
THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

chance to

-lamations
very kind,
iù did flot
>ut-that
appreciate

Bat suent
followed,

>on during

ý.Every-
our before
uglas was
Van Dyke

ia I)odge.
[rs. Doug-
rest, most
ier in the
uy a.hat.
rom those
ble, to a
i wear a
E)wers she
1 it under
at alinost

Le caught
ber waste

couldn't
Iremem-

other folks' 'littie ones. Iu the baak of
the buggy she hadn't forgotten ta put,
burried as she was, a large bag of sugar
cookies and some real maple sugar that
had beau sent ta ber from Ontario.

Amelia was in bed in the "-spare room"
off the parlor, and Jîm. in bis well-
meant, masculinc effort ta be useful, bad
built such a roariiïg lire in the seldom-
used hall stove that most of the bouse
was fllled with amoke.

"Land sakes!" was Mely's feeble greet-
ing, as she recognized her cousin tbrough
the blue haze. "Sa you did git bere,
Nance! 1I didn't want Jim ta tell you
'bout this, knowin' bow busy you always
be, but he was set on bavin' you. Poor
Jim, be's as beiplesa as a baby withont
me!)

"«Jim tells me your seedin' is over,"1
said Nancy, as she tied on a dlean apron.

"Yes, an' aint it lueky? I bail tbree
men ta cook for up tili yesterday."

"An' no belp T"
"Wbere can yon git belp nowadays,

Nanca! "Course, Dolly belped some, but
her bein' only eigbt,se-

'I suppose the cbildreu aren't homefrom sehool yet?"
"Well, Fred didn 't go to-day. Ha's ont

iu the barn halpin' Jim. Doliy an' Mar-
janie they'll be home soon uow. I think
four o'clock's just struck. Now Nance,

don 'ty ou git to tiria' yourself ont. 1
bope this aUnt puttin' you ot--"

'Quit fussin' now, Melyl I been here
afore. Guess I know wvhere things is
kept. I'm goin' to make yau some nice
cbicken brotb right away.- l'Il have Jim
kili a good, fat ben-"

"We're savin' ail the fowl tbiâ year,
Nance, to sel-"2

"Youubush rigbt up Mely Banks!"
"But---
"Not a word!"
Mely pleated 'a corner of the sheet in

tbin, bot fingers. A hien to be killed on
ber account! Wby only last nigbt Jim
bad told ber they wvould bave to retÏench
more than ever.

"A hen costs a beap nowadays, Nance,"
she began, after a moment, ber eyes fol-
lowing Nancy as she bustled about, put-
ting the raom to rights. "Tbere's Oxo
tablets in the pantry. 1 like Oxo broth
real well. Jim an' me were-we're sort
of economizin' this yar-"$

"Economizin', eb?" snorted Nancy,
turning around sbarply. "Queer sort of
ecanomizin' I eall it, with Jim buyin' a
new driver not a month ago an' puttin'
in tbem fancy fixiu's in the barn au' a
second cement root-cellar he ain't no caîl
for, wbile that kitehen of yours.-oh, 1
bad a peep into it afore I came i!

"Kitchen T" echoed Amelia, weakly.
«Oh, y es; I know it ain't been improved
any, but it's only the kitchen, Nance.
1-J,

"It's where you spend close on to four-
teen hours a day, jest. the same!1 But

there, I sure- dldn't meSn to 1are Up go
qucan' git you worked Up when »~e

doctar lgaid Vou was to be kept quiet. Lsy
your. head over more on to the piUgIPW 
try to, git some sleep now. l'Il pull down
the blind. There 1"

And Nancy went ont to the kîtobon.
She stood for a moment on the threshold
looking about ber.

"Economy Y" abe murmured, wth
doleful shake of ber 'head. 'IThey aint
got no notion of eeonomy."

This was the scene of poor Mely's di1ly
grind. Here nearly two-thirds of her-lii.
was Iived, for, ailowing the customsry
twenty-four hours to a day, the avo&sge
farmer's wife aleepe rather lema than six
hours, though medical' science and her
own commun sense tefl'ber that aie
ought to sloop for eight bours, at lest.

