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and see ‘daddy’!'’
The fierce blue eyes
ahead were quite dry.

But she did not
that

Ccry
stared fixedly

Across the aisle wag a child, sitting
alone. Two seats ahead, on the other
side, sat a little old person in Tusty
black. Beyond, g robust, bald man do-

ing sums already
a family of five.
the ‘‘daddy’’ girl.

in a note-book; behind,
And behind Mary Abby
Nobody looked inter-

esting. Mary Abby hated them all im-
partially.
There was the

diary 'in the shabby
hand-bag, of course; she could take that
out at any minute and begin to write.
But write what ? That the cars had
started ?  The jerky handwriting woulq
announce that plainly enough. That she
had three days to travel ? wag going to
Great-Aunt Caroline ? dreaded it, hated
it, was miserable ?

Or should she write down what
happened when she came away,
step-baby had cried when she hel
tight; how the stepmother had
at all,
was ?

had
how the
d him so
not cried
had smiled to show how glad she
She might write that down in the
diary in her hand-bag.

“I’ll begin,”” Mary Abby said, shutting
her little white teeth hard to shut in her
pain. It would be doing something, any-
way. She took out the little blank book.
If she sat here thinking black thoughts
any longer, she might suddenly
right ““out loud,” and they would put her
off the cars ! She would not know what
to do then; she couldn't go back to the

SCream

step-life without daddy, or forward to
Great-Aunt  Caroline, walking on the
track.

“March 3. On the cars,” wrote up hill

and down the little stub of a
“Yes, I'm here. I've started; Aunt Caro-
line’s in for me ! The baby cried, but it
was because 1 squeezed him”—Mary Abby
spelled it ‘*squeazed,” but it may have
been a jerk of the pencil stub. ““She
never cried a tear; T guess not ! Y sup-
Pose she was tickled to pieces. I sup-
pose she was good-riddancing inside.”’
“There’'s a girl who -calls her tather
‘daddy’ on this train, and I hate her.
That was my name ! I'm glad she’s go-
Ing off to leave him.”’ Mary Abby turned
suddenly and looked at the ““‘daddy’’ girl

pencil.

covertly.  “No, I'm not, either—not glad.
I pity her; she's crying like anything.
There’s a little boy all soul alone, and a
fat man, and a lean woman, and a
mother with three children and a baby
And, my, a homely girl 1"

Mary Abby laughed when she wrote
that, up hill and down. The homely girl

was directly in front of her, at the end
of the car, and looking straight at her.
When she laughed, the l1()111(liy girl
laughed. She knew that if she were to
nod in a friendly way, the homely girl
would nod back.

““She’s a sight !”” wrote the stub of a
pencil. ““Shabby, just like me. Her

hat’s my kind o’ hat, and her coat and

everything. I bet she's going to her
great-aunt’s to live, and her stepmother
was glad, too! Well, goodness knows
I'm sorry for the homely girl. I wonder
if she’s going clear to the end o’ the
world too.” In her heart Mary Abby

sure of it. She would have one
travelling companion all the way.

The conductor came round for tickets,
and the interruption sent Mary Abby’s
thoughts wool-gathering. She forgot the
diary for a while, and sat staring blankly
out of the window at the flying landscape
set in its early-March frame of dreariness.
Ilverywhere was melting snow and every-
where sombre brown tones cropping
through the dingy white. It was not a
cheerful scene.

The lone little boy across the aisle was
whistling cheerily under his breath. The
gay little tune crept over to Mary Abby,
and tried to comfort her. Back in the
car the family baby cried drearily under

was

its breath, and the sound tried to hold
its own with the lone little boy’s tune;
but cheeriness prevailed. The fat man

kept on doing sums. The little old lean
woman settled further into her seat in a
tired way, and seemed to be making the
best of it; at least, her rounded old back
to be to Mary Abby. Probably
the ‘““daddy’’ girl behind was still crying.

Mary Abby took up the diary.

““We're all here still,”” she wrote twist-
edly, “every soul of us. Maybe we're all
going to the end o’ the world together !
[t will be a nice, cheerful company; any-
Way, the lone little boy’s cheerful. He's
Whistling I know what would happen

seemed

if I whistled; the hmmwly girl would, too
She’s bound to do everything I do I
Pity that girl on account of her step-
mother and her dear daddy that ig dead.
But I don’t admire her; she's g sight !

