Mackellar and Son |

By Louise Richardson Rorke.

no Christmas times to make them re-
member.” Ye!, there was a sort of
heart-breaking comfort, too, in re-
membering.

By-and-by, because she was shiver-
| ing with cold, she came out again to
the kitchen. She was knitting when
the door openel to admit Mackellar,
white with snow.
ters and papers in his hand.

| even as she reached for the letters.
“You're tired out, Archie?”

/4

o
1t was Christmas Day and snowing
—great feathery flakes that filled the
damp air end outlined every i_u\'mx‘h
and twig of the apple-trees in the
orchard, and made wonderful the tall
sentinel spruces guarding the gate-
way of the lane—that éven clung in
the soft wind to the fenvas, and the
walls of the gray frame houce and of
the outbuildings, and cast a rcbe of
ermine over the southermost wall of
the big red barm, making quite 'mfiisr
¢inct and unreadable, the 'glarmg,
white legend painted acroes its face,
“Mackellar and Son.”
It was early twilight and the
struggling lights from the farmhouse
windows were quite let long befoy«
ihey could have thone upon the big
basn; nor, since the gign was on its
roadward side, could they possibly
have illuminated it, had they done so.
Yet it was this sign which was at
he topic of comversation in

get that stencil

you'd
Mrs. Mackellar

wish
c¢hanged, Archie!”
had been down cellar, hunting out
d appleo to eet. She spoke
of the brand on the bar-
“And on the barn! 1 never
It looked too conspicuous,
even when Frod was alive. And now
now it's temible. Ji ymust look
dreadful to the Almighty lockin down
it. 31im takin’ away the only son
yon persistin’ in paint-
i‘gupin at big betters ovér every-
ne. ‘Mackellar and Sow'! Amnd it
ecoriainly must look mighty doeer to
the reighbors.”
“] can't see it that way, mother,
God,” Mackellar responded,
moment’s eilence. AW it
wch about the mneigh-
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rel head.
did like !
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veu had, an
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a
don't matter v
bore.”
a thin, bent
viddle age, witl
o-gray cyes
out from a face
hiselled and emooth-shaven
wife might have been ten years his
juni She expressed her annoyance
by «n abrupt kfting of her shoulders
The gesture was so marked that he
ntinued deprecatingly :
t sign’s heen on the barn for
rears now; ever sinco the October
that Fred was sixteen, and it wae that
rame year we got our apple stencil
made. Fred was terrible proud o
theoo ~apple barmrels!” Mackellar
chuckled reminiscently, and then sigh-
ed. He pat for a Yong moment gazing
et the edge of his paper.
“Seemms as if 1 just couldn’t pack
epples without that old stemcil,” he

look

seid,

Mrs. Mackellar did not answer. She
had used up all her common-sense
urguments long ago.

“It just mekes me cold and sick
whenever 1 get @ glimpse of that big
sign, just as if 1 nead the Jetter again,
o knew again he was dead eny never
comin’ back. I don’t see how you can
bear it. I never look meer the apple
barrels when I cam help it. It just
looks as if you didn't care enough to
Sother buying & mew sbencil.”

Shig paused, shocked at her words.
“Of course, K know it jen't thai,” she
bastened, “but it pust look so to the
neighbors.” ~

To her surprise, he made ng retort.

;1 wish I could get you to know
how I feel about it,” he answered pa-
tiently. “Fred end I were to be part-
more—we werne partners. Of course,
wow he's dead—1 don't know anvything
whbout the now life he’s liviY now.”

“The Bible tells you about it. He's
with tho angels in Heaven praising
God, ant far more happy and content
than we be here.”

“Well, maybe so, mother., Maybe
s0. Scems someway a dea) easier to
deel that he's walkiry across the fields
right on this here old farm that was
to te his, or in the box stall talkin’
to the colts, or comin’ in mow out of
all the storm with the mail.”

“1 dorvt know what’s got into you,
fither,” Mrs. Mackellar answered
eadiy. “You talk about Fred like a
#heathen—and  now when religion
would be such a comfort to you. I
wish you could feel different.”