The kitchen was badly -ligbted. Tbe
floor was dlean but uneven, býing zwsd
of sof t wood tbat bad sprung and wsrped
ber. and tbere. The wailpapor WaS
least twelve years old sudlIok tweîty
There was a tbree-incb stoe twn
kitchen and dining-room. Te~al
narrow psntry waà as dark ' se a wolf'
mouth, baving, of course, no windo*.,

"An' don't I know ll" tbougbt Nancy.
«When 1 ws here the time-Marjobl.wsa
born, I wont ithere, te, git à haaM i6f
dried appls an'Irun my armuno to the
elbow in a atone jar of soap lye by'Md-
take t"

- There was no refrigerator, ne himde
pump, no place suficiently ro inl
wbich to hang cloties u &ý
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The MAing Over of Sunrise Farm
By E. G. Bayne

Nancy Hsrtmaa settled berself com-
fortably itbe big rocker by the coal
stove snd took up hier knitting.

"Now, I ain't gain' ta stir out of this
tii supper time," sbe said decidediy and
fetcbed a sigh of relief. "Bain' a farm-
ce's wife is sure no cincli-on your feet
from four in the mornin' an' nu Iet-up
tili along 'bout two in the afternoon, Cy!
Now, yuu mind an' wipe tbem feet of
yours'y afore you set foot in ttins bare
room"
Cyrus out iu tbe kiteben changed bis

cowbide boots for easy slippers, and
presentiy entered.the cosy sitting-room,
yesterday's Winnipeg momning paper in
one hand and his old spectacle-case in
the other.

"Fine weather fer' ducks, eh MaT" he
queried good-humoredly. "You an' me
had oughter be durn glad we don't bey ta
turn out a day like this."

it was, indead, a raw, wet, altogethér
disagreeabie spring day with an east
wind that sent a wet drizzle whipping
against the window-panes and bent à
row of thin poplar, along the fence, al-
most double.

"It'd be jest my lnck, tbougb," Nancy
observed, as she drew up a fresb leash of
yamn with a broad sweeping movameut
of bier lef t arm. "Jest my luck ta be
called over ta Brown's ta see a sick cbild
or down ta Jake Willis' place ta doctor
up ad Sairay Ann's rbeumatiz."

"Tbat's cuz you're the best bome nurse
in the province," returned Cy, promptly.
'Anybody that eau do tbings better'n the
average run is sure ta be called on. Now,
if yau badn't gone an' married an old
roastar like me you might a' been bead
matron of a big bospital by now, or

Thi telephone baileutcntl upan Cy's
voice.

"Now, wbo on airth-" b. was
beginning.

Nancy stoppad counting stitches and
laid ber work down.

"Tbat's Jim Bank's ring-two long an'
two short," she said-, rising. 'II guess it's
Amelia callin' up ta get that recipe for
sbortbread I promisad lber."

She went ta the telephona and took
down the receiver, while Cy paused in
the act of turning a sbeet of bis paper ta
listan ta the one-sided conversation.

"Hello! Yes, this is Hartman's.
Yes, I tbought it was Banks'. . . . You
don't say! . . . Weil, well, that sure is
too bad, Jm'~ How did it happen?

* .. elI, : l~t a bit surprised, s0
tbere! I alýays said as bow tbem cellar
steps 'd be the means of a broken-
What's that? . .1 . Can't you get some-
one else, Jim? . . . Oh well, 1 guess I
couid, then. Cy ain't no great hand at
cookin', but I guess lie won't poison him-
self for a day. Well, I'm glad she's
restin' easier. . . . Yes, l'Il go rigbt
down. Good.bye."

Nancy bung up the recaiver and turned
ta Cy. "Do you think you could rustle
your own grub for a day or two, Cy?
Mely Banks fell down the celar steps
this mornin' an' broke bier leg an' the
doctor says it'll be a six-waeks' session
in bed for bier. Jim wants me to run
down an' stay witb tbem tili hie can git

"Sure, I can git along! Take the sorral
mare, Nance. She goes twicet as fast as
the gray. Wait-lIl go an' bitcb bier
'wbile yau git ready. But now, see bere
Nance, jest "a ord: Don't you go ta
workin' yoursalf sick fer Jim Banks!
Reuember that he's wortb a cool twenty
thousand!"

"Oh, neyer fear, Cy. There ain't nobody
eau tell me anytbing 'bout Jim I don t
know already. Ain't MeIy my own firat
cousinT"i

Nancy hurriedly packed a small grip,
and in less than ten minutes was on lber
Way ta Sunrise Farm, eight miles ta the
e'as. She was a plump, good-looking
woman, weli set np, and with a keen
though kindly eye, and she ivas fifteen
years yotunger than ber husband, whose
second wife she was. Two compelling
motives had called ber out of ber coin-
fortable home on a day like this, the cal!
of the suffcring ta which neyer yet had
~'e turned a deaf ear, and her love for
littie folkq. Jim Banks had six children.
three of them still at home, and Naney
being childless barsaîf neyer lost flfl
portunity ta play fairy godmother ta
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