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OTJi Mrs. Gibson was late for
temeeting of the Red Cross

*01 uxriliary, and when ebe did
arrive there was a sparkle in

cir eyes, and a flush on bier
eheeks that spoke of inward agitation.

«We were wondering if yen were com-
ing," Helen Farrar said. "'Now we are
al bere but the Borwick girls."

"Those borrowing Bolýwicks," Mrs.
Gibson exploded.. "But for them 1
sbould bave-been bere an bour ago."

Mrs. Comiors tossed the angry speaker
a bandage. "IYou can be sewing wbile
yen tell us your troubles," ebe saîd.

'Ut is a email thing, but exaeperating.
1 was ont in the back yard wben Beatrice
Borwick called from. the kitchen door
that ebe had juet run in te. borrow some
bread, and was taking tbe- loaf ehe
found on the kitchen table. Sbe was
gene bof ore 1 could eay a word, and it
bappened te bc ail tbe, bread I bad in
tbe bouse. My motber-in-law wag'com-
ing to lunch, and I bad to make biscuits.
I Wonder why Beatrice is net here."

ePerbaps. she can't find bier sboes, or
ber bat, or some otber part of bier attire,'
Louise Kenny suggested.

"Sbe needn't stop te look for bier own
shees-ebhe can wear mine," Helen Farrar
said. "She borrowed my skating boots
three weeks ago. I neyer tbough of tbem
again uitil last evening wluen the Nel-
sons stihpped te get me iýo le«: witb them';î
After Épending ten minutes looking for
the boots I remembered tbat Beatrice
bad tbem. Mr. Nelson' said we could
drive paat the Borwick bouse and get
them. There was nobody home but
Beatrice. She said ebe was very sorry,
but sh;3e bad let Polly talle my shoes to
go skating. I walked borne, getting
angrier every etep of the way."

"lebhould bave gone to the lake' and
demanded ýtbem," Mrs. Gibson snapped.

"Oh, no, you wouldn't, Mary, any more
than jrou would buave followed Beatrice
and demanded your bread back."

"Tbey made ice cream last week,"
Louis Kenny took up the tale. "Perbaps
yen won't believé me, but tbey borrowed
cream, sugar, freezer, salt and flavdiring
'&m us.' I wonder wbere they got the

«'I let tbem bave that," Mrs. Connors
admitted. "They sent the little Bur-
geb>P boy for it, and bie borrowed our
wheelbarrow to take the ice over in. Ile
forgot to bring the wheelbarrow back,,
and. Mr. Connors bad to go for it yester-
day.pi

"Tbey've had our alarm dlock fur
nearly a month," Mrs. Gibson resumed.
"John says thiugs about it nearly every
morning, especially when we oiiersleep.
le declares hlie i going to ask Will to
bring it back."

"ilisn't much like his sisters. I
neyer knew him to borrow anything."1

"An uncomfortable time he muet have
of it in that hit-or-mies bousehoid," Mrs.
Duncan remarked. "I've been rolling out
my biscuts; with the vinegar bottle for
nearly two weeks now. Polly Borwick
borrowed by rolling pin because theire
wvas mislaid."1

"I move,"y said Mrq. Gibson, wvith de-
termination, "that -w'e ail agree not to
lend anytbing more to the Sorwicks.
They are as able to buy thinge as we

*are.".
There -%vas a chorus of assent, but Mrs.

Connors murmured gentiv. "Lend to him
that asketh tlîee, 'and 'fromn him that
would borrow of thee ttirn not thon
away."'

"'Here are the Bonvick,, now," Louis
broke iu.

