
Qexonerateb. 
" Its  so good of you, Dad," said Harry Turner, 

'' to be making all this sacrifice for me, but I will t ry  
and be worthy of it and some day you will be proud of 
me." 

I t  was indeed a sacrifice for Dan Turner, now in 
the evening of life, when the burdens of his sixty 
years of honest toil seemed heaviest, to send his only 
son and child to college, for Providence had not bless- 
ed Dan with worldly goods. Hut in his humble sphere 
of farmer he had been able to set  apart from his 
meagre gleanings a sufficient amount for the education 
of his son, with a small surplus for rainy days. 

Harry, now in his twentieth year was yet an un- 
spoiled child and more refined than his rustic environ- 
ment, would lead us to  expect, doubtless the mark of 
some touch of hereditary nobility. But with manhood 
comes new views and ambitions, and the parental eye 
was not slow to see the over-shadowing change, and 
the father hoped that his timely act and advice would 
help to preserve Harry in the safe path. 

" Ah ! my lad " said the old man, turning in his 
chair from the fire which crackled in the throat of the 
chimney and cast its ruddy glow over the whitened hair 
and chisled outlines of his hollowed features, " I am 
confident that with your brawn and brain you will lift 
yourself out of the humble position which my poverty 
has forced upon us ever since you were a little child so 
high. Our family were always honest folks and did 
not disdain hard work. But of late I have had a cer- 
tain fear of your future. I am getting old now and I 
want to see you substantially fixed in life before I go. 
The time when everyone was content with a comfort- 
able living has passed, and even peaceful, healthful 
Graveston is over run with idle pleasure-seeking city 
people, and I should never want to  see you associated 
with that class. I t  is very easy, even for a boy out of 
college to  loose himself, and you must always adhere 

* 

7 



speak 
peool 
ft 

advtc 
with 
nigh1 
will 
room 

as he 
besic 



48 1 ST. DUNSTAN’S COLLEGE 

t “ Kathleen,” he replied, with all tenderness and 
sincerity in his voice, ‘( tonight we meet for the last 
time.” 

The girl’s features paled and she grasped a t  the 
gnarled trunk of an old elm as if for support. ‘( Then 
you have never cared, Harry ” she said in a trembling 
voice. 

A pang of remorse shot through his heart like a 
dagger as he saw the utter misery steal over her face. 
A cold gray deathliness seemed to enshroud him as he 
thought of life without the companionship of Kathleen, 
and he made haste to speak lest his courage fail ; “No! 
No! it is not that ” he said, ( ‘ I  am going to college in a few 
days and I have been talking matters over with Dad, 
and he thinks we had better part, but forgive me 
Kathleen, it was only tonight that I realized how far 
our paths lie apart. I could not honestly stand be- 
tween you and a future of luxury and social position 
which your family have deeided on.” 

( ( N o  matter who you are Harry”  she said in- 
terrupting, there can be no change in my attitude to- 
wards you, but for your sake I am glad. I should 
never wish to be an obstacle in your way towards a 
future career. I wish you success and God-speed ” 
and turning she walked quickly away,-down the long 
lane, through the majestic old elms, the moonlight and 
shadows dappling her as she went. 

Harry watched gloomly until her figure disappear- 
ed among the trees, but that night as he walked back 
home his heart beat lighter than it had for many a 
moon, in contemplation of a bigger and newer life 
stretching out before him. 

I1 

Harry was duly installed as a student in a private 
boarding college situated among the rugged New Eng- 
land hills. He made up his mind to forget his past exper- 
ience in Graveston and devote himself deligently to 
studies and thus become interested in his new sur- 
roundings. The first day went well enough ; every- 
one was very busily engaged in looking after their 
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him a sort of satisfaction to confess his troubles to 
someone. 

The old man indited a reply which sustained 
Harry’s courage in the days that followed ; “ Attend to 
your duty, be manly, straightforward and honest and 
God will protect you,” he wrote. 

There were occasions when Harry showed his 
companions many little kindnesses, in the hope that he 
would win their friendship by this plan, but they re- 
paid him with abuse and insults, which led to a fight, 
and scenes of Tom Brown’s schooldays were once 
again enacted on the college campus. 

“ You belong to a low-down set of tramps,” said 
ryoung Weston in a fit of anger,” and I do not want to 
have anything to do with you or your clique.” 

H e  could en- 
dure any attack on himself but to have the hallowed 
name of his beloved father implicated in the attack was 
too much for him, and patience ceased to be a virtue. 
The color suddenly shot to his cheecks and his dark eyes 
kindled with the fire of pent up indignation and feel- 
ings which he could no longer supress. “Take  back 
that insult !” he exclaimed. “ I nevef make apologies 
to your kind,” said Weston. “Then you shall have to 
.fight me ” concluded Harry. 

In the scene that foliowed Harry’s fist shot over 
Weston’s shoulder and caught one of his pals, by name 
of Thornton, in the face. “ I shall get you for that” 
yelled Thornton as he scrambled to his feet. “ You 
cant get away with anything like that around here.” 
‘ I  I did not mean to hit you Thornton ” said Harry as 
he turned and went to his room. 

That  night when he was absent from his apart- 
ments Arthur Thornton,fired with the thought of hav- 
ing revenge for the blow he received, stole to Harry’s 
room and placed his watch there. On the dresser lay 
a handkerchief with Harry’s initals on it which he car- 
ried of f  in order to futher the proof that young Turner 
had committed the thieft. 

On the following day Thornton rose in the assem- 
bly hall and informed the PreSident that he had been 

Harry’s blood ran hot in his veins. 
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square for a grudge he owed him. I ordered him ta 
confess to you and he refused. I then tried to  force 
him to your office. Turner not knowing the circum- 
stances was about to take his part.” 

“Come to my office” said the President, and the  
three complied in silence. There the words of expul- 
sion were pronounced on Arthur Thornton, and Harry 
was exonerated of the theft. 

From that day dated the friendship of Jack Weston 
and Harry Turner, which was further strengthened in  
a most extraordinary way;  Harry’s father called un- 
expectedly and Jack was making an undue amount of 
fuss over the old man when the arrival of his father 
was also announced. When the aristocratic personage 
was ushered into the room Dan Turner sprang to  his 
feet. “John,” he exclaimed, “John Weston,”-“Yes! 
and you are Dan Turner.” I t  was the meeting of long 
since forgotton boyhood friends and they clasped hands 
in kindly greeting. Each in turn went back over the 
span of years since they parted ; Dan rejoicing in the 
success and wealth that the years had brought t o  his 
friend, while John Weston sympathized and thrilled 
with delight over the shadows and sunshine of Dan’s 
humble life. 

“It could’nt be otherwise,” said John Weston as 
he rose to leave, “Our sons should he the best of 
friends,” and Harry and Jack nodded approvingly. 

When a few years later Harry graduated and 
went back home he had not an enemy in the college. 
Graveston was looking very peaceful and lovely in the 
purple shadows of the summer’s evening when he 
arrived, and once more he strolled down the lane. As 
he neared tbe millstream the thick foliage parted and 
Jack accompanied by Kathaleen, came forward. “Allow 
me to  introduce my sister-“Kathaleen-Harry.” ! 
Harry stood for a second, stupified, and then stepping 
forward took her hand, and as he gazed into her eyes 
he knew the truth forever. 
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