onk vears, | 927k and fall over the sheer cliff? And | without being spoken to he 'kf”" Y
) leaning forward. and 1 did not know that the same love | @lter a time 1 married Mary?” cored # yemark in the smokilg
Every Day, “I feel it! Besides—how long have I |that set my heart clamouring in Mary’s:  "Did she know?” 1 put in. least, five years too soon.”
to live?’ . presence put a break upon her tongue “Yes. Y never told her, but she know, - i o9
It was on the top of my tongue to tc!} | and made her distant to me and seemingly | She could tell by the change in me, and “After all,”’ he argued, bk
‘We are opening up the Newest him straight out that he woald see his son | cold.  But I learned it all that night in | wo both suffered. And when our son was | o)) sex. I've lately beet eno.rm”u i
, that very afternoon. But his eyes were | the lano where all local lovers wandered | born T knew it would be a Jbid o scr- ruck by tbat in the course of
WINTER OVERCOATS, Extra gleaming feverishly and I left the words ! and troths were plighted.” - .

. . . 2.
Tow. ‘The secret poisoned hoth- our lives, | mupe Joan of Are, for jostani® g

unspoken for the time being, fearful of He closed his cyes ard began to speak | for the vengeance of the Crooked man has | 4 any sex obsession in her” Bor ¢

I
Thick, Smart, Warm, and Waler-

giving him too sudden a shock. very softly, in a voice I hardly recognised. | always followed us. T heard she tap, lap | ; he Jess hvehologically intert
z00f. “Well,” said I, “tell me what you wish “Ve]:y lovely and very fragile she looked | of his eruteh ihe night Mary died, T swear 1,5 S-ler-essnt},j? “No. Sex 8 the
F ' me to hear. I will listen to every word, f..h.at, night—the white rose ripe for piuck- | it was he who came dud fetehed her wway that acco dern writers Fraah!
and keep a still tongue afterwards.” lnﬁz,' ;0 fweet tlhat one wondered if it were { He will come for me, too. When vy Jast ba?er::dm: Zovel powaday® ¥
. “You may tell the whole world when T | uot better to let her bloom on untonched | moments come 1 shall hear Lhe wep, tar ne . I'd ralde
Our present showing of OVER- am gone,” he answered. “I shall not | it her sweetness. It seems s short a | his cmt:;h'im(l\lh ln:; }jtlt:l]t?i}l(iiv(.hh;gl’ ;a{:e:lf' L am eld f&s¥110ﬂ;d ’t-lr?:: asked ¥ 7
then be concerned with human laws or | While ago. She was so shy yet so pitiful | to face him '!»” ' ‘ o » led old-fashicne medert wrh

COATS i unrivailed aaywhere. ciate one of these youis

the chatter of human tongues. For your | for me who was heavily laden with my ati By Compl
' . Poor relations.

' ’ N S “That’s all nonsense!” I soid. “iTe’s
sake I will make a long story as short as | love and feigning the sadness of despair.

dead, and he can't hurt you. You--ny

— I can; and if my thanks to you scem But at last she made but a half-hearted | God! how you must bave suffered?” kenze. :
surly, helieve me they ave offered in all | attempt to evade the arms that sought to | “Suffercd! Aye.  When I east my sen - Dt
sincerity.” grasp her, and, only weakly protesting, | away from me-—the son 1 loved in sp.ite f «You have the true gifh .

'l C] k He moved down lower into the bed and yielfled her lips to mine. 8o we pledged everything—I knew I should never see him | women’s gift par exceum:gl o
: c el ar : closed his eyes. ourselves to each other under the magic of | again.  That was part of the Crooked | swered. But women are M

“This is the story,” he said, “‘and it the May skies, between the scented hedye. Man's revence.” th days.” 10
. N . ! . ] N accompany ese Udy o con
goes back to the days when I was quite | YoWs. "And, while our first kiss lingered, | T thought m tunity al e 1s they 278 1%
CLOTHIERS AND MEBCERS a little boy, I was brought up on a small | We heard that sound that had so often | I decided to Jazgnﬁilg:sz i::dc(;oip ' m » ins; g:at 'IX::; it ever they 8 ® e
84 Dee St west-country farm, where money was | Irightencd us s children—the tap of a “Really,” I said, “‘there at least you are Gog he:Ip the world!'— S

short, and the land bard to conguer and | erutch—and we sprang apart, -

J wrang. 1 want you to brace yourself up to ! By Maud Diver.



