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T"June 15, h ■ Jl,ne **•

hind the- little* cabinet organ n , fr;i I 

of the Deacon’s favorite hymn H 2 II
Then the little procession w. id it. ■ t * ^

way among the graves over t« B 2#»v
ner under an old cedar tree, wl ,|H ■ p
stout young farmers laid th> 1,, ■ row*
burden down for its long slecj || H 
Deacon stood close by and tl rh, ■ Now there
dren clung around his thin ol i,.g. ■ but ,he earn,
to his hands and reached to r ■ on, given

of his coat. Eliza I I h. • ■ . of wisdt
ad against Ins shoulder and 1, | w,„ | „f know

and - Lias crowded close on tl, 
side .while Bud held the old u.,,; 
hat he had taken from off hi ,|mi 
hair, in careful, shaking little ,rc|.
The singer lady, with the I),, , 
her side and her hand in Moth, \| , 

ry’s stood j 
tiers came near
The simple service that the < |mri|l 

has instituted for the commit' n« 
its dead to the grave had he, red 
by the Circuit Rider, the last ,r,v 
offered, and as a long rav of - i s 
came through the mist and fell „ 
the little assembly, he turned 
antly to Pattie Hoover, who si,
'-ween her father and Buc 
er end of the g" 
first lines of 
pncted her to rai 
others to follow.
man’s heart is very young and tender 
and attuned to that of anothei uhi 
is throbbing emotionally close hv. b, • 
own feelings are apt to rise in , tid., 
wave of tears, regardless of , ,m.r 
quences and as Buck Peavev > Imk. 
off a sob. Pattie turned and buried h<- 
head on her father’s arm. Thin «
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clouds boil up over the Ridge and on 
the other hand we ain’t scarcely ever 
had rain on a wedding or church so- 
shul day. I like to feel that maybe 
the good Lord looks special after us 
of His children living out in the open 
fields and we have got His word tha. 
He tempers the winds. People in ti e 
big cities can crowd and keep care of 
one another, but out here we are all 
just in the hollow of His hand . Here 
comes Mis’ Peavey. I asked her to gc 
along to the funeral with me and you 
It are almost time now ”

“Howdy, all,” said Mrs. Peavey in 
an utterly grhy tone of voice. "Mis’ 
Mayberry, that Circuit Rider have 
never come from Bolivar yet. Do you 
reckon his horse have throwed him 
or is it just he don’t care for us Provi­
dence folks and don't think it worth 
while to come sav the words over 
Sister Bostick?”

“Oh. he come ’most a half-heur 
ago. Nettie Ann,” answered Mother 
Mayberry quickly. “Bettie had a little 
snack laid out for him 'count of his 
having to make such a early start to 
get h, re lb- was most kind 1,, the 
Deacon and professed much sorrow 
for us al^ . How arc your side this

“I got out that foolish dry plaster 
Tom made me more’n a month ago 
and put it on last night, 'cause I didn’t 
want to disturb you, and to my sur- 

y ain’t a mite of pain hit me 
ut I guess it are mostly the 

g weather that have stopped

I
salt Spirit ; 1 
sen. Spirit ; , 
healing, in tin 
dit m kinds < 
tun i., th the o 
dniliiig to e 
as lie will.” —

not give to your friends the most agr 
counsels, but the most advantageous. Tuct
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kerman

her
oth

just opposite. 1 4

W hen we hi 
highest and b 
will Iw anxiotn 
Holy Spirit. ' 
we must all 1 
•tens or pries

I
does not 
our lives 
•imply means 
to live that v 
harmony and 
can .serve (lod 
our household

much loved throughout the countryside. 11, r son, Tom, is u rising doctor in 
the city, but among the home neighnorc there is u humorous prclcreiice for "Mo 
liter" Maynerry * nmedie*. Miss ». ingat ,• become* happier than she has been at 
any time since the loss of her voi.-e. Mother Mayberry takes into her home 
Martin Luther Hathaway, the little son of a poor missionary. Miss Wingate dis­
covers she is coming to care for lorn Mayberry, and he reulues that his strong 
est desire is to lie able to restore her power to sing Ur. Mayberry is told by 
Miss Wingate upon one occasion that she Is so happy, it does not matter if she 
should never sing again and upon hearing this Ur. Mayberry tells her that al 
though he does not know why he knows he is going to give her back her voice 
Many calls for Mother Mayberry s remedies are made, hut she is always up and 
r. ady to respond to them. The sewing circle meets with Mother Mayberry, 
whose table and philosophic kindness are as usual bountifully served to her guests 
Miss Wingate tells Tom the story of her eirly years. Tom goes off to the city 
early in the morning without letting M.se Wingate know Every one in the Pro­
vidence neighborhood attends the wedding ol pretty Bettie Pratt the preparations 
for which were supervised by Mother Mat berry. I’hat night Tom confesses to Miss 
w ingate that he loves her

He had 
mn and hr 
the tunc f,,r 1!