“1 dow't knmow as 1 want to,” he
answered slowly. Amd aefter a mo-
ment, “But we'll have to paint the
barn in the epring. Wantin’ him
does't bring him, an’ playin’ he’s
here is only p child’s ‘game. Wedll
paint it red again, all red.”

“Well, I'd bo real relieved,” Mrs.
> Maclsellar answened quickly. “You’d
best buy the paint when you're in
down next woek; no tellin’ how it'll
waise in price, en’ paint'll keep, any
time.”

“Oh, no.”

Mackellar rose slowly.

“1 guees I'd better be lookin’ after
the furnace,” he said.

He went slowly™ down
stairway, pausing for a
moment at its foot. Then he turned
into tho apple celilar. The Mackellar
farm hed won a reputation for its|
orchards, The apple cellar was three-
quanters filled with new barrels, shin-
ing faintly goldén in the light of the
lamp which the ¢ld man held. Black
and plain acrocs every barrel-head
ran the legend, ackeilar and Son.
Grade 1.’ ¥From the ceciling rafters
above, dependedt the stem:ils, made of
cardboard and heavily chellaced, in
all the ragged stageo of long wear.

it on the row of fails behind the door,
: brushing the snow carefully from his
the cellar|.ap and boots. Then he went over
{on his knees. i
l “Ain’t 1 going to read the pa-
pers?” |

“] guess mnot; there doesn’t seem
to be -any news these days, nothing
worth bothering over.”

Mre. Mackellar opened the two let-|
ters which were hers. They contai
ed Christmas meesages and the pored
over them with interest, holding them
close to the lamp. She looked up at
last to inquire of Mackellar: “Did you
4 get any mail, father?” |
It was more than time for new omes.| * “Nothin’ but & circular. I didn't|
They broke too easily. The next bother to open it. Probably a price'
would }"‘“‘ T e of wocd, or tin.  Fred|jist. It's from the Brockman Apple
had helped him make these—that rainy | Company.” He “glanced toward a
d:)' out in Uh}‘_ drive-barn, just after; jange businers envelcpe lying on the
tho boy ae sixicen. Ah, well! He taple. “I'll look at it to-morrow,” hel
took them gemtly from the nails, his' gdded.
clumsy old hamds grown strangely
tender., For a long minute he stood
gazing straight into the blackness in

|

mas morning when Archie Mackellar

He had some let-|
Some |
i weariness in his face arrested her,| before.
,do—a feehle barrier raised with the

Iover\whelmin: flccd of despair.
He took off his overcoat, and hung!

thoughtful| 404 sat down by the table, his hands’

The Mackeliars were early risers.|enemy’s line, near the little village of |
It was barely half-past six on Christ-|St. Onge, in France.

all the Jong day, and other:—and
others stretching on interminably. He,
dreaded somehow to begin this long
stretch of unending days without the
thought of Fred. He had a strange
heszitation about taking up their
simple tasks, as if, thus doing. he, in
some way, bound ‘himsol to them.|
Ajmlesdly he reached for the circular
which he had breught home the night
It was at least something to

last remmant of courage against the

It was not, after all, a circular. The
business envelope enclosed another
addressed simply to “Mackellar, in
care of the Brockman Apple Com-!

pany.” He opened it listlessly, but .'A,'“,f tiings on the f“n-n', he i ‘m?]'
he read, his face changed, and when! 1 PUtUTE through bis end here. He'd)
he had finished, still standing by the ‘:" Abyiagp i B Bivagbinmindris
Jamp-1it tabls. Ko went beck, diset e said. ‘He backed me up splemdidly !
after sheet, over its closcly written when 1ewanted to enfies—to nmther!
pages. This was how it ren: jand all of them. It's ‘Mackellar and
— s ibans o : | &on’ back home where he’s ruxmingi
Dear Sir:—I am visiting a friend| yhe farm alone, and by Jove, it's going|
of mine in Toronto. who has two b‘”'{ to be ‘Mackelar and Som’ up here!
rels of apples bought from the Brock-| where I'm fighting alone for both of |
man Apple Comrany, and wmarked| ;o I've stuck the sign up every-
with your brand. 1 had seen that|yhore we've been, he said, ard lugh-
brand once before, “"’_‘d someway Ijed 11l bet he made it good, too. He
want to tell you about it. I think you p2q the look.
would want to know this, but if !‘mi “] had ,0' Sobio e i ot v
Wrong and my jetter only makes you heard next day that none of 'Lh- men |

ead, I hope you will forgive me. | |
“I thought perhaps you'd like w.‘ Wio were with thooe"guns asonperl.