The two girls hnlrried i. fluîsjhed,
breathiese, and iookig -a zs if Ilieir elothies
had been fllung at imeir he(ads.,

AW~e were alrnost ahxT' ocorne $o
late," Polly expia îned breatiiessiv; "but

L ro ea "i' mynvýkirt pat tepn at
Mrsfowi's, ntiat' tie ]ast imoment

I 0oln' î -a' W-e liaI ijj)tlrn the,
bouse upside dow%ýn lefore i urned Ul ip.ý'

The talk passed le otiier -t1inlg,. btt
Mlrç. Cibson's eye, -fili]led.SIhe <')j-

r sidered that the borrowing nuisance war
sgrowing intplerable, and turned over
i various echemes for putting an end te,
Lit. AI last she hit on a plan shlê thought
rwould do. She \outlined it to Louise

Kefiny as they walked homo together.
"Itls a perfect plan, Mary, if we get

enough people te, agree to it. You do
have an original mind.".

c«We had better not say anything to
Mrs. Connors; she ie too soft-heartedp
Mrs. Gibson said. "Everything depends
on secrecy, and on doing the tbing to a
niinute. Everyone intereited had bet-
ter meet at my house tomorrow after..

-non, and we wifl plan thinge."
Two daye later Mrs. Duncan, accom-

panied by one of bier boys, drove up te
the Borwick bouse in a market wagon.
There was no one at home but Poly.
Mrs. Duncan explained that sbe wanted
to paint bier kitchen table, and bad corne.
over to, borrow theirs for a few days.

"There are so many of ue that 1 simply
must bave a kitchen table, but I arn sure
you can get along very weil without

OILshesaid.

Polly assented cberfully, and belped te
put tbe table in tbe wagon. Her good
nature almoat caused Mre. Duncan to re-
lent.

A few minutes later Louise Kenny ran
in. "Oh, Polly, could yon lend,~ us your
~dn! u-room chaire? 'Two of ï6urs are
broken, and we expect company te eup-'
per thieevening." f

Poli 7 hesitated' only a moment; she
had that morning enamelled'ail tbe ait-
ting room chaire, and tbey were drying
in the attic. Both kitchen chairs were
broken. But she reflecteýd that tbey
c&,uld sit on boxes~ if neceseary.

"'Why, of course," she said éheerfufly.
"Shaîl I belp you to carry them over 1"

"No, ll send the boys. Can you lend
us a pot as well?"

Polly fetched the pot, and it was not,
until later that she rememberedthat it
wae tlieir onlly one, tbe others baving
worn out, and neyer been repla.ced by
carelese Beatrice. As tbere wae beef -
steak for dinner, ebe told berseif it
would not mattér; she. could bake the
potatoes in the ovcn.

It seemed to Polly that all ber acquain-
ta'nces ran in to borrow eomething that
afternooni. Towards three o'clock, bow-
ever, there was a luil in the streamn of
borrowers, and she rau. down to the post
office with a letter, leaving the door un-
fastened after the trusting fashion of
the community. She was hàrdly out of
sight when a wagon drove up to the door.
Helen Farrar, who was sitting beside the
driver, descended and knocked. Wben
no one responded, she opened tbe door
and went in.«

"Nlýobody ie home," ebe told tbe driver
a moment later, "but I know wbere
everytbing le, and Miy friends won't
mind, I know."

In a few anomeùits the dining table was
loaded into the wagon, followed by the
Borwick's dinner set and silverware.
Helen left a note on the sideboard, Dow
the only article lef t in the dining-room.

Soon Beî1trice came in. She was over-
taken at the gate by Mrs. Gibson. "Oh,
-Beatrice," she exclaimed breatblessly,
"'do you happen to have more meat in
the bouse than you need? John bas. juet
telephoned tlîat hie je bringing a friend
horne to (Ennner, and 1 don't know wl-at
to do. Men are so thoughtless."

"M'e have corne fine steak, which you
are',%%-elcome to," Beatrice said. "lHere is
a lemon pie, toq,-and do you need any
bread'?"

For a xnomeùit Mrs. Gibson feit
ai5ht4ned ýof lier plot in view of this
neiixhboýiiness, but she told berself thue
girls needed a lesson. Besides,thyoe
lier a loaf of bread. Beatrice helped hier
to carrv the tbinge over. On bier %4'
liome shie rernembe "red that she had for.
gotten to order bread that dav, and that
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