Hut
sweeping, me: 
Him just a* m 
milking the cot 
or factory, as 
We are not al 
or missionaries 
moncil to per 
much more Inn

!K5.*a

U"
“Maybe a little of both.” answered 

the Doctor’s mother with a smile, 
“but anyway, it’s good that you ain’t

..gainst him like a forlorn lot of little JornfcaTe*of “each mherTpains from 

motherless chickens. He have got now on. ’cause we are most valuable
J e Bertie and Martin Luther on his one to another. Friends is one kind
knees and the rest are just crowded of treasure you don’t want to lav up 
up all around hint. He don’t seem to in Heaven ” 
notice any of the rest of us but looks “I spend most of my time thinking 
to Liza for everything. She got him about folks’ accidents and hurts and 
to go to bed at nine o’clock and when pains,” answered Mrs. Peavey in all 
Buck and Mr. Petway went to set un truth “Miss Elinory. did you gargle 
for the night, they found she’d done your throat with that slippery ellum 
in.ide Lias and llcnny and Bud all tea I thought about to make for you
lie down by him, one on each side and last week?’

a long pause and nobody attempted i, 
start the singing. They were r<ti­

led to depend on Pattie 
gan and their own throats 
with

re tight
14r-|-i|| |- too, 1 believe lie'll give

^ on the prophets, and maybe 

I’ll be there to see!”
This is the first time 1 ever could 

take—take any interest in Heaven at 
all.” confessed Miss Wingate, lifting 
large, comforted eyes to Mother May­
berry’s fare. “When I was so des- 
l>crate and didn't know « hat to do. 
before I came and found ftut that there 
was a place for me in this world even 
if I couldn't sing any more, 1 used to 
dread the thought of Heaven, even it 
I might some day he good enough to 
^,, tin re.”

“Well, a stand-around set-around 
kind of Heaven may be for some 
people as wants it, but a comc-over- 
and-help-us kind is what I a

tears. The unmusical vmin 
her was helpless and looked frnn 

one to another then was about to 
raise his hands for the benediction 
when a little voice rame across iH*

Th

Ain t nobody going to sing for Mu 
Bostick ?” wailed Eliza, as hn h>\«! 
went down on the Deacon’s arm in 
shudder of sobs.

Then suddenly a very wonderful and 
beautiful thing happened in that I: 
churchyard of Providence Meetinif-

if
house under llarprth Hills, I 
great singer lady stepped tow. 
Deacon a little way, pau: 
across at the old Nob in tit 
and high and clear and 
like that of an arehani 
glorious voice in the

“Hail, holy, holy, holy Lord,”

1

Ï < ÏÎMl Ïam hop- 
) have a good lot of 

honest acts to park up and take into 
the judgment seat to prove my char­
acter by and then be honored with 
some kind of telling labor to do. I’m 
looking for something white 
at Mis’ Bostick's neck. for we are 
a-going to lay her in her grave in the 
< M dress with its honorable patch- s. 
bo with a little piece of fine white to 

trh her sweet soul . Here it is. 
‘Will you let me know if I can do 

anything" for anybody or the Deacon 
Inter?” asked the linger lady gently 

know v. .1 will be a comfort to 
him, child, after a while. You can 
look after my chickens and things 
for me. for Cindy’s a-going with me. 
and that leaves you to feed the two 
boys. Tom and Martin Luther, for 
dinner. And don't you never forget 
that you are the apple-core of your 
Mother Mayberry’s heart and she s 
a-going to hold you to her, tender, 
even unto them C«lorv days we've been 
a-planning for, with Death here in 
the midst of Life.”

want to

which she had set for him 
gentle invalid to the wonderful m 
of the Song of the Master's 
Love and sorrow and a flood ol tear' 
had relieved a pressure somewhere 
the balance had been recovered and 
her muted voice freed. And 
through the verses to the very end -hi 
sang it, while the little group ,,( fuv; 
people held their breath in unaif 
ment. Then, while they all stood will 
bowed heads for the benediction, she 
turned and walked away through the 
graves, out of the churchyard and on 
up Providence Road, with an instinct

One of Many Fine Farm Homes in Wentworth
Many evidence* of good farming on good soil are to lie «ecu a bo 

the home of Mr. Jaw. VanHickle, Wentworth Co., Ont There ia u w 
ey in having a home like thi* I'hoto by K. Millar.

the foot. He wanted 'em “-Yes, Mrs. Peavey, I did,” an- 
to stay and the men let ’em do it s.ered Miss Wingale ,,utckly. lor she hid, ,nlm lh,.m a||
Judy says she were up by daylight, had performed that nauseous opera- realization
and gone down the Road to see about tion actuated by positive fear of Mrs. '-And here I have to come and hr 
h.s breakfast and things. And now Peavey if she shou d discover a fail- lhc little skeered miracle out ..f mi 
she are just a-standing by him wat - ure to follow her directions. own feather pillows,” exclaimed Moth
mg for the bell to toll for the funeral It II cure you maybe, answered cr Mayhem- a little later with I..M 

Deacon have surely followed h.s the gratified neighbor. “There’s the ter, te'rs iind jov in her voi) „ „h,
Master m the suffering of little chtl- bell, and let’s all go on slow and re hent oVer the broad expanse „f h-'

\CH0FTTHFXMASTFR’S ?nd J'T hC aro beroming as one of *And the sweetened old Providence stîolj'7™* ‘'“Dau^h'lL

NG GRAtt’ Mh ,h,e;:smd„ rz/s &gsL*»

b,.nn gnv,. 7
SSSpij SSY-rurat-tt S.=:HS^:5
zmB&M -ysHS-r-schild in the Road is a-huddled up ^hen roubles are with us I've seen Hoover led the congregation from be- (Cnntuiuri/ Next HVffc)

tout this place, 
orth not to be
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