know that ‘Mackellar and Son,’ juat:'th.] l.“”{z:\”’.“ m)'g’,,t‘ want to kﬁovz
as it looks in your stencil, is carved; fm nyon» L e ',::}“ et
into the shattered trunk of a huge "N":"’ 1 some way covldn't help writ-
tree well up into what was then the| ¥ 1t to you.

“Yours, with truest sympathy,
‘Arthur L. McLeod.”

Mackelar read it again and again.

It is close be-
side a sacrificc posgition, which was

Little house of Christmas, in your
white lane set,

Halfway twixt the highways of re-
member and forget,

Onece a year your windows wake with
welcome taper-glow. :

Once a year your gate swings wide
to feet of long ago.

Little house of Christmas, at your
fragrant feast,

All are bidden to the board, the
greatest and the least;

Silk and velvet-mantled hopes rub
elbows side by side

With little, tattered, beggared dreams
that crept in wistful-eyed.

Little house of Christmas in your
white lane set,

Half-way twixt the highways of re-
member and forget,

storm-bound wanderer

May each

Little | HOus of
Christmas

Little house of Christmas, all drifted
deep with snow,

Holly-decked, and sweet with fir and
hung with mistletoe.

All the roads of all the world cheer-
less were and drear

Were your blazing Yule-logs quench-
ed that beckon once a year.

Hands stretch welcome at your sill
the years have thrust apart,

Memories clasp tender arms about
each lonely heart,

Long-lost faces gather close, voices
loved of old

Ring across the holly-boughs beneath
the taper-gold.

Torento.
Manitoba wheat—No. 1 Northern,
$1.26; No. 3, $1.14.
Menitoba cets—No. 2. CW, b62%¢c;
.3 CW, 60%ec; extra No. 1 feed,

w%(‘; 'y %

Maititoba basley—Nougital.

Al the ‘above, track, Bay

American ocom—No/. 2 yedlow,
69%¢c; No. 8 yellow, 68¢; Nb. 4 yellow,
67%c; track, Tormmbo.

Ontario ¢ate—=No. 2 wihibte, nonvinal.

Ontario wheat—Nominal,

Barrley—No. 3 extra, test 47 1bs. or
better, 66 to b8ec, according to freights
outwide.

Buckwheat—No. 2, 74 to T6c.

Rye—No. 2, 84 to 86e¢.

Manitoba flour—Firet pats., $7.40;
second fats., $6.90, Toronto.

Ontario flour—90 per cent. patemt,
bulk, seabcard, per barrel, $6.

Milifeed— Del. Montreal freight,
bags included: Bram, per tom, $25 to
$26; shorts, per ton, $27 to $28; good
feed flour, $1.70 to $1.80. .

_Baled hay—Track, Toronto, per tom,
No. 2. $21.50 to $22; mixed, $18.

S}h'aw-—-(‘ar lots, per ton, $12.

Cheese—New, large, 21 to
twine, 21% to 22%c; triplets, 22%
1o 2814c. OM, large, 26 to 26¢; twins,
26% to 263%c; triplets, 26 to 27c;
Stiltons, new, 26 to 26¢.

Butter—Fresh, dairy, choice, 38 to
3b¢; creamery, prints, fresh, No. 1,
43 to 4bc; No. 2, 40 to 41c; eooking,
26 to 30c.

Dressed poultry—Spring chickens,
26 to 330; roosters, 20 to 2bc; fowl,
20 to 28¢; ducklings, 30 to 36c; turk-
eys, 45 to HOc; geese, 27 to 3lc.

