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winnipeg, May, 1909.

1 was minding the children in the
Merrybone nursery the day the letter |
came—in fact, my sole occupation |
from month's end to month’s end |
was to mind them, mend their pina- |
fores and the broken mnoses of their
dolls, teach their young ideas how to
shoot, and dance attendance upon
them generally, as became a poor de- |
pendent with a clever head but an al- !‘
together empty purse. ‘

I was called a governess. Had I!
been a stranger, the Merrybones
would have paid me a salary. As a
reiative of the family I received no-
thing but my board and clothes.
There were five children—ugly little
thorns in the flesh, who gave me no
rest by day or night. On this par-
ticular morning they had, I remem-
ber, harassed me with unusual zeal.
Fagged, dispirited, desperate, I drop- |
ped blocks and pinafores, and dog- |
eared primers on their vicious little |
heads, and, leaning my aching tem-
ples against the cold glass of the
window, I looked off with unspeak-
able yearning from the tall city roofs
to the misty, mysterious horizon far
away.

Charles River glinted gaily in the
sun. Birds—fat, red-breasted robins,
and others like flakes of living sapph-
ire-—flashed past on their way to the
sprouting elm trees of the common.
Pleasant earthly scents from the pub-
lic garden near sweetened the wind |
at intervals.

“Oh, for the wings of a dove,” 1
sighed to myself, “to carry me any-
where, anywhere away from this mis-
erable drudging life, away from this
weary, wearing pandemonium!”

Then little Tom began to bang me
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with his books, and Edith brought me |

out of my reverie by the hair of the

head, and there came a tap ' at the |

GHe Western Home Monthly 15

e

——— CALEB WARE'S HEIRESS;~==""-

BY ETTA W. PIERCE.

door, and John, the Merrybone, lack- |

ey, 'appeared on the threshold with
a le}tcr in his hand.

For you, miss,” he said to me. I
took it amazed. Who was there to

write to me? I had no correspond- |

ents, no friends. 1 broke the seal

and read:

“What the deuce are you going to
do about it, Esther?” sulked George
Merrybone, the eldest son of the fam-
ily, who' had fallen into a habit of in-
vading the nursery at all hours.

“Do!” 1 echoed, spreading out the
letter with increasing astonishment.
“Why, give thanks to Providence and
start immediately for Black Brook,
of course.”

“Hang it! You don’'t mean it?”

“Don’t I? I'm not
though I feel as if I were. It was im-
mensely kind of Uncle Caleb to re-
member me like this—I never saw the
man in my life. Forty acres of land,
George! How very rich I must be’!

George screwed his eveglasses deep-
er yet into his weak, yellow eyes, and
burst into a guffaw.

“Yes, by Jove! that you are, in

beauty and youth, and all that sort |
of thing. But old Ware’s. Black |
Brook property — haw! haw! The |

more you have of it the poorer you

| are. I’ve seen it. Going into_ the farm-

ing line, eh, Esther? A girl of twen-
ty, with’ hands like rose-leaves! Bet-
ter stick to governessing. No, not
that; bettermarry me!”

1 looked at him as he stood, nar-
row-chested, slim waisted—George, as
little Tom told: me = in ‘confidence.
wore corsets — with his flaxen hair
parted down the fniddle of his fore-
head, and shook my head.

“Thank vou,” I answered, curtly.
“1 prefer the farm.” 4

| Caleb Ware's legacy is simply a god-

| could not think of it. I am sick of

dreaming, |

“Confound the farm!” said George, | It was twilight when the train stop-
politely. “Antony flung the world | ped at the lonely little station.
away for a woman, and if she was | alighted alone, saw my trunks put off
half  as pretty as you he wasn’t so- on the platiorm, saw the train ‘move
much to blame. I cam do the same— | on without me, and ked of an old
my world, that is. Just say the wotd.” | ‘man who came hobbling out on a

“You are too good,” 1 replied. “I | crutch, and who seemed to be the
rresiding diety of the place, the way
to Caleb Ware's farm.

“Caleb Ware?”  His ferret eyes
send. I shall go take possession of | went aver me from head to foot; he
i this very day: yea, as soon as I can | curled oné knotted hand around his
pack my trunks.” ' car, after the manner of deaf people.

From :no other quaster did 1 en- i “Hey? Two miles:away on the west
counter opposition. Mrs. Merrybone | road. - Old man's dead and buried.
sent her own maid to help me make | Going there?”
ready, and also money enough to de- | “Yes,” I answered. “Can I get a
iray the expenses of the journey and | conveyance of any kind?”
other .incidentals. “Hey? None that I knows of, Why

“It is really. a most fortunate thing didn't Joe come for ye? Are ye ex-
jor you Esther,” she said, with a cold | ‘pected ¥’ : ’
emile. “We are going abroad this i “No” I replied, looking around the
cummer, and I had made up my mind to steadily darkening landscape in some
tell you -that youw must look for an- | dismay. “Who ‘is. Joe? Is it a straight
other home. You have done your | road? Shall T be likely to miss it if
best to entrap my son George into a | 1 set out alone at this hour?”
messalliance. You are a dangerous, | “Hey? That depends on how cute
designing young creature, and I am 1 you be. Joe is Joe—lives at the farm
very glad to be rid of you.” ‘l with the 'old  woman—a nice pair.

all the Merrybones, small and great.