“I pity the family baby too. 1\17\', the
way he cries, g poor little groan;’ cry;
not much like the step-baby’s splendid
little yells. | wish—I wish I could hear
those.

“I'm  not going to cry. I said 1
wouldn’t, and I won't. The homely girl
wants to, 1 know. She’s aching to
¢rumple right down in her seat, and have

a good one—but she won't.
homely girl.
“‘There,

I know the

she’s

straightening up like
everything; now ghe's looking over to-
ward the lone little boy—she’s going
over !
* * * * * *
‘“She’s been and got back, and you

ought to see her face ! It looks queer,
and: I don’t wonder, for I know what the
lone little boy told her. My seat is just
across the aisle. He told her he was
going to see his mother now because it
was his mother’s turn to have him. It’s
just got through being his father's turn.
He lives with ’em by turns; he told the
homely girl he wished they could all live
together always, because it would be com-
fortabler—that wag just the word he
said; I heard it. But his father never
lives where hijs mother does. I don’t
wonder the homely girl’s face looks like

that !' that's the way my face feels as
if it looked. Oh, the poor lone little
boy ! There are worse things in the
world than ‘steps.” "’

Mary Abby’s eyes sought far-off spaces—
a daddy that had been loving and tender
with a little stepmother and a step-baby
and a great homely girl. He had never
been anything else but loving and tender.
The little stepmother had been tender,
too, with him, and perhaps—Mary Abby’s
eyes grew gentler—perhaps she would
sometimes have been tender with the
homely girl if—if she had been given a
good chance. Were homely girls always
bitter and hard toward their ‘“‘steps’’?
Was the homely girl down there at the
end of the car, facing this way ? She
looked so. She looked exactly as if she
had never given her stepmother g chance,
either.

“She never has,”” communed Mary Abby,
and pitied the homely girl’s stepmother.
There were so many ways one might give
chances—by being a little, even g very lit-
tle, tender one's self, for instance. ~/\nd
in her heart Mary Abby knew the homely
girl had never even a very little
tender herself. She wished she had been.
She and the homely girl down there at
the other end of the car
very well acquainted.

The ‘‘daddy’’ girl, behind, hunched down
in a lonely little heap, and sobbed herself
to sleep. The lone little boy whistled:
the family baby wailed himself to sleep.
Night settled over the car, and the sway-
ing lamps overhead lighted its uninterest-

been

were getting

ing interior erratically, After a while
only Mary Abby and the homely girl
seemed to be left awake, and they sat

gazing stonily at each other. They
seemed both to be remembering a little
step-baby they wanted to kiss in his
sleep, and to be trying to hide the want
from each other.

In a draught from an opening door a
sheet of paper blew across from the ro-
bust bald man to Mary Abby, and she
mechanically picked it up. Some of the
bald man’s sums—why, no ! She started
a little in surprise; for in big, bold writ«
ing on the sheet she read, “Take care of
yourself for my sake, darling.” Tt was
a letter to somebody the bald man loved]

Everybody loved somebody.
“But me,” sighed Mary Abby drearily,
“‘and the homely girl,”’ she added with a

whimsical mouth. “Just us two.”’

Down at the end of the car she saw the
homely girl get up, and knew she was go-
ing across the aisle to carry back ‘the
piece of a love-letter. She knew she
stopped on the way back to life the lone
little boy's swinging legs to the seat, and

stretch them out more comfortably. She
knew the homely girl tucked her own
shabby jacket in a little roll under the

‘‘daddy’’ girl’'s head, .nodded in a friendly
way to the family mother, who roused
and shifted the baby to her other arm.
All these things that the homely girl did
comforted Mary Abby, and the bitterness
began to ooze out of her heart a little.
She nodded good-night to the homely
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girl, and went to sleep herself. In a
dream  the little stepmother came and
bleaded for a chance’ to be tender.

“Please, Mary Abby,” she said, ‘“take the
vates down and let me. in!”’

“1f you'll bring the baby,” Mary Abby
stipulated in the dream.

“I will, T will! He's right here in my
arms. We’ll him together, Mary
Abby.” It was a beautiful dream.