Live poultry—Spring chickens. 20
to 26c¢; roosters, 14 to 16¢; fowl, 14
to 22¢; ducklings, 22 to 2bc; turkeys,
45 to b0c; geese, 20 to 22¢.

Margarine—23 to 2bc.

Egge—No. 1 storage, 52 to b3c; se-
lect, storage, 67 to b58c; new laid,
straights, 86 to 88¢; new laid, in car-
tons, 88 to 90c.

Beans—Can. hand-picked; busehel,
$4 to 8; prines, $8.60 to $3.76.

» producte—Syrup, per imp.
03 b imp. gals., $2.3b.
1o., 19 to 22¢

h. tims, 14% to 1b6¢

. tims, 16 to 17c per
¥ per doz.,

mb heney,
noked meoats—Hams, med., 24 to
; cooked ham. 36 to 40¢; emoked
, 23 to 24¢; cottage rolls, 26 to
kfast bacon, 25 to 30c; spe-
1 breakfast bacen, 30 to 36¢;

$7 1o $8; but-
o $7.50; do,

do,

heifers,

vteher cows,

. $3 to $4;

2b to $2.76;

o $4.50; do,

com.. good, 900

1bs.

stockers, good, $4 to $4.60; do, fair,

$3 to $4; milkers, $80 to $100;

springers, choice, $90 to $100; calves,

choice, $11 to $12.50; do, med., $8 to

$10; do; com.. $3 to $6; lambs, gocd,

$12 to $12.50; do, com., $6.60 to $6;

sheep, choice, $6 to $6; do, good,

to $3.60; hogs, fed and watered,

$10.26 to $10.50; do, heavy and bucks,

$1 to $2; do, f0.b. $9.60 to $9.85; do,
country points, $9.356 to $9.60.

Montreal.

Qats, Can. West., No.
do, No. 3, 56 to b6%ec. Flour, Man.
epring wheat pats., firsts, $7.50. Roll-
ed oats, bag 90 Ibs., $3 to $3.10. Bran,
$26.26. Shorts, $28.25. Hay, No. 2,
per tem, car lots, $27 to $28.

Cheese, finest easterns, 18 to 18%a
Batter, chuicest creamery, 40% to 41c.
Eggs, selected bbe. Potatoes, per
bag, car lots, $1 to $1.10.

Cammers and cutters, $2 to $2.75;
butchens’, $3 up; veal calves, $11 and
under; thin grass calves, $3.50; lambs,
tops, $11; sheep, up to $6; hogs, $11;
pows, $7.560 to $8.50.
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University Women's
Residences.
Women students at the University

2 .

2, b7 to b8e;

22¢;! Llves to believe others better off than

How often are we at our bost? How
often are we doing our best ? Emerson
}nyuenunise«ﬂﬂedwbejm
| by whet he io at his best. Does the
| time often come Im our lives when
we would be quite content to hawe our
measure taken, because we feel that
| it would be the best chowing: wo are
' able to make?
| It 4s a common disposition on the
pant of our frail and fallible mortal

|we are. Our toothache, earache,
headache, nervousmess or sleepless-
| ness is our own, and all our own. We
can feel the condition, because it is
perronal. and it is our mect intimate
possession,

| We look round us, and we think how
Jucky all the rest are that they go on
| their way and are doing thetr work in
| a blieaful immunity from these tor-
' ments—be they a few big omes or
many little ones—that we suffen

| We look up to those who seem
| stronger than we—who appear able to
! defy “these headlong days,” even as
| Ajax defied the lightning.

| Yet these monumental, impervioun,
reemingly hard end cold folk have
troubles of their own. They may not
| be the strength they seem. They may
neced help. Perhaps it is help that we
can give, out of our apperent weak-
ness,

|  We are at our best when we are
doing something to help others, in
which we forget curselves. Friendship
is not a pose to invite an admira-
tion. Friendship s a quest for
an opportunity of helping. Thore
who bring out the best in
are those for whom we are eager
to make a eacrifice. It s2ems no pa«
| r » because our love is behind the

|

us

st anxious to appear con-
in a heroic role, for which
and thoughts have not
qualified them and for which they
have no inspiration except the desire
to shine, are likely to come to grief.
The valuable servants of the race are
putting their minds on the work they
do, not on the nnpression they are
making. They give their level best,
and let the jury sit or the judgment
come when it will. They put first
of all the resuit and last of all their
personal agency in bringing that re-
¢ult to pass.
We are but human; it is hard for
i us not to cry out for the credit, now
and then. But those who are least

