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, LILY %

oto'od apart from all its kind on
florist’s table, a perfect creation.

gi:mbefore had Angus McKay, the
Sy

ol dtch gardener, raised so fine a
D From the very first he had

watched it with bated breath, fearing
1ett some mischance, some blight,

Some. injury mignt mar its flawless
beauty. But no such evil was in

e for this marvellous crown of all

is labors.

_ Stately, exqu'-‘te, it held itself with
royal grace, as _hough already con-
scious of the high mission it was to
fulfill—so ‘beautitul, so chaste that it
almost seemed to exhale the spirit
of the Creator from its pure lips.

Angus came to carry it in his own
hands to St. Lhristqpher's the after-
noon before Easter Day. He could
frust it to none less loving, uite un-
consciously he pulled off his tam
o'shanter as he bent to look once
more into its snowy chalice and to

_drink deeply of its delicious fragrance.

An expression of awe stole over his
-ugged. face as his eyes sought its
heart.

“Q Lord, how manifold are Thy

. works! In wisdom hast Thou made
~ them all. The earth is full of Thy
riches!” he said in reverent tones.

Taen he replaced his cap and lift-
ing the precious burden with tender
carefulness he bore it down the
flowered jsle of the greenhouse, out
into the quiet street, and so around,
not far ‘away, to the massive gray
stone church, whose slender spire
pointed heavenward through the gold-
en sunlight. . He loved his church
‘with all"his big, warm heart, and one
of the greatest joys of his simple life
was the part he took in its decoration

~.at Christmas time and at FEaster.
;Large orders were always given him
at these festivals; but this lily was to
be his,own personal offering.

e entered the church at a side
door; and as he passed into one of
the parlors, where the flowers: were
placed before being arranged in the
audince room, he met a lady, who
greeted him pleasantly. She had been
looking at the many beautiful pots
of lilies standing about.

“Good. evening, Angus,” she
“You have outdone yourself
year,” and was moving on.

“Oh, just coom back and look at
this, Mrs. Seabright!” was his reply.
“Saw ye ever sae fine a bloom?” he
asked, eagerly, as he set the pot on
the table and carefully unwrapped the
soft tissue paper which protected it.

Radiantly the snow-white lily smil-
ed into the faces of the two as they
stood in silence before it. An an-
swering light gleamed for a moment
upon the fine, sad features of the
lady. Then a shadow fell, lightly,
deeper; her sensitive lips quivered;
hot tears welled uP into her soft, dark
eyes; bitter pain clutched at her heart-
strings. She turned away, sobbing.

Angus, absorbed in the beauty of
his treasure, did not at first notice,
but when he heard the low moan he
turned at once. With the privilege
of an old, tried friend, he laid his
broad, brown hand upon the bowed
head. He knew something of the
cause of that grief.

“Ye dinna read the heavenly flower
aright, my bairn; it bears a message
of comfort and of peace to every achin’
heart.”

said,
this

No answer came. He could not
even tell if she had heard. He stole
quietly away.

n a few minutes Mrs. Seabright

drew her heavy veil over her face
and also left the room. A handsome
carriage awaited her at the church |
gate.  She sank back upon the<luxur

ious seat and did not stir until her
home was reached. The perfume of
flowers was heavy in the air as she
entered the house; soft lights shed
their faintly tinted rays over all that
taste and wealth could contribute to

saw nothing of what was around her.
She ascended at once. to her. own
apartment and locked the door behind
her. With hurried impatient move-
ments, as though they stifled her, she
tore oft her gloves and bonnet and
long costly wrap. Then, with her
hands tightly clasped over her aching
heart, she paced up and down the
length of the beautiful room, trying
in vain to still the tempest of emo-
tion raging within her breast.

“1 ‘hought [ was strong,” she cried
brokenly. *I thought—I hoped—oh,
my God, I can never live it all over
again! Amy, Amy, my darling child,
come back, come back to your
mother’s hungry heart! O heaven.
is there no help, no pity,

The flood-gates burst at last. She
threw herself, half fainting, upon the
bed, weeping with the utmost vio-
lence. For a long time she lay there,
overwhelmed by the renewed bitter-
ness of a bereavement which at the
time of its occurrence had crushed
her to the earth. For some months,
however, she had experienced a calm.

ness which made life less burdensome,
and she had hoped never again to
know the poignant keenness of that
first piercing grief.

At length, exhausted, she fell into
a light slumber. When she awoke,
the last rays of sunshine were steal-
ing softly from the room. The face
of a lovely young girl looked down
upon her from a white velvet frame
on the wall r yposite the bed. A ten-
der light seemed to shine in the large
cyes and the mouth curved as if smil-
ng. .
The lonely mother gazed hungrily
at the beloved features: the fierceness
of her pain had passed. and she felt
now only a terrible sense of desola
tion and of loss.