The next day some of the people went
away, and new ones took their places.
But the family and the lone little boy
and Mary Abby—and, of course, the home-
ly girl—stayed on together.

It was the ending of the second day
before any of them got off the train, and
then' it was the lone little boy ' first.
Mary Abby helped him get his things to-
gether,

‘““There she is! There’s my mother
a-waiting!” he cried in subdued excite-
ment, and Mary Abby had a glimpse of a
quiet, sad face, lone, like the lone little
boy’s.

‘“She looks as if her husband could live
with her,”” wrote the stub of pencil un-
evenly; I wish he would! T wish there
weren’t sad things like that in the world
—oh, sadder than ‘steps,” my, yes ! Per-
haps, if they had their chances, ‘steps’
wouldn’'t be sad at all. I wish they’d
had chances; I wish I'd given my step
one [* o (.

More and more Mary Abby wished that.
The wish and the regret seemed to in-
crease with the miles that were piling up
between her and the little stepmother she
had deserted. For wasn’t it deserting ?
Hadn’t daddy, left them both to her to
take care of—the frail little mother and
the step-baby ? ‘‘Because you are strong,
little girl. Take good care of them for
me,”” he had said, and gone away into
the great silence happier because of it.
And just at that time, in the bitterness
of her sorrow, she had meant to do it.
0O, yes, she was strong, and she would
do it.
But
deserting more

love

now she had deserted. She was
and more every minute.
She had gone back into the old bitterness
and jealousy ' and hugging of her pain.
When one day they grew, she decided, too
great for her to bear, she had packed her
trunk and come away. Great-Aunt Caro-
line’s door had always been open to her.
She would work out there just the same,
and send most of the money back to the
‘“‘steps,”” the big one and the little. In
that way why wouldn't she be taking
care of them for daddy ? Why not ? why
not ?

But she was not satisfied that it would
be. Not in the way daddy had meant,
He had meant in a tenderer, nearer way
than that; he had not meant take care
of them across hundreds of miles. Mary
Abby caught up the stub of pencil, and
began to write fiercely, crookedly, rapidly,
to drown her thoughts.

“T'he family baby is crying again. I
wish he wouldn't. I wish he would stop
reminding me of the step-baby, too ! I
had him over here in my seat a little
while ago, amusing him so his mother
could rest; and he went to sleep in my

arms, and felt just like the step-baby—
warm and heavy up against me. His
mother doesn't remind me of the step
one; she isn’t near as pretty, and she’s
fat. The step one is a little thin thing
like a shadow—oh, I wish she wans’t a
little thin thing ! I wish she was strong
like T am; then daddy would have—'
Mary Abby got to her feet stumblingly,
and crossed to the family mother and the
wailing baby. .

“Let me take him again,” she said,
holding out her hands. ‘““He’'ll be good
with me, you see.”

“Yes, I guess he will,”’ sgighed the
mother gratefully. ‘“He thinks you're

Angeline; don’t you, baby ? He's dread-
ful fond of Angeline; she’s his half-sister.
We're going out where she is; my land,
I'll be thankful when we get there ! An-
geline’s married now; she was set on our
coming out. She’s rented the tenement
over hers for us, and says she’s going to
take care of the baby the whole living
time ! There ain’t many half-sisters like
what Angeline is.”’

“Halfs” were a good deal like ‘‘steps,”
0O, a good deal. Angeline was a good
deal like her, Mary Abby; only Angeline
liked it. No, there couldn’t be many
“halfs’’ like Angeline.

Mary Abby jogged the fami,y baby on
her knee, and tried not to think of An-
geline, or daddies, or little thin things

TWO GOOD FARMS

$30 per acre, $1,200 cash, balance easy, for
a dandy two hundred acres of sandy loam
140 acres under cultivation, balance bush and
pasture, in which is a spring creek. The
buildings consist of two good houses; one an
cight-roomed frame, one with good stone cel-
lar, the other a comfortable five-roomed one,

metalized over and having a splendid cement
cellar. This house is well suited for a man
or tenant. The barn is a well built, hip-
roofed one, 45'x65°, with comfortable stalls
underneath. There is also a stave silo, 12x24,
and the material is on hand for a fair-sized
piggery. Two acres of choice orchard. School
less than half a mile; a good town only four
miles distant; three.miles to a village where is
a railway station, ete. This is a splendid
stock farm, having lots of natural pasture,
plenty of water and shade, and a good supply
of tillable land for growing winter feed. It is
also close enough to Toronto to get the 18c¢.
rate for shipping milk.