$4 greedy for “the pudding and the

praise” are those to whom the world
ia much more glad to give these
{chinea How empty seems most titu-
lar distinction or pride of place or
| self-extolment beside ail the great
| things that are still to do to make the
| world a fit ebiding place for those
| created in the image of the Divine!

|  “The best of what we do and are

Just God, forgivel”

i il
Know the Teacher.

The public school system has taken
the education of the young from the
family, where it used to be. In the
primal time the father used to teach
It.he gon the art of archery, the build-
| ing of fires and the way of the woods.
| And the mother taught the daughter
l weaving. grinding corn and ecaring for
| the comfort of the men of the house.

Now, in some advanced states of
| civilization, the mother begets and

weary and alone

Hear

some voice call cheer to him

across your lintel-stone.
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Then, Jifting the lamp entered the big farm kitchen. 1¢ had
from the & ¢l-head, where he had tle 1 1 desclate untidiness of carly
placed it, he moved resolutely to the day. The chairs were just they
furnace. He watched the flames leap had been left the night before; a plate
up for the c¢rackling shellac, watched of apple peelings was on the table;
them run hungrily over the shining a stray piece or two had fallen onto
wurface, watched them die leaving the red cloth. The Christmas cards
only a blackened mass, through which  lying by the torn envelope caught his
the words. “Mackellar and Son—and eye. He picked them up listlessly,
Bon” glowed brightly, Jit by the coals and put them down again. It was
beneath, watched even this fade and Christmas morning, Christmas had
fall into gray ashe: and, forgetting | alw been a great day when Fred
his real errand, < d the decor and|was ne. A Ah, well, Fred|
camg softly back u irs. was gone now, amd he and Annie were
“Ym going down for the mail, An-| getting old. The boy was gone! It
nie,” he said, after a hesitant moment. | seemed someway as if it was the first
Someway the house seemed stifiingly time he had ever really believed that
close. “Yes, I'Hl walk down. ‘T:lin‘t]it was £0; a3 though some dear and
worth the trouble of harnessing. The| comforting presence had gone from
xw,rm ain't bad ;.M., an’ it lo?ks h'keih‘m since the right before. Life
v&z:t be fnowd to—:narmw. ' i seemed suddenls is 2+7a some to an
Tain't ere'll Le any mail,” [end. ™o years of living might drag
M‘f‘, Mackellar ins ""’"}; ! on; here was the real death. He ac-
“No. Bot I guens I} o, 1—well,| cepted it with an epathy strange to
I kind "f wank *, (o6 Barton about| him. It was more bitter if less poig-
t'.hem Tew shoov—he basn't fitted mant then his firet sharp grief at the
verry like Thompsen did.” news that Fred was killed. That had
“Men are all alike,” Mrs. Mackellar been unbelievable. This was a sub-
thought as b2 went out. — ‘But :Lhelmerg-ing tide ‘of realization.
was glat-he had gore. She went into| He moved ebout softly, doing the
the*cold front room and stood looking! little bits of morning work—the fire
gt Fred's picture.” “It woull be alty sbart in the gnite, the paths to

fromt of him.
1

a8

better werld for poople who ave in|shovel. There were the cattle and

trouble,” the thought, “if there were horses at the tard, and breakfast, and

-~

held by two sections of the Third Bat-
tery of the Fourth Divisomal Artil-
lery. They had waited all day long
hidden there, for the engagement 1o
begin. I was sent up with & mezeage
for their major, and as 1 crept for-
ward through the trees—we were
within a few hundred feet of the Ger-
man line—I came across a boy crowch-
ed beside a huge tree, cutting initials,
as I thought. with a jack-kmife. 1
stopped to ask him a question and
glanced at his work, half expecting
to see a girVs name. He had just
finished, and was closing his knife.
It wasn't very usuel, a thing tike that,
and I asked him about it.