I” shook the dust of the Merrybone | Road’s straight enough—over the hill
mansion off my feet, and as the | and past the sand-pits, and through
clocks of the dear old city were strik- | the pines till ye come to the bridge,
ing four on this May afternoon, ¢lam- | and there ye are.”
bered into a train at the Old Colony I left my baggage in his care, and
Depot, and started  as fast as steam | was just turning from the platform,
could bear me to Black Brook. | when he cried after me:

Of the place I knew nothing, save | “Hey? Be ye the gal old Caleb
{hat it was an insignificant stationon | left the property to? I am blessed if
the Old Colony Road. I had never | you don’t have a time of it with Joe
Leen there in my life—had never, as  and the old woman! Haw! I:{aw!"
1 have before said, seen old Caleb |  And, with his wheezy laugh ringing
Ware or his forty acres, My dead fa- | in my ears, I started in the deepen-
ther, whose uncle he was, had always | ing twilight, a stranger in a very
spoken of him as a drinking, disre- | strange and uninviting place o find
putable man, living a forlorn bachel- | ;my way to my Black Brook posses-
or life, with only a housekeeper to sions.
minister to his wants. T hurried along the  sandy pine-
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PRICES

Big assortment of used
Organs always on hand.
Write to-day for FREE LIST.

‘ Wh"éity Western Customers Think Of Us g

“ Manville, Alta., July, 1908.—Organ is all “ Lake Talon, Ont.—Received Organ some

pleased with Organ. - Hxpress order $33.50 | you represented it. Kuclssed find balance, time ago, Church members and congrega-
7 $56."" . tion are well pleased with it,

enclosed
REM EM BER We ship any where in Canada and make terms to suit your convenience. Pae' monthly, quarterly or half-yearly
® T as you wish, int from these prices is allowed for cash. Fach instrument is gnaranteed exactly as

A liberal discot
represented, and if there’s any dissatisfaction, we agree to pay return freight. Could we make a fairer offer to you, a stranger?
Our house has been established since 1861, and has the highest reputatio= in this coun

try for honorable business dealings. Write to-
day and name second and third choice in case the first may bs soll.

«“Alexander, Man., Fehruary, 1908. —Much |

These pianos are by four of the oldest ani most famous American makers, anl are all selected as being of exceptional value and in
unusually good condition. Each one is fully guaranteed for five years, same a8 new pianos.

$10to $15 cash, and $5 to $7 per month until paid in full, withount interest. 0
These pianos will be shipped to any point in Canada, from t.e Atlantic.to the Pacific—a stool included free of charge,

Packing and shipping at our expense; freight at purchase1s’ expeuse.

SEVEN SQUARE PIANOS OF MORE THAN ORDINARY MERIT

Chickering, Boston—Seven octaves, handsomely carve d rose-
wood case of latest design, full r ch tone
and in fine condition.

Emerson, Boston—Seven and one-third octaves, richly carved

rosewood case, four round cormers,

5 finished same back and front, a fine
piano and in first rate order,

B o st on—Samé as above, but in still belter condi-

35 tion and in more elaborately carved case,

Chic:ering, Boston—Seven octaves, richly carved rosewood
crse with four round corners, and finlshed
samne back and front, beautiful tone and

in splendid condition.

Steinway & Sons, W.¥Y.—Standard of the World—seven octaves,
richly carved rosewood case of latest
pa tern, and in fine condition, fo'ir round
corners. finished same back and front. A
piano of splendid tone and action and

Emerson,
with serpentine and bead mouldings, etc.

Chickering, Bos t on—Seven cctaves, richly carved rosewood
case of most recent design. with heavily
carved scroll legs, etc., fine full tone and

in first class order.

K nabe, Baltimore—Seven and one-third octaves, square
grand, in richly carved rosewood case, which has seen very little service. Toall
50 fine powerful tone and in excellent con- intents and purposes as good as new ;
cost $300. :

dition.
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WARN I NG When vou're dealingat a distance with a firm, it's well to know-who they are. Orme & Son have been established
e~ since 1861 in the Piano and Organ business. Their store is the finest in Canada. 5 flats high, and wh »H{:woted to
musical goois. Your banker orex press agent will tell you how reliable we are—ask them, if necessary. Remember, we stand back of and
guarantee every statement we make. Write us To-day.
These pianos will last longer and give much better satisf
tuning aund attention,
Write at once and secure first choice.

WRITE TO-DAY TO—

' ORME &
Ottawa, Ont.

action than new uprights costiug twice as much, and will 1equire one-tenth the

SON, LIMITED

Established 1861.




