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ARVEST
rEEN the maples wave scarlet in the purpling

baze, and pumpkins bespatter stubbly
cOrn-fields with gold, and butternuts f al
wîth muffled tbud in the woods, townshî'p

91fl to think o'f their annual festival, the
lHome.

Plreliiiinary measure delegates, two by two,
sOliciting circuit of -village and foothills.

ally, they square arrears in tijeir social
ýs at the saine time. Having, like Captain

Mlade a note" of what eacb feels like con-
~a nputual exchange of news, continued freim

viOus year, takes place. The operation of
11) geraniurns, or putting in bulbs, or soap-
11n the great iron kettie in the yard is sus-
for the nonce, while thoee who cannot often
wn " to the metropolis lear*n what is going
te wOrld wbere the road rune down. To the

V'as the billfolk quaintly and appositely
'elUttioners, the view, the cluttered farm

s, the westering sua on the clematised etone
e shbeepD and turkeys and bons and geese in
11, ail look very peaceful.
,ht is darkening to-nigbt as you jog homeward
ur spol,ý tangible as proclaimed by rotund

>15under the seat going d'own bills, and
Leas recorded in your note book. A great

ýbeese af a inoon swings clear of the horizon.
se from tbe marsbes. Lights twinkle forth
'n'do". As you draw near one of these, it
oInd goes out. A moment later it reappears
bed door, showiing UP inl bold relief a woman

lan)and a man carrying a littfle black bag
fromu bitcbing bis horse to a tree. "Oh,
1 ami so glad you have corne!"

sDarsely-populated settdemcent on tbe Lower
rence a visiting clergyman relates that the
11ome service was interxupted by a staIwart

rlding Up the aisie with a pumpkin pie under
tý UJPon reaching the altar and seeing that
t <"us5icious places 'were alre.ady occupied by
1 O~f ber neighbour's culinary skill. sbe thrust
ithilesi aside, and plumped ber own concoc-
'el' into their place. In tbe townsbips, how-

N
By HELEN D. WILLIAMS

ever, the cburcb decorations do not excite exnulative
contention, being restricted in Ibeir range to the
vegetables and fruits of barvest.

Artistically stacked oats eke out asparagus very
successfully as a background against w-hicb to heap
Caihoun pnmpkins, Hubbard and crookneck squashes,
ponderosa tomatoes, Mackintosh re5d apples and
braided strands of golden bantam corn. Surrounded
by these products of tbe year's maturity, to joy
"ccording to the joy ini barvest," seem's a consum-
mation devoutiy to be wisbed, tbe cboir's -paean, "Now
tbank we ail our God with heart and -bands and
výoices,"»les.q a traditional obligation than a sheer
nec'essity.

D ESCIDNDING to the basement, the decorative
scbeme is curtailed te edýibles. Long tables

span the length of tbe room, and on -the-se, sandwiched
between ztring-miarked silver and empty platters of
coîd meats, beet and cabbage saiads, pumpkin and
apple pies, wbite and ibrown bread and aIl kinds of
fruit make a brave sbowing. From the basement
kitchen is waf'ted the arorna of coffee, and 01n the
stove are buge ketties of steaming potatoes, masbed
squash and turnips, and in tbe oven a pot of baked
beans and pans of chicken and meat pies. From
time to tume someone squeezes in witb a basket or
covere-d die-h and deposits a cake or a tin of buns or
a jar of w-bipped creamn among tbe beterogeneous
reserve store on tbe side table. Sma]l boys and tbe
squat, sandy-baired individual hired to "wasb Up
after", regard eacb addition with an appraislng eye,
knowirng that what is ef-t wili fai to their share.

Meanw-hile everything is bustlement and good
cheer. The nfiinis-ter goe.s about sbaking hands with
everyone. A Harvest Home atmospbere perv'adps the
place. A clatter of backward pusbed chairs, a husb-
the prelude to the minister's blessing-a louder buzz
of conversation perforated at intervals by someone
asking someone 'else wbether tbey will take tea or
coffee, and the dinner is fairly launcbed.

