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irnaginary dumt. Then she at down
Sthé window to hem smre towels. Site

1used occasionally in her sewing, to
4 kout across the quiet valley to tlie
*tant hbils; but her thoughts journey-
*4 beyond the hils, out into the world

-where her childrefl had gone when they
htt the shelter of the home nest. She
tbought of them always with.fond pride,

J«they were dutiful, Ioving sons and
djughters. Ned and Tom were sucess-

*lbusiness men, Alice had married a
lawyer and Harriet a doctor. In the
isrly yearm of their married life.lier
children often came home, and a month
seldom pased without one or another of
them cheeriflg the old home with a -ihort
Viii. As their family and busmineme

@ares increased they came less freqiient-
ly, but Martha and Daniel had always
becu sure of one visit a ycar imhen al
the eblîdren cane home for Tlîanks-
giving. It would be*different this year,
thought Martija sadly. The sons were
going West for a fewv wceks to inquire
into the desirability of smre proposed
iuvýestmentB, and Alice and Harriet, after
much pleading on the part of the young
people, had prornised their college boys
and girls a Thanksgiving house party.
It wam a keen disappointment to the
old couple and as Martha foldcd the
Iast towel site sighed to think how
lonely the day would be. As she rose to
put away her work. sitc glanced through
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the~ window and saw a man anda woman
in a buiggy at the gate.

As site hurried dowvnthe walk to grect
the visitors, the bright, eager face of
Martita.Warc fell a trifie for she sawv
titat Uhc occupants of the bug-gy were
good-natured, easy going Philip Rikerand Jane, his wife, who was the
neighborhood gossip and whose sharp
tongue spared neither 'old nor young,
friend nor enerny. But hospitablc
Martita grected titem cordially:

"«Just tic your horse, Philip, and
corne into the house with Jane and me.
Dan ici ought to bc here sooxt, t's gone
to the bottorn for a load of corn fodder."

"No, wve can't corne in," responded
Jane, stifly. "We just stopped to ask
if you was sick, secin' that yout wasn't
at cburch today."

"Whly, we itever heard a word aboutit tili noon today. -I knew shec as ail-
ing but w'd no idea that she was deadl.
I'd have liked to go to the funeral -I
always liked Laura. Whlo's. going ta
take the chlIdren? It'd bc a pity if ICu
they'd have to be separated. Poor little
tots-tow thcy'll miss their ma!"

"Funeral! WVhat funeral? There
wasn't no funeral in Mapleton today
that I heard of."

"No, not in Mapleton; Mt. Zion, 1
mean, Laura Green that was-she al-
ways 'tended church there and there was

Lwhere she wanted to be buried."
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"Well,.of all things!" exclaimed Jane
disgustedly. "lIs it Laura. you're talking
about? She wasn't buried at Mt. Zion
today any more than I was. I saw lier
own cousin, Mary Hoover, this morning.
She had a letter yesterday, saying that
Laura's a lot better and the doctor sys
she's ýgoing to get weIl."

"Well, im rigit glad to hear that,
but what was going on at Mapleton
citurch today? Wlien Dan ici took the
trade and a load of punkins in, there
wasnà't a soul in sight 'ccpting (ran'mý
Smith, and the postoffice and Thorn-
berry's store was both closed."

"Closed! " echoed Jane tartly;
"course thcy was closed. Anxious as
Jim Thornberry is to turn an honest
penny, he's too good a churci member to
kccp his store open on Sunday, even if
the law allowcd it."

"Sunday-chlurchi," quavered Martha;
"çwhy-why Jane, this is Saturday. Why,
Daniel finislhcd the corn lhuskin' this
înorning and hauled a load of punkins to
inarket; and I liturncd."

I"So it's ail truc, thcn! WVien Sam
Perkins said hie saw Uncle Daniel Warc
huskin' corn this morniing wve thought it
was only a joke. Uncle Daniel Aare,
that's beca a pillar ini the Mapleton
churlit ever since I can rernembcr. I
would't liave thouglit it oÉ himtinietvcr."

"-oi, it ist't luday, is it t" pleade
Martha piteotisly. "I don't sec hîow it
can be. Daniel atd tme couldn't be mis-
taken about the Lord's day-wcv just
couldii't."

"iUxile Daniel must bc gcttincg
ig(hty furgctftil," contiîied .Iane,

inereilessly; buit at titis thrist -NIMartita
(lrew herseif up witlt soit show' of
spit-it.

"1)aniieI's niernory's gOod for a ltan of
bis vears," slie asserteil, forgcrtting- that
tile-tltouglittJanie ia(lvoiced vas iili er
owNV m 1iid ouIY that ntoriiing."eie.

~.headdmlo YzillY. "lite ain't doule an,%
n t~ i te. 1 chinrned a roll of buitter

tiiis nîoning and did ail my Satiirday's5
eaîîjjing anid bkn

'<ÀelîleSAunt Marthy, yoil go
to 1 edui îr.sait Phifip).grv 1
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Post
Toasties

and Cream

Thin bits of choicest
Indian Corn, so skilfully
cooked and toasted that
they are deliciously crisp
and appetizing.

Wholesome
Nourishing

Easy to Serve

SoId by Grocers everywhere.

Post Toasties,
Canadjan Postuni Cereal Co.. Ltd..

Windsor. Ont
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OXY DONOR
magset be supplicd this natural forc, e, 4 hinezhaustible'sourre of
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Aborbed into the uYstem whi le you rest or aleep.
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tne-a preventive of disease and destroyer of sicknems, so simple a
child cari apply it. No expense after the purchase price. no druge or
nmedicineq, pilis. plasters, aséage orbattenles. Buta rational, natural
ineans for making mick people well. diucoyered and psrfected by au .ui
eminent physicien, and cndorsed by physicians.
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