“His father and he were partiners,
he said, hack on the Ontario farm,
whisk was Tis home. The day he wasg
sixteen, his father had had the name
of the firm painted up on the bam—
‘Mackellar and Son.” I guess the boy
had been mighty proud of it. At any
rate, he'd carved ‘Mackellar and Son’
over the half of France.

“It seems he had amother thought
about it, too. He tried to tell me in
a shy, boyish way. Soldiere grow con-
fidential while they wait like that, and
I was so much older, he seemed to
like to talk with me. He and his dad
were partners even now, while he was
away. ‘He’s putting through my end

["51“~  Mackellar, tired of keeping
brcakfast hot, after half-an-hour ofi
waiting, went down the narrow drift- |
hedged path to the red barn. At its!
corner, she met her husband nlowmgi
through the drifts with the long lad-
der over his shoulder.

“What you been doing, Archie, in
the enmow, with that ladder?”. she
asked in surprice

“I was just trying to kmock the
snow off the south side o’ the bam,”
he answered. “It's fairly coated.”

He etooped suddenly and kissed her.

“Merry Christmas, mother!” he
said.

But Mrs. Mackellar's mind was on
the barn.

“Why should you be doing that?”
ghe remonstrated. “It can't do any
harm there,”

“No, no, it can't,” Mackellar ans-
wered contentediy.

After breakfast, he went whistling
about the cellar, breaking mow and
then into snatches of somg.

“What you doin', Archie?” Mrs.
Mackellar asked curiouszly. She pon-
dered a moment over his anmswer be-|
fore rhe went back-again abonut h'"f
wark. {

“Just makin’ us some new
he had . eaid.

stenrils,” .

of Torgnto heave organized to raise then forgets. The nurse becomes the
funds for a residence building. For econfidant and the teacher the develop-
many years the pre sing mecessity for er of the ehild.
women’s residences at the Provincial| We are happy to say that rural
University has been apparent. In-!Canada has not reached that state of
creasing mumbers of young women! civilization and we hope it never will,
from the rural districts, from the vil-| for it is the parents’ duty to kmces
lages’ towns, and cities of Ontario are, (heir children and to know them well.
coming to this great institution in| Byt the tacher is doing a family
quest- of an education and they must duty——one that is intimately connéct-
be suitably and comfortably housed od with the welfdare of the child. And
near the University. Of the several| it is our duty to know her, too.
buildings which the University of To-| There are several punposes in visit-
ronto so badly meeds this one is the' ing the teacher, all in the interest of
most urgent and it is to be hoped that| the child. One is to get acquainted
the young women will be successful in| with her and learn her ability. An-
their endeavor to arouse int and other is to get her viewpoint regard-
to secure funds for the accomplish-| ing your “),?M and still another is to
ment of their purpose {give her yours. Very often the
g o | teacher can point out weaknesses that
Faith never fails; it is"q miracle | the paremt can not see and, on the
worker. It looks beyond all bound- | other hand, the pavent may.be able
aries, transcends all limitations, pene- | to give suggestions which will be of
trates all obstacles and sees the goal !gmt value to the teacher in getting
It we had perfect faith—the faith | the most out of the pupil
that moves mountains—we could cure We suggest that at your nex: op-
all our {lls and accompiish the maxi- | portunity, you will visit with the
mum of our possibilities. teacher. 8he will appreciate it and
e so will your children. Co-operation
works in education as well as in other
knes of endesavor.
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Engish Carol.
I saw threc ships come sailing in,
On Christmas Day, on Christmes
Day;
I saw threc ships come sailing in,
On Christmas Day in the morning.

o

On Cheistmas Day Christmas
Day;
And all the spuls on =2 th shall sing,

~On Chrictinas Day s the morning.

- an

|
! And all the souls ar rarth shall sirg,
|
|
|

o