In thbe main ail goes well. The i'omedy.'lnving flnd

Ps
diversion watchiag the byplay furniehed by a self-
constituted motber ln Israel wbo, conspicuous uchiefiy
by -ber absence during the arduous, getting-ready
stage, cornes in sta'eng, se to s-peak, at the last iap.
She burries down the basement stairs, responding
to greetings with pre-occupied nods, and unrelling
ber apron as she ges. Wben qhe has elhowed ber
way into the kitchen she dons it -with a precipitation
wbicb would seern to augur weli for tbe amount of
work te be executed. Eut it soon becomes apparent
that lier role is rather to get work out of others-
or preduce the effeet of doing so. Her air of riding
thbe whirlwind and directing the storm is amnusir 't

or maddening to those who bave borne the brunt
of the work, according as tbey are eadowed with or
iacking in the saving grace of humour.

Sometimes, the dispenser of avowed chieker-p'e
is brouglit te confusion by one of the cieric prociaim-
ing 10o aIl and sundry that the flaky crust covers a
dece'ption.

"Cbicken-pie?" lie says, with stern displeasure,
probing witb bis fork and producing a steak bone in
confirmation of bis statement, "cbicken'pie? I
think not."

And be beips himýself sadly te baked beans, whie
the abasbed waitress trips kitcbenward to cock a
bumorous eye under otber, crusts, les-t inadvertently
she offend again.

Gups bave many times been refiled. depleted
dishes replenished before the minister invites certain
of bis male pari-shioners to adjoura to the Rcctory
for a quiet smoke. 0f tbe rest, the bilifolk agglu-
tinate into groups and visit, the girls and boy-s go
on-t for a strol], the waitresses make merry over their
belated repast. Presently they will ail congregate
la the churcli for the tbree o'olock service. And a
diminisbed number wili round off the day with supper
and games. With the exception of the cburcb col-
lection, it bas aIl been gratuitous. It bas, been a lot
of work and ne one is a wbit tbe better off. And yet,
as surely as Autumn comes round, the feeling awakes
for certain upland drives and familiar faces, and ýn
tb.e midst of city scenes and activities the mind pre-
visions the Harvest Home in the townships.

-R V.-(Continued.) By w IL L
feit lie was paliag as

Lced tbe blustering smal-ler mnan. Hie
ýed that the passongors lie could see-

at the smaleî ta'bles-alroady lied
ýxPanatlon and tound hian wanting; tbe
stiOaabiy bad done the sanie. Avery was

dln 'with a sort of coatentod triumph.
gram was for me, Conductor," lie re-

tolegram, Conductor!" the stout man de-

,"Connery suggested, "you bave letters
*somnething, Mr. Baton, te show your re-
)Lawrence H-ilward."

-Te net.",
assortîag himself as Hillward grunted.

Il anything to show you are Lawrence
Eaton domanded of bim.
tell any one on the train t-bat your name
'd before you wanted this. telegrain?"
arriet Dorne's voice whichi interposed;
~elt bis putse leap as she spoke for him.,
:ave any other name than Lawrence Hill-
3ther declared. ..
9azed from one claimant te the other.
g1ve this gentleman the telegrain?" lie
1.

hlll furnlsh blm another copy; it was re-
'ln the train by our express-clerk as the

1 go forward and get hlm another cepy."
Or' Yeu te decide," Baton said; and as
'niatter was closod for hlm, lie resumed

lbe Was awaro that, tlirougbout the car,
'ors were watching hlm curlously; lie

feregono the receipt of''- telegram
tliat attention sb-ould ' -,,,cted to

'WIIY. Avery was stili gaz. '-im w'lth
quiet satisfaction; BDaton bad net diared,

00k at Harriet Dorne. Wýben, constraiu-
te a manner of ludifference, ho finally
'way, she began te chat witli m as

'fore. Wbatever eftect the Iacldont juet
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closed bad bad upon the ethers, it appeared te bave
bad none at ail upon ber.

