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- have thought it all out.

But he is one of the village crowd. The
—some one who

business needs a head:
will check Henri’s impulsiveness. Then,
there is mother.”

. “But I-should be able to look afer

" mother,” interrupted Jean!

“You—you will be going to Ottawa,
where life is- less monotonous,”. answered
the man firmly, as he turned towards
the rear.door.

Back to the porch, with its view of ser-

enity, Jean went slowly. But she was

conscious only of a heaviness of spirit
and a5 the night shadows fell, her soul

was a living, throbbing conflict of self

and sacrifice, reason and emotion.

Then in the starlight, she stole out of
doors, seekjﬁlg her brother in the orchard.
“Listen, Norman,” she explained. “I

You are to re-
spond to the Empire’s call, and I will
take your place in the business. Henri
Amiro will continue as foreman. You

, shall teach me much before you leave.
Remember, I studied business at college.
This fishing business has been familiar
to me since babyhood.”

The man stared hard, then exclaimed
roughly: “You will be sacrificing too
much—you with your vivacity will stag-
nate in the monotony of the vi
Henri Amiro’s help, you might eke out a
living; but the dividends would doubtless
be small.”

“I, too, have heard the Empire’s call.”
The girl spoke low in a tone of marked
Intensity. “It is the call to serve at
home—to send you out to fight for those
helpless Belgians. What if we do make
but a mere living? Are we not all prone
to sacrifice these days?”

The man turred to the girl, catching
both her hands in a grip within his own.
“l understand. God bless you, little
sister. I accept your sacrifice. I respond
to the Empire’s call.”

.And Norman MacBurney went overseas
with the First Canadian Contingent, leav-
ing Jean head of the fishing business and
advisor to the French Canadian village.

Relying upon Henri Amiro, whose cap-
able understanding readily assumed the
management, she interested herself in
studying the business. There were hours
of earnest concentration, when she en-
deavored to grasp details.

Later the duties proved less exacting,
and Jean MacBurney was conscious of a
dullness. She must find some new pur-
pose to occupy her thoughts.

Always among the villagers, she found
the women knitting—knitting. The older
women spun and carded the wool that
furnished the yarn that the younger knit
into socks for the boys overseas.

Jean MacBurney determined to master
the art of knitting. But her dilatory
progress irritated her. She was anxious
to send forth some handiwork.

_ Ah! now she had it. There was a call
for clothing for the Belgian sufferers.
She would busy herself in preparing a
baby’s outfit. She was skilled in the
art of fine needlework. With great care
she selected the sheerest of materials
and day after day labored over the tiny
garments. Often when the soft folds of
a gown carressed her arms, she buried
her cheeks in its depths and hummed a
lullaby.

The words of Pauline Johnson’s Indian
lullaby sang in her heart. She would
fain have set these words to music, but
the air seemed withheld from her.

“Little brown baby-bird, lapped in your
nest,
Wrapped in your nest,
Strapped in your nest;
Your straight little cradle board rocks
you to rest;
Its hands are your nest,
Its bands are your nest;
It swings from the down-bending branch
of the oak;
You watch the camp flame, and the curl-
ing grey smoke;
But, oh, for your pretty black eyes sleep
is best;—
Little brown baby of mine, go to rest.”

Then the little outfit, perfect in every
particular, was finished and packed be-
tween sheet of baby-blue papers. Im-
pulsively the girl sat down at her desk
and wrote breathlessly the letter that
revealed her soul:

“Dear Little Mother of the Wonder Babe:

“My heart goes over seas with this little
bundle. Into each tiny garment, my fin-
er~ have woven love, heart lullabys and
tonder thoughts. I have named your

e. With

child the ‘Wonder Babe.’ Is it not true
that in the midst of your nation’s great
conflict and sorfow, the birth of a babe
is still wonderful? -Perhaps when you
first crush him in your arms, the anxiety
and sorrow may over-weight the joy of
his coming. Will you not remember
one,- whose privilege of motherhood may
be forever depied because of the same
terrible war, ‘that in one hour crushed
all her hopes of love and motherhood.
“Your Canadian sister,
“Jean MacBurney.”

She tucked the note inside the bundle,
which she despatched to a Red Cross
shipping office. Afterwards, when her
enthusiasm had cooled, she wondered
that she had written the letter. The

little Belgian mother, to whom might: Written in French.

fall the bundl& of clothing, would have
no knowledge of English, and could not
read the letter.. , _
Then in the stress of duty, which over-
crowded the days and the months follow-
ing, Jean MacBurney forgot the bundle of
clothing and the note. She organized a
Red Cross society, systematizing the
knitting of the energetic French Canadian
women. She emptied the drawing room
of thg Grande House, coverting it into
a sewing room, - where the village met
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weekly and prepared boxes to be sent
over seas.

“It is the heart of Mademoiselle,” com-
mented Julie Boudreau; ‘ much-generous
is she. Her time—her- home, she give it
to the cause.” ,

True it was that Jean MacBurney was
growing to understand the women of the

village—and they were looking to her for -

advice and organization. Yet, she failed
to reach them as her mother reached
them. She had not learned the secret of
getting down to their level—of being
just one of them.

