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ing and let them have it their own

When the professor came up the 
aiale everybody leaned forward to 
have a good look at him. “He is just 
like folks only for his hair,” Pearl 
thought. Pearl lifted Danny 01 her 
knee and told him to look alivt now. 
Sho knew what they were there for.

home of one 
prosperous farmers.”

The farm buildings were in goo, I 
repair; a large red hern with whit, 
trimmings surmounted by a ereakin 
windmill; a long, low machine^he. 
■lied with binders, seeders, disc-har 
rows—everything that is noeded foi 
the seed-time and harvest and all t 

ween a large stone 
square and gray, lonely and ban 
without a tree or shrub around it 
Mr. Motherwell did not like vines 01 
trees around a house. They were apt 

attract lightning and bring vermin 
Potatoes grew from the road to th. 

house; and around the front door, as 
high as the veranda, weeds flourishe., 
in abundance, undisturbed and un 
noticed.

Behind the cookhouse a bed of pop 
pies flamed scarlet against the general 
sombreness, and gave a strange touch 
of color to the common gray ness 
They seemed out of place in the bus\ 
farmyard. Everything else was there 
for use. Everybody hurried but the 
poppies ; idlers of precious time, sui 
gestive of slothful sleep, they held 
up their brasen faces in careless in 
difference.

Sam had not planted them—you 
may be sure of that. Mrs. Motherw, li 
would tell you of an English girl she 
had had to work for her that summer 
who had brought the seed with her 
from England, and of how one dav 
when she sent the girl to weed on 
urns, she had found her blubberin 
and crying over what looked to Mrs 
■Motherwell nothing more than weeds 
The girl then told her she had broughi 
the seed with her and planted it there 
She was the craziest thing, this Polly 
Bragg She went every night to see 
them because they were like a “bn

creature she was I 
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of his kind, clever gymnastics, and 
perhaps to show how limber they are ; 
runs and trills, brilliant execution, one 
hand after the other in mad pursuit, 
crossing over, back again, up and 
down in the vain endeavor to come 
up with the other hand; 
diminuendo, trills again I 

Danny yawned widely.
“When’s he goin* to 

asked sleepily.
Mrs. Francis watched Danny eager

ly. The musical sense was Heble to 
wake up any minute. But 1 would 
have to hurry, for Daniel Mulcahey 
was liable to go to sleep any minute.

Pearl was disgusted with the Pro
fessor and her thoughts fell into vul
gar baseball slang.

‘‘Playin’ to the grand stand, ain’t 
tV 1l.n8t?ad, 0 Pettin’ down to work. 
1 hat 11 do for ketch and toss. Play 
the game ! Deliver the goods !”

Then the professor began the full 
arm chords with sudden fury, writh
ing upon the stool as he struck the 
angry notes from the piano. Pearl’s 
indignation ran high.

“He s lost his head—he's up in the 
air!” she shouted, but the words were 
lost in the clang of musical discords.

But wait! Pearl sat still and listen
ed. There was something doing. It 
was a Welsh rhapsodie that he was 
playing. It was all there, the moun- 
tains and the rivers, and the towering 
cliffs with glimpses of the sea where 
waves foam on the rocks, and sea- 
fowl wheel and scream in the wind, 
and then a bit of homely melody as 
the country folk drive home in the 
moonlight, singing as only the Welsh 
esn sing, the songs of the heart; 
song of love and home, songs of death 
and sorrowing, that stab with sudden 
sweetness. A child cries somewhere in 
the dark, cries for his mother who will 
come no more. Then a burst of patri
otic fire as the people fling defiance 
at the conquering foe, and hold the 
mountain passes till the last man 
falls. But the glory of the fight and 
the march of many feet trail off into 
a wailing chant—the death song of the 
bravo men who have died. The widow 
mourns and the little children weep 
comfortless in their mountain home, 
and the wind rushes through the for
est, and the river foams furiously 
down the mountain, falling in billows 
of lace down the rocks, and the sun 
shines over all, cold and 

“Why, Pearlie Watson,* what are 
you crying for?” Mrs. Francis whis
pered severely. Pearl’s sobs had dis
turbed her. Danny lay asleep on 
Pearl s knees, and her tears fell fast 
on his tangled curls.

“I ain’t cryin,” I ain’t cryin’ a bit. 
You leave me alone,” Pearl blubber- 
er rudely shaking off Mrs. Francis’s 
shapely hand.

Mrs. Francis was shocked. What in 
the w°r|d was making Pearl cry?

