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“ meEVER we send out loving thoughts in

ister loft him and drove home
through the sun-flooded rain fields,
with a glorified look on his face as
one who had seen the heavens open-
ed.

Were serious enough by the set of
is jaw.
His friend Clay had j\r left him,
Ay was in a radiant humor, Dr,
i Barner’s friendly attitude toward him
Just before he turned into the val- | had apparently changed the aspect of
ley of the Souris, he stop bis | affairs, and now the old doctor had
horse and looked back over the miles | suggested taking him into partner-
and miles of rippling gold. The ship,
clickety-click-click  of many binders | ““Think of it, Grantley,” the youn,
i . Oh what a day it man had oxclaimed, “what this wil
All sunshine and blue sky! Be- [ mean to me, i
low him the river glinted through the | his rrufauion, 80 clever, so witty, so
trees, and the ry way track shimmer- | schol arly, everything, He was  the
like a silver ri bon, and as he double gold medallist in his year at
drove into the winding valley, the McGill, and he h n keeping ab.
Reverend Hugh Grantley sang, de-
spite his Oameronian blood, sang
like a Methodist ;

bee
solutely sober lately—thanks to your
8ood offices” —at which the other
made a gosture of dissent—‘‘and then

Praise God from whom all blessings | I woulq be in a better Pposition to

generous profusion, every part of our environ- " n;i ¥ i 1 look Iz:lm; thinw-l.‘ As itkhu bo.:.,
i “ raise Him al creatures here low, | an; ave Mary in keeping t|
ment echoes back a sweet Wkﬂon'" Honry Woed, Praise Hi: above, ye heavenly host, oll:[v . W S 4

L #]

Sowing Seeds in Dann

By Nellie L. McClung

ALL RIGHTS

RESERVED

(Continued from last week)

setons o e e, Watson tamily live 1n a smail town Mani,
o M, Wauraueo man of fow ‘words, e wiongl 8

consists of Mr,

0w
children.

h 40D Is an imaginative.” oleser
{he mainstay of the family." Mrs. Wais Is often

Mrs. Burton Franois, eamy wo;

man, who
nd is a favorite of Mrs. Fran , Wl
ia Rose is n

"litcie el S 1d,

ttle rl, years ol

amploved ‘to ‘weh and tscnhdy 8
utifal th R

man from killin le had to
Son and be done on the lly."z i
The minister winced
CHAPTER XXV, shade inlar at the mention of ler
Cupid’s Emissary,
y Mrs. MoGuire did not look
Cupid’s earthly representative ag ghe

Praise Father,
host.

Mary is anxious to have it brought
about, too,” he went on, “for it Lag
always been a WOrry to her when he

sat in her chints-covered rocking- . g

chair and bitterly complained of the ::r’k .::5'Ib:tillhfio'tlued(?rit'lil:gon‘l‘:
weather. The weather was dnm&) and | T a distinet_advantage o
cloudy, and Mrs, McGuire sai & me,

her tbough of course, T would do it any-
or her sake,”

hen it was well for the
that he came of a race tha
its features in control, T!

were jumpin’,”

The little Watsons were behaving
80 well that even with her rheumatism
to help her vision she couldn’t find no

toba. The family
he “section,” and nine
and is

eories.

is the id ho triy fault with them, “just now ;"' but she H casy
i i cApable young ‘woman who' looks ik reckoned the mischief “eay hatchin’.”” [ TRAVNG of her name, the apparent
rs. and ooculonlty‘ helps her to apply her theories. X ok . 1 in Mr Proprietorship, the radiant happiness
or. Marne ilage, clever (nbis profession s ohelk crate, Ghange was taking place in Mrs. in Clay’s face, could mean bup e
the Haasy MATy ‘v;lu P e Y Sood among the Wnl “nnllhy MoGuire, although she was uncon. thing, He had been blind, blind

X next door neighbor i it : 3
35 Wsuirateon. Mr. Sam Motherwol] n nit2o live on'a Tarm ebec iy Watton's, | Soious of it; Mary Barner, who was blind | .
Xr. Motherwell s 8 well of %&:.n ngy hrm;hr year or two previously in & h frequent ".'dﬂ welcome visitor, \tv;a He heard himself saying mechani
of ‘nerosi e do o

an addition to theis Home. He atierwands o Tets this move, ":?a'& ‘fm.nd‘: ;':‘un't.. m'.,'c'"“ h(::-t. "«;f Imtlllnc: r&iv:tn :’n lh: cally.
" ﬁf.‘fn'.f.‘.‘:‘i." ‘.‘:?-Jn“ nul:ldnlm l&;: Pn;g W‘.:-on shall 'ﬂ n.:d work :n Mra, late y\[c(luire Mary “red up” her ‘“Yes, of course, I think it ig the
3 staln? Youne Pan . A . : ¥

brought "igard the gathering ‘of" weaith ‘sx e Shiet im’ 15 e el house for her when her 1 euma- | Only thing to do,”’ anq Clay had gone

such “foolishnces,” he steals Away
CHAPTER XXIV,
The Harvest.
OM went straight to his mother
T that morning and told her ev-
erything—the party he had gone
to, his discontent, his desire for com-

the money and the events of the pre-
vious night,

Mrs. Motherwell saw her bo;
new light as she listened, an
bad a glorified vi ion of his mother
48 she clasped him in her arms cry-
ing: “It is our fault, Tom, mine and
your father's, we have tried to make
you into a machine like Wwe are our-
selves, and forgot that you had a soul,
but it's mot too late yet, Tom,
hate the money, too, if it’s only to be
hoarded up; the money we sent to
Polly's motLer has given me more
pleasure than all the rest we have.”