“Amy, Amy, Amy.” she murmured.
“how can I bear to live without yvou?"
No answer came from the girlish
lips, but almost as if spoken in her
car came the words of the old Scotcl
gardener:

“Ye dinna read the heavenly flower
aright, my bairn; it has a message of
comfort and of peace for every
in’ heart.”

“Comfort and peace.” What sweet

ach

the making of an ideally lovely home.
But the slender. black-robed figure

words these were!  She said them
over and over, until a great longing
to look again into the beautiful iy

e —
e e p——

no mercy?"’

AN EASTER LILY.

“I will go,” she said aloud. “No,
I will not,” she added immediately.
"It was the sight of that pure loveli-
ness which brought Amy so vividiy
before me and wrenched my sore
neart almost in twain.”

So she argued with herself, con-
scious all the while of an irresistabie
force drawing her back to St. Chris-
topher’s She yielded to it finally,
and rang for her carriage. Then she
put on her bonnet and wrap and
gloves, and shrouding her red and
swoollen face in her heavy veil. step-
ped out into the afterglow of the sun-
set.

Arriving at the church she found,
as she had hoped to do, that the
young ladies whose duty it was to sex
that the finishing touches were put
to the decorations and that all which
i+ wa< possible to arrange the day
Iicre was in readiness for the early
Faster service, had come and gone.

ard so she was alone before the
exquisite blossom to which she had
felt so strangely drawn. It stood on
a small table just within the chancel
rail.  More divinely than ever its
spctless purity gleamed forth in the
dusky twilight of the great church.
Like a heavenly messenger of “com-
fort and peace” unspeakable, it breath-
ed its blessed message to her sorrow-
ing, empty heart.

“Old Angus knew,” she said softly,
as she turned away. “Father, forgive
my weakness_. I did not mean to
murmur against Th ordering.
thank Thee for this reyvelation 0% Th){
tender I~nvc for all Thy creatures ”

She did not, on leaving the chance!
at once Pass to the outer door- but,
withidrawing stil] further into the dim
space, she knelt in earnest prayer

When she arose she was startled
to see the figure of 3 man approach-

mg from one of the side doors It
was not Dennis, the
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will give you all you want. Do you
not know that it is a sin to steal from
the house of God!”

Great Music Values

sexton, but g3
yoeunger, more  slender man.  She
could not see his features from where
she stood, but she noticed that ho‘
was thinly clad and that he gl:mced§
furtively around.  Then, apparently |

satisfied that no one
came forward and gazed at the masses
of beautiful flowers  to be sec(n n
every direction. Ag soon as h

W4as near, he !

fell upon the peerless lilyv Tooken
ss hly he looked |

o further Stepping at 'mw(- mside

the (‘h;m.cvl he raised it in his arme

:\‘nd |1mt I ats place ; tall plant from

the dozens oo, ; ar 3

o :]_:j uped near. Before 1

ther <tep he felt a lignh

seized her,

WHEN WRITING ADV ERTISERS PLEASE

bus strong BETaspoupon his wrigy el
starting gumltily  he turned to -n;(‘*"
the reproachfyl glince nf 4 pair (l\}
\uf. dark eves and o hear 1 :v\ L
voice say: b

“Oh please do q Utake that Nt g

MENTION THit WESTERN Hovwyg MONTHY Y

Regular Reduced
Value Price
Violin Qutfit - $25 00 $10 00
£ “ - - I5 00 7 oo
Guitar with case 20 00 10 00
- e w 15 00 7 0o
Mandolin with case 25 00 10 00
‘ . 15 00 7 oo
Autoharp with case 6 oo 4 oo
Banj- with case 20 00 10 00
“ £ 10 00 7 00
Accordiong 3 - 6 00 3 oo
¢ - - 300 I 50

_—

Barrowclough & Semple

Dent. X, 298 Portage Ave., WINNIPEG

. The man g
he still held
preast as the
ear. He scal
port’ but th
th CChoed V
familiarity th
his soul.
“Agnes!” h
whisper. .

! A clanon,
Christopher’s
could not hax

3 bfight maore -

2 Siﬂgle word.
into the hags
“Edward!”
frightened.
name, are Y
And she sanl

' The wretcl
on its table :
above the pr
hesitating. I
lived a thot
and shame in
took one ste

“Better so,
eyes fel] up«
lily shining c
star of hope
the flower-li
sweet young
he had been
theft.

“God forg

B e .

SR

From

must be m:
spair and g
He stoop
his arms, c¢
room.

It had bee
years had p
ed into e:
Miles away
had decided
ried life th
each other
go their se
any desire
the life bot
: was, theref
» legal separ
four-year-ol
and to her
large fortur
upon her.
they bade
took little
in Californ
ness relati
New York,
some house
Amy an ic

Memory
bright with
opened her

“Can it b
self, with

have rea
father of n
norable 10
aﬂ thieving {1
no! 1 1
was a trick
gination

Cautioms]

lea-t it




