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‘The Little Girl considered him grave-
ly, then _she laid her little hand on his
big - one, ~and so they rode together in
gilence until’ they came to the low red
house. / _

‘As they whizzed up to the porch the
jlittle 0ld_lady, with the brimndled dog and
the ‘tame-¢row in attendance, came out
to meet them. - In. the background were
‘the foar “big cats, -and the little cow
moged inithe distance. ;

“This*is ‘my ‘Great-aunt Betsey,” said
the. doctor. ' -

“How do you do , Fairy Godmother?”
said the Little. Girl quaintly, and held
out her hand.

«Such foolishness—at my age.” chuckl-
ed ‘the Fairy Godmother, but the dector
said, “The name just fits you,” and they
both laughed. : .

The. Little Girl’s summer experiences
at fashionable resorts had not prepar-
ed her for the fascinations of the little
farm—of mnew-hatched chicks, of pink-
and-white little pigs, of Kkittens in a
nest of hay, of waggle-tailed ducklings,
of wobbly-legged calves, of bees in
weather-beaten lives, of a well with a
bucket that went down with a eclink-
clank of chains, to splash mysteriously
in depths below; of a cellar, dim, dark,
apple-scented; of a dairy, immaculate,
with yellow cream rising in shining pans,
and with a little round churn for mak-
ing butter.

After the doctor had taken his leave
she had some of the butter on a great,
glice of bread, with a cup of milk from
the little cow, and a glass dish of pre-
gerve. The dish had a ship on it, and
the preserve had been made from straw-
berries from the Fairy Godmother’s own

rden. \
At bedtime the fire was 1}in the fire-

place, for the night was dool, and in
front of it sat the four big/cats warm-
ing their toes, and the brindled dog lay
with his nose on his paws, and the tame
crow was purched on the back of the
wooden settle on which sat Great-aunt
Betsey with the child in her arms. There
was a dreamy silence, until the Little
Girl said, “There isn’t a book in your
whole house,” and Great-aunt Betsey re-

lied, “Yes, there is one on the round
table, and it’s the Bible.”

“We haven’t a Bible in our house,”
said the Little Girl. “Tell me about
it.”

Then the little old lady told about
the sheep that was lost and the Shep-
herd who went out into the wild hills

and found it, and the Little Girl said,
“He was a good man,” and the little
old lady quavered, “He was the Son of

God.”

That night as the Little Girl lay in
the middle of a.wide feather-bed and
looked ;out at the stars, she said softly,
“He is ‘up. there,” but she forgot about
the'Book. when the biggest cat came and

curled “itself up on the counterpane.

But : the ‘next . day when the doctor
came the. Little Girl remembered, and
she "asked, “Do you know about tne

Son of God?”?

The doctor looked into the deeps of
" her eyes and answered, “I did know, but

I had forgotten.”

“You can read about Him in the big
Book .on ' the round table.” the Little
“Tonight I am to hear

Girl told him.
about the walking on the sea.”

When the doctor came again she asked
“Did you read about the walking o1
the sea?” and the doctor said, “Yes.”

Then the Little Girl said, “It was nice

the way He said, ‘Peace, be still!”
And the “doctor, looking off towarc
the low hills where the sky was golc

with the sunset, murmured dreamily,

“Ile was the Prince of Peace.”

There was no need of books now, for
the twilight brought stories of a Babe
in a manger, of a Boy in a temple, of a
City whose streets were of gold, whose
walls were of jasper, and whose gates

were twelve pearls.

“Don’t make her too good,” the doctor

warned Great-aunt Betsey.
“No one can be too good.”

“But she might slip away from us.

I« the good ones that go first.”
jealously, therefore, he looked afte
theo Little Girl’s body. while Great-antl

1sey tended her soul, and the Little
linwe.

I grew straight as a young =ap
One night as she lay asleep in th
itle old lady's arms he came in out ©

the wind and rain and stood looking |
down at her.

“What happiness to have'a child like
that,” he said.

“Some day ——" 'began Great-aunt
Betsey, but he stopped her. with & quick
gesture. S -

“I put that away years ago,” he said,
his eyes brooding on the five. “ 1.think
sometimes of dream-children—she is like
them.” L g

“And her mother ruined; your -life,”
complained Great-aunt Betsey. ..

He shook his head. “She changed the
course of my life, but it is a much
better life than if it had been lived with
her.”

“Is she happy?’ questioned the little
old lady. :

“She will never be unhappy,” he said.
“Such women never are. Lat her hus-
band bores.her.” g

“And the -child?” asted Great-aunt
Detsey. “V.lho is she live, the father or
the nmother?” :

“Like neither,” he said.