Then one day, when the great war had
been in progress over a year, there came
to her a letter bearing the censor’s mark.
Curiously she opened it. But it was
Her meagre knowl-
edge of that language was little help in
her attempt to read it, so she carried it
to Julie Boudreau, who translated it for

her. “Somewhere in Belgium.
“Dear Mademoiselle of the Generous
Heart: -

“You would be glad to know the destina~
tion of your baby bundle. Yet, to you,
I am a stranger. I serve our noble King
Albert of Belgium in the fighting ranks.
Not always so.. Before the great scourge
I served the nobility as surgeon.
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\“All was beautiful—the homes—the
ardens  Life all a song! Then the great
eluge breaks. Every man gras
sword-—our women_ trampled 5:) n
the crush. And one so dear—so helpléss—
my heart not withstand the app. I
marry to protect her Not the ‘great,
throbbing love—the dream of man’s soul
But I was glad with her. { o3
“For a little month I kept her hidden.
Then all in a night, the hoofs of the
enemy trample the viila.ge to destruction.

_That little girl missing My heart of agony

search—search all in vain.

_“Then one day—not a month gone
since, I am commissioned to escort those
who are refugees across to the English
country. There I find my . little girl—
weak and broken. That night, in the
English refugee home, did she give birth
to our little son. Then her soul goes out,
Maybe it is best so—no more pain—all
peace. \

“But the boy—left a Belgian refugee.

Not one alone, but of the thousands.
The mother, she worry much because no
little garments ready for the baby com-
ing. Your labor would be all repaid
could you, dear Mademoiselle, have seen
the joy that did radiate her face the hour

" that the Sister laid in her arms your little
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‘Get This 5-Passenger Ford Car for a Dollar

Be the first to éstimate correctly the number of kernels in N
Four Pounds of No. 1 Northern Wheat and you win this car

PROF. 8. A. BEDFORD

Supt. Manitoba Demonstration Farms, Chairman
Provincial Weeds Commission, who selected the
4-1b. sample of No. 1 Northern Wheat, and who
will open and officially count it on June 1st.

Contest Closes June 1st

L

Read the Conditions

This automobile will be given to the

rson who first sends us the nearest correct estimate of the

number of kernels in four pounds of wheat, the estimates to be accompanied by one or more subscrip-

tions to THE NOR’-WES'
by the Chief Grain Inspector’'s Office Winnt
intendent Manitoba Demonstration Farms, an

Northern, perhaps half Red Fife and half Marquis, we! A
deposited in the vaults of the National Trust Co. for safe keeping, where it will remain un

FARMER for not less than one year. T
, under the supervision of Prof. 8. A. Bedford, 8
sealed by him,

uper-,
It is a good average sample of No. 1
aulbs.perm‘euured bushel nphmhasn
June 1st,

when it will be opened and officially counted by Prof. Bedford. All subscriptions must be for .
fide farmers living in Manitoba, Saskatchewan, Alberta or Ontario west of Fort Willlam, but anyone

can send them in, REMEMB
accompanying them are for bonafide farmers.

The Nor’'-West Farmer
It 1s published in Winnipeg on the 5th and 20th of

isYWestern Canada’s®oldest farm paper.

month, and is the only farm paper coverl:? this t?e:ld Ylllnm substgrle%tlon
ormation of interest ery

per year. Each issue is full of valuable i

ER: Estimates will not be credited unless the subscriptions .

-4/\ :
ce is not more than Sl.ﬁg
‘estern farmer.

How Many Estimates Do You Get?

‘The regmar‘subscrlgu
year $2.00; four years, $2.50; five years, $3.00

ontprice of The Nor'-West Farmer is $1.00 perfyear; two years, $1,50; three
et . A subscription for one year earns one estimate, two

yea{gs three estimates, three years five estimates, four years seven estimates, and five years
a’ e

Boys and Girls!

Here’s a great chance for you to win an automobile.
The first most nearly correct estimate that we recelve up to June 1st will win the

estimates at once.

automobile without further expense. Use the coupon. If more than one subscription is
Iso be sure to state to whom estimates are to be

How to Make Your Estimate

In making your estimate it is not necessary to count every kernel.

in names and estimates on separate sheets. Al
credited.

Get the subscriptions and send in your
, send

‘Take one ounce, or half¥s

pound, count the exact number of kernels and from that estimate the number of kernels in our 4-

g‘ound sample.
armer. It s easy to get sul

scriptions.
NOwW!

Only subscrlgtlons from bonafide farmers count.
If you wish sample copy let us know.

Everybody knows The Nor’-West
Use the coupon

Address all letters to

THE NOR'-WEST FARMER LTD.

- WINNIPEG, CANADA

Enclosed please ind $....................

credit these estimates to.. ... .

THE NOR'-WEST FARMER, Winnipeg, Canada

MIPos s 5 no v miois o 0 B9 66 B 0 5E0 SRS web Fomsaas 3 PO s 5 ses sumwomngars samonwes v S T—
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