“‘Mother,” Tom said, “how do you

suppose that money hngpenod to te
in that overcoat pocket, ?"
‘I don’t know,” she answered ;
“your father must have left it there
w{wn be wore it last. It looks as if
the devil himself put it there to tempt
you, Tom.”

When his father came back from
Winnipeg, Tom made to him a full
confession as he had to his mothag;
and was surprised to find that bis

in a
Tom

D to
bowever, invited to a party at ono of the n:zhbor-. an
unobservy

intention of drinking when I took
out that money.”

“Well, Tom,”

a short i.ugh, “I guess the devil had
a hand in it, he was in me quite a
! 0 bit when I Put it there, I kin tell
pany and fun and excitement, taking | yo,”

The next Sunday morning Samuel

Motherwell, his

to church. Sam placed on the
an_envelope containing fifty dollars,

On the following morning Sam had
just cut two rounds with the binder
when the Reverend

drove into the

is binder and got down.
“Well, Mr. l}:thervdl,” the min-

s his parents object to

out whistling,

Hg sat for a few minutes perfectly
motivnless. Then shudder ran
through him and the black Highland

tism was bad. She cooked
she sang and read for her. Above ali
things, Mary was her friend, and no
one who has a friend can be al-

his father said, with together at war with the world. blood surged into his face, and anger
One evening when Mary was read- | flamed in his eyes. He sprang to
ing the “Pilgrim’s Progress” to her, ln,‘:;e'. with his huge hands clenched

the Reverend Hugh Grantley came in
and begged to be let stay and enjoy
the reading, too. He = said iss g .
Barner's voice seemed to take the( Only for a moment did he give
tangles out of his brain, whereupon | himself to the eostacy of rage. T
Mrs. MoGuire winked at herself, his arms fell and he stood straight
That night ghe obligingly fell asleep | and calm and strong, master of him.
just where Christian resolved to press | self once more,
on to the Heavenly City at all costs,
l}:ld l?gi]:twn and Timorous ran down
the 3

wife and son, went
late

Hugh Grantle,
field. Ssm d

After that the minister came - | should desire me? Clay, with his
ister said, holding out his hand oor- | larly, and Mrs, McGuire though ﬂa oasy grace, his wit, nig manliness,
8 his handsome face no wonder that

b pé'lehn him, ;ny woman would,
an lay is worthy, more worthy,"
OUR NEW PREMIUM CATALOGUE he thought in agony of renymsis.

father had for him not one word of
reproach. Since sending the money
to Polly’s mother Sam had found a
little of the blessedness of givin, b
and it had ohanged his way of look-
ing at things, in some measure at
least. He made up his mind to
give the money back to the church,
and now when he found that it had
gone, and gonme in such a way, he
felt vaguely that it was a punishment
for his own meanness, and in a small
measure, at least, he was grateful that
no worse evil had resulted from it.
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He thought of Clay’s life as he
had known it now for years. Bo fair,
and open aud clean. ‘“Yes, Clay is
worthy of her.” He repeated it dully
to_himself as he walked up and down,

Every incident of the past  three
monthe came him now with
cruel distinctness—the
her voice, the glorious beaut;
face, so full sometimes of life’s Ppain,

are given for

Mr. Grantley

in their nosts

i
“'It is Tom’s story.

Tom told him; and there in the sun-
shine, with ubi.hmoll of the ripe grain
T

odhimlomrryﬂnlh.vu,nm

were—he had held
them once only for a moment, hut
she must have felt the love ~ that
throbbed in hi;

thought that perhaps—perhaps—.

h: Oh, unutterable  blin, fool that he
rself once, and guessed knew | was !
h';ﬂ. distance away. hlw;.dith was with ynung.hﬁ;lh.u.llut " “Hde pr:-od his h’nd:l l‘l;ll I:’ ‘:’I:
b 0] 0 wasg enou or Mary, and groaned ud ;
did ask Tom, and | that was all; men were such decoivers hears the ory of t:: ehih;nor of'zh
—they were all stron Man in agony drew near and

ierced hands upon him in
Healing ‘and benedietion,"**" ™
The next Sunday the Reverend

d then
she shook her head grimly, thinking

as the minister p-
nlooqdn'lbt of the vagaries of the late

Father, did you put that money | heaven and earth were opened to uire, H Grantley was at his best, and
there #"! T;.m ukyad. Tom, and a new life was born with- 'he Hugh Gran li.“:n.ou 14 & new qnnliey' that

“Yes, T did, Tom,” he answered. in h{m, 8 life of godliness and broth- | walked up down the appealed to and comforted many a
“I ought to be ashamed of myself | erly kindness, whose blessed influence study in deep meditation, But his ry who, like himself, was
for being so careless, too,” has ’ona far beyond the narrow lim- ughts were not on his  Sunday travelling by the thorn-road.

“It just seemed as if it was_the | its of that neighborhood. sermon nor yet on the topio for the| In Mrs. McGuire's little house
devil himself,” Tom said, “I had 10" It wag nearly noon when the min. young people's meeting, they | there was nothing to disturb the read.
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