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CHAPTER L ..
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“In all my long life it have neyer
been gave to me to see anything like
Deacon Bostick and his Providence
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“Maybe a little of both,” answered
the Doctor’s mother with a smile,
‘but_anyway, it's good that you ain't
a-suffering none. We must all take
good care of each other's pains from
now on, 'cause we are most valuable
one to another. Friends is one kind

of treasure you don’t want to lay up
in Heaven.”
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truth . “Miss Elinory, did you gargle
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One of Many Fine Farm Homes in Wentworth

nod soll ar
h Co., Ont
this

to be seen about this pla
The is & worth not to be
Photo by Millar.

“-Yes, Mrs. Peavey, I did,” an-
swered Miss Wingate quickly, for she
had performed that nauscous opera
tion actuated by positive fear of Mrs.
Peavey if she should discover a fail
ure to follow her directions

“I'll cure vou, maybe,”’ answered
the gratified neighbor There’s the
bell, and let's all go on slow and re
spectful.”

And the sweet-toned old Providence
Meeting-house bell was. tolling its
notes for the passing of the soul of
the gentle little Harpeth woman of
many sorrows as her friends and
neighbors walked quietly down the
Road, along the dim aisle and took
their places in the old pews with a
fitting solemnity on their serious
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“what the Lord hath given and tak
away we bless Him for and nooe t
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(Continued Next Week)
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