$2,000; $500 down for 73 acres sandy loam
in a good state of cultivation. The buildings
consist of a comfortable six-roomed trame house,
with good stone cellar, a frame barn and stable.
About one acre of orchard. One and a half
miles to a village, where are churches, school,
store, etc.; 24 miles to railroad station, forty-
five miles to Toronto.

See these farms before you buy.

Full information from

PHILIP & BEATON,
Whitevale, Ontario.
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Advertisements will be inserted under this
heading, such as Farm Properties, Help and
Situations Wanted, and Pet Stock.

TERMS—Three cents per word each insertion.
Each initial counts for one word and figures
for two words. Names and addresses are counted.
Cash must always accompany the order. No
advertisement inserted for less than B0 oents.

— Ne

ARM FOR SALE—200 acres, in Elma Town-
ship, near Listowel; good buildings; land
clean and in excellent state of cultivation; in
good dairy section; will sell on .easy terms, as
owner wishes to retire. Apply to Wm. Burnett,
Britton, Ontario.

FARM FOR SALE—212 acres rich olay, 190
acres under good cultivation, balance bush
and pasture. Barn 60 x 90, cement foundation;
cement piggery and hennery; cattle shed out-

side. Oommodious 11-room  brick house,
orchard, plenty hard and soft water. Situ-
ated alongside the corporation of Bradford;

convenient to High and Public Schools and
Churches. One mile from G.T.R. station.
Apply : Drawer 276, Bradford, Ontario.

AN AND WIFE WANTED—Man to work

on the farm and wife to cook. $40.00
per month and board. Steady the year round.
Also three first-class milkers, $25.00. Wanted
immediately. S. Price & Sons, Erindale, Ont.

NTARIO VETERAN GRANTS WANTED—
Located or unlocated ; state price. Box
35, Brantford.

\f ANCOUVER ISLAND, British Oolumbia,
ofigrs sunshiny, mild climate; good profits

for men with small capital in fruit-growing,
poultry, mixed farming, timber, manufacturing,
fisheries, mew towns. Good chances for the
boys. Investments safe at 6 per cent. For
reliable information, free booklets, write Van-
couver Island Development League, Room A,
23 Broughton Street, Victoria, British Colum.
bia.

ANTED—A good - working foreman, to take

charge of a stable of 150 cows; must be'com-
petent and have had experience in balanced-
ration feeding. Also two good milkers re-
quired. Good wages to the right men. Elm-
hurst Dairy, Montreal West.

IRE FENCING FOR SALE—Brand new,
at 20 to B50% less than regular price.
for price-list. The Imperial Waste &
Co., Queen St., Montreal.

Write
Metal

WANTED—F‘irsH-lnm dairy farm  hand.
Wages, three hundred per year and
board. Write or 'phone A. E. Hulet, Norwich,

Ontario.

ANTED—Experienced horse stockman and

wife. Take care of 200-acre farm, near
Hamilton. Knowledge of breeding and raising
of young horse stock essential. Apply : O. A.
Miller, Box 164, Hamilton, Ontario.

220 ACRES—Township of Markham, County
of York; 1 mile from Locust Hill
C.P.R., 20 miles from Toronto. 2
modern outbuildings; silos, wind-
mills, etc. 20 acres bush; stream through
farm. One of the best farms in township.
Very reasonable price for quick sale. F. E.
Reesor, Locust Hill, Ontario.

Notice o Reeve and Councillors

New Patent Snow Plough, can do the work
of 50 men; Stone and Stump Puller; Silo
for green corn. Come and ree me at Sher-
brooke, Toronto, Ottawa, and Quebec Fairs.

A. LEMIRE, Proprietor, Wotten. Que.
Registered Seed Wheat for Sale

Dawson Golden Chaff Variety, grown ac-
cording to the rules of the Canadian Seed

rowers’ Assoc ation for the last 11 years.
Scored 9734 out of the possible 100,

C. R. GIES. Heidelberg, Ont.

station,
good houses,