Three months passed, and it was time
to go home. . )

“But I don’t want to go,” said ‘the
Little Girl. “I want to. stay here.”.
“There are your books,” wheedled the
doctor; “you can read now, if you wish.”
«I don’t want to read,” said the child,
a shadow in her eyes. “I want to go
fishing with you, and. catch the little
golden fish.” ‘

So the day of departure was post-
poned, and they sat all the morning in
an old punt on the pond, and dropped
their lines in among .the lily-pads and
caught little shining fish that had spots
like jewels on their sides. At noon they
ate their lunch of chicken and bread and
butter and berries, with a little round
white cream cheese to top off with, and
they came home in the fragrant twilight,
hand in hand, and looked at the evening
star and talked of the shepherds and the
wise men.

And that night, when the child was
in bed, the doctor struck his hand heavi-
ly against the mantleshelf and said, “It
is cruel that she should go back.” -

«It is her home,” said Great-aunt
Betsey. ) " RGeS
«But her father crams her poor little
mind, and the :mother starves ler ‘poor
little soul. What right have such peo-
ple to a child?”

“Qh,” said Great-aunt Betsey,- “we
cannot understand.”

«I shall never understand,” said the
doctor bitterly. )

When the Little Gi
packed, and she was aiting for the doc-
tor to come and take her away, she put
her arms around the brindled dog’s neck
and cried and cried. And when  she
came to say good-bye to Great-
"Aunt Betsey, she grew very white. - “I
can’t say it,” she sobbed, and the doctor
came up in his motor just as she swayed
and said, again, “I can’t say it.”

We was out like a flash, with his hand
over her heart. “Listen,” he said quick-
ly, “you are not going home: You are
to live here. Do you hear, precious
heart? You are to live here with Great-
aunt Betsey, and the brindled ; dog,-and
the four big cats, and the littie cow.”
He tried to laugh, but his voice broke
as he gathered her into his arms.

The colour came back slowly, and her
evelashes fiickered and showed her eyes.
“Truly ?” she whispered. -

“Truly,” he breathed, with his cheek
against hers. .

They carried her upstairs and laid
her on the wide feather-bed, and aft.r
1| a time she fell asleep happily. Then he
1| took a newspaper from his pocket and
handed it to Great-aunt Betsey silently.
On the front page of the paper was a
picture of the Butterfly Lady and of
the Grave Gentleman.

«It was a terrible motor accident,”
caid the doctor. “The Butterfly Lady is
dead, and the Grave Gentleman has shut
himself up in his laboratory, and has
told me to keep the child.”

Great-aunt Betsey sat down. trem-
bling. “Terrible!” she whispered, in
her old, old voice.

“Terrible!” echoed the doctor’s lips.
Lut in his heart ha said, “The chird is

)
’s trunk was all.

’
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FACTORY LOADED SMOKELESS
POWDER SHOTGUN SHELLS

Good shells in your gun mean a good bag
in the field or a good score at the trap.
Winchester ~ ¢‘Leader” and *Repeater®’
Smokeless Powder Shells are good shells.
_Always sure-fire, always giving an even,
spread of shot and good penetration, their
great superiority is testified to by sports-,
men who use Winchester Factory Loaded .
.Shells in preference to any ‘Other make.,
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passed the experimental
stage many years ago

r‘"ULLY fifty per cent. On request we will
of the concerns send you a list of those

manufacturing ready roof- who Thave roofed - their
ing have come into exist- buildings with Brantford
ence ‘during the last few Roofing in your locality.
years. Their products are Thén you can see and
therefore in the experi- learn for yourself how sat-
mental stage. The ir isfactory Brantford Roof-
brands have not been in ing has proved with youg .. -
use long enough to deter- neighbors.

" mine their actual .value. -
A : You have your choice.

. Now, Brantfordv ,R°°f,’ of three styles of Brants’

ing passed -the experi- ford Roofing—ASPHALT . ..

meqtal stage many years ' (silicia finish), RUBBER

ago. It is ‘made by a ' ‘(smooth finish), CRYS- ;.

‘company which was one  TAL (mineral surface). ~
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roofing industry. It has per cent. pure Asphait

a record of many years of saturation
satisfactory .service be- ;
hind ‘it. It is worthy of Get- our . Free Roof-

your FIRST considera- ing Book and Samples.

barn. ticular job.
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RANTFORD OOFING
- BRANTFORD, CANADA n
MM&—M&M{G&NMU&W&WI&.WS&M‘
Vmuds-—ﬂ[(( BROTHERS, lTI.l..'.h-'hllh..SoymrSt. ‘

valuable foods kmo
the Medical Profession.{—*
Lancet” describes it as “Mr. Benger's
admirable preparation.”

Benger's Food is distinguished from the others b
absorbel

the ease with which it can be digested and
BENGER'S FoobD 1s FOR INFANTS AND INVALIDS,
and all whose digestive powers have become weakened

through illness or advancing age.

Mothers and interested are requested to write for Booklet, “Benger’s Food

and How to Use It.” is + Concise Guide to the Rearing of Infants”

and information on the care of Invalids, Convalescents and the Aged. .
Post free on application to Benger's Food Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester, Eng.

Benger's Food s sold in tins by Druggists, elc., everywhere.
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