"Are yeu ready te go back te our car aow, Har-
niet?" Avery inquired wben she bad finished ber
breakfast, thougli Baton was net yet tbrough.

"Surely tbere's. no burry about anytbiag te-day,"
the girl returnod. Tboy waited until Baton bad fin.
!shed.

"Shahl we ail go back te the observation car and
see if tbere's a walk down the track or wbetlier it's
snowed ever?" she said mmpartiaily te the two. Tbey
went througli the Pullmans together.

The first Pullman coatained -four or liye pas-
sengers; the next, in wbichBaEton bad bis berth, was
still empty as tbey passed througb. The porter had
made up ail the bertbs. and only iuggage and news-
papers and overcoats occupied the seats. The next
Pullman aise, at first glance, seemed te have been
deserted in favor of the diner forward or of the
club-car furtber back. The porter had made up ail
the bertbs thero aise, except one; but some one0
still was sleeping behind the curtains of Section
Three, fer a man's band bung ever the aisie. It was
a gentleman's haad, with long, weii-formed fingers,
sensitive and at the same time strong. That was
the berth of Harriet Dornes father; Baton gazed
down at the baad as lie approacbed the section, and
thon lie Iooked up quickly te tbe girl. She bad ob-
served the band, as aise bad Avery; but, 'plainly,
neither of them noticed anythlng strango either ln
Its posture or appearan4ce. Their oniy care had been
te avold brushing against it on their way down the
aisle se as net te, disturb the man behlnid 'the
curtain; but Baton, as he saw the baud, started.

Ho was the last of the three te pass, a'nd s0 the
others dld net notice his start; but, se strong was
the fascination of the band lu tlie ale that he turn-
ed back and gazed at It before going on Into the
iast car. Some elglit or ten passengers-mlefl and,
women-were ioungln.g iu the easy-clairs of the-
observation-rome; a couple, ulstered and fuir-cap,
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B A LME R ped, were standing on the platform

gazing back fromn the train.
The sun was stili sbining, and tbe snow had stop-

ped some bours before; but tbe wind whicb bad
brougbt tbe storm was still blowing, and evidently
it bad blown a blizzard after tbe train stopped at
four that morning. The canyon tbrough the saow-
drifts, bored by tbe giant rotary plow the nigbt lie-
fore, was aimost filled; drifts of snow eigbt or ten
feet higb and, in places, pointîng still biglier, came
up to t-be rear of tbe train; the end of tbe platform
itseif was buried under tbree foot of snow; the men
standing on tbe platforma could baroly look over the
bigber drifts.

"There's no way from the train in that direction
now," Harriet Derne iameated as she saw this.

"There was ne way five minutes after we stop-
ýpod," one of the mea standing at the end of the car
voluntoored. "Froin Fracroft on-1 was tbe oaly
passenger In sleeper Number Two, and they'd told
me to get up; tbey gave me a berth in anot-hor car
and cut my sleeper ont at Fracroft-wo were buck-
ing the drifts, about four miles an bour; it seexned
te fill in bebind about as fast and as tbick as we
werie cuttiag It out in front. It ai drlfted in bohind
as soon as we stopped, tbe conductor tells me."

The girl made polite acknowledgment and re-
ferred to ber two companions.

"Wbat shall we do witb ourselves, then?"
"Cribliage, Harriet? Yen and l?" Avery lnvited.
Sho sbook ber head. "If we bave te play cards,

get a feurth and make It auction; but must it b2
cards? Isn't there somne way we can get eut for a
walk ?"

"There's the top Of the cars, Miss Derne," Baton
suggestod. "If we couid got uP there, we'd get a
fairly décent walk and see everything."

"Good!" the girl applauded. 'How de we get

"l'il1 see the conductor about it," Baton offered;
and before Avery could discuss it, lie s.tarted backt
througbh the train.

(Contlnued on page 23.)
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