The next morning Mrs. Francis took 
her little red note book to enter 
the result of her experiment, and sat 
looking long and earnestly at its 
pages. Then she drew a writing pad 
toward her and wrote an illuminative 
article on “Late Hours a Frequent 
cndFrU”ful Ceuee Hf Irritab'i'ty in
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! Continued from taut week)
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button on it, and there was not one 
pin needed. Pearl felt she was just as 
well dressed as the little girl on the 
starch box. Her only grief was that 
when she had on her coat—which was 
also new, and which rep 
half month of Camilla’s wages—the 
velvet on her dress did not show. 
But Camilla, anticipating this diffi
culty, laid back the fronts in stunning 
lapels, and to complete the arrange
ment, put one of her own lace collars 
around the neck of the coat, the ends 
coming down over the turned-back 
fronts. When Pearl looked in the 
glass she could not believe her eyes!

Mr. Francis did not attend piano 
recitals nor the meetings of the Brow
ning Club. Mrs. Francis was often 
deeply grieved with James for his 
indifference in regard to these mat
ters. But the musical sense in James 
continued to slumber and sleep.

The piano recital by Professor 
Weisman was given under the auspic
es of the Ladies ’Aid of the Method
ist Church, the proceeds to be given 
toward defraying the cost of repairs 
on the parsonage.

The professor was to be assisted by 
local talent, it said on the program
mes. Pearl was a little bit disappoint
ed about the programmes. She had 
told Danny that there would be a 
chairman who would say: “I see the 
first item on this here programme is 
remarks by the chair, but as yea all 
know I ain’t no hand at makin’ a 

»ch we’ll pass on to the n
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thought of Danny. She fished into 
the waste-paper basket for her lit
tle red note-book and with her silver 
mounted pencil she made the follow-

•on for it in the world, her gettiu 
more wages than she ever got befor.
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up and take the fever—you never can 
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Mus. Sense Developed. If so, When. 
If not, How, and at Once.

She read on feverishly.
Iierself to be in the throes

Then
always so practical, she thought.

To Camilla she elaborated the 
points of Dr. Parker’s theory of the 
awakening of the musical sense, read-
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listened 
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°’“lod
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Camilla was ready.
Take him to hear Professor Weis

man play,” she said. “The professor 
will give his recital here on the 16th.”

Mrs. Francis wrote rapidly. “1 be
lieve” she said looking up, “your sug
gestion is a good one. You shall 
have the credit of it in my notes.”

Plan of awakening musical 
suggested by C—.

Camilla smiled. “Thank you Mrs.
Francis. You are very kind.”

When Camilla came back to the 
kitchen and took the biscuits from the 
oven, she laughed softly to herself.
“This is going to be a good time for 
some further suggestions. Pearl must 
go with Danny. What a treat it will 
be for poor little Pearl. Then we 
must have a new suit for Danny, new 
Dress for Pearl, new cap for D.. new 
hat for P., all suggested by C. There 
are a few suggestions which C. will 
certainly make.”

On the evening of the Professor’s 
recital there were no two happier peo-
pi. in ‘he audience tb.n P.erli. Wat f'.^' ,„'r thl,
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Sam Motherwell and his wife were

was built Sam had given twenty-fi u 
dollars toward it, the money having 
been secured in some strange way I y 
the wiles of Purves Thomas, the c, I- 
lector. Everybody was surprised t 
ham s prodigality. The next year a 
new collector—for Purves Thomas h. J 
gone away—called on Mr. Motherwell 

(Continued next week.)
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and change, 
the housoke

speech we II p
item.” But there was not a sign u. „ 
chairman, not even a chair. The peo
ple just came up themselves without 
anybody telling them, and did their 
of'bold'to peDt|back' l°°ked sort 

First the choir came in and sang • 
“Praise Waiteth for Thee, () Lord, in 
Zion.” Pearl did not like the way 
they treated her friend Dr. Clay. 
Twice when he began to sing a little 
piece by himself, doing all right, too, 
two or three of them broke in on him 
and took the words right out of his 
mouth Pearl had seen people get 
slapped faces for things like that.
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CHAPTER VII. 
Manitoba's Prosperous 

Farmers”
A 14 K gold fountain pen, sent 

free for one new yearly subscript,-n 
to harm and Dairy at «1. P 
you won one yetP Better try to-d„v. 
They are first-class in every respe-1. 

• • •
Have you forgotten to renew your 

subscription to Farm and Dairy?

"One of

Mr. Samuel Motherwell was a weal- 
w V„îan?leï..who ,ived B few miles from 
Millford. Photographs of Mr. Mother- 
well s premises may be seen in the 
agricultural journals, machinery cata
logues, advertisement# for woven wire,

-«"lithem

In.


