548 (18)

FARM AND DAIRY

LI A

The Second Chance

(Copyrighted)
NELLIE L. McCLUNG
Author of “Sowing Seeds in Danny™
(Continued from last week)

Pearl, the oldest daughter of John Watson, & 0. P.
Man,, recelves a aum of money and starts in to educate b
family. Bhe proves a clever scholar but eeeing that her small brothers a: getting
into bad habits in town, suggests moving the family on to a farm. We are next
Introduced to the children at a country school. Tom Steadman, & bully, fs threshed
by Bud Perkine for striking Liby Ann Osvers. The Wateons again take up their
eduoation at the country mohool. At the Ploneers’ Plenfo, Bill Oavers, father of
Libby Ann, gets drunk and is found dead BSandy Braden, the hotel keeper, deeply
affected, oloses up his saloon in consequence. Mr. Perkine plugs his grain with
frozen wheat and Bud gets the blame. IHe leaves home. Mr. Perkine’ daughter.
Marths, s in love with a young Englisbman on a neighboring farm, Arthur
Wemyss. Arthur is engaged to an Boglish girl, who is shortly to come out and
join him in his new home. On the boat she falls in with another young man

section
reelf and the rest of the

and they are married. The schoolmaster starts to educate Marth
RTHUR came over for his bread | the thought—it’s bright with promise
A that _evening also, and when [—it’s full of love and comfort and
Dr. Emory went to the organ in | home for you
the parlour and began to play he schoolmaster stole away to his
very . one in the house went|room upstairs and took a faded photo-
n 't listen He did not often play | Rraph from an old portfolio and kiss
without being asked, but to-night|ed it tenderly

3 Behind the lace curtains the full
si s himself. The parlour i
:Hm.;:lk““:\l(ifu))\‘x.-.‘l 1 gorgeous affair | Moon, with a golden mist around her

with a large pink globe on which a ”-";'- ;h"nr_ softly i) the oty
stalwart deer, poised on a rock, was : I-'-pd room, and still the old man
about to spring across a rushing |Plaved on, the deathless songs of
stream. But the parlour lamp seemed
to expend all its energy lighting up
the deer and stream and the wreath |

of wild roses on the other side, and |
have very little left for the room. The |
doctor silently commended its dim
light, for it suited his purpose better.

At Mr. Perkins’s request he played
Irish reels and jigs. Mrs, Perkins
had only one favourite, “Home, Sweet
Home,”" with variations; that was the
only tune she was real sure of. When
the Doctor got these two orders filled |
he began the real business 5yl the |
evening with Handel’s “Largo.” Mr. |
Perkins began to yawn and soon took
his departure, closely followed by,
Mrs. Perkins. They unitedly declared |
that they “didn’t like a dlt:-awn_\'
ducky piece like that that hadn’t any
swing to it.”

The Doctor’s fine old eyes were “We Guarantee Pure Syrup "
shining with a real purpose as he| Notice the covered sap pail No chance
played. “I'll suggest their thoushts | for dirt to get in this sap. A scene in

for them,” the old man was chuckling | Brant Ce., Ont.
to himself. “Who can resist these

dreamy love-songs "’ —he was play-
Schubert’s “‘Serenade.”  “Twilight
and music! Tf the moon would only
show her face at the window! I'm
letting loose a whole flock of cupids
Oh, 1 know, I know, I've heard their

youth and love—the sweet, changeless
melodies which have come down the
ks to remind us of the love that stil]
ives, glorious and triumphant,
though the hearts that loved are dust.

whispers—they tell you there is no CHAPTER XXXI.
death or loneliness—or separation S. C " ey
lving little rascals! But sweet. oh,| MRS. CAVERS'S NEIGHBOURS,

wondrously sweet to listen to. Listen
to this, Arthur—it's all yours—Mar-
tha's just as true and pure and sweet

0! the world's a curious compound,
With its honey and its gall,
With its cares and bitter Crosses—

a5 all this—and she loves you, man But a good world after 4l
live, think of that. Sorrow and evil Lot o O
day and death itself will never Y

change Martha—she’s a solid rock for| The people of the neighbourhood

vou to build your soul’s happiness on. [ were disposed to wonder why Mrs,
Dream on now, Arthur, as millions [ Cavers lived on in the old tumble-
have dreamed before you; let your down Steadman house after her hus-

dreams keep pace with this—it will
you on its strong tide—it will
land you safe on the rainbow shore.
It carries me even. and T am old and
full of evil dayvs. What must it be to
you, Arthur, for you are young and
can easily believe, and the girl who
loves you is right beside you. Take

band’s death. ‘““Why doesn’t she go
home to her own people?” they asked
each other—not in any unkindly
spirit, but because they naturally ex-
pected that she would do this. Libhy
Anne had told the children at school
so much about her mother’s lovely
home in Ontario, where her grand-

carry

mother and Aunt Edith still lived, that
the people of the neighborhood had
associated with it the idea of wealth
Unfortunately, they were wrong about
this. Mrs, Cavers’s mother and sis-
ter lived in a pretty white cottage,
just outside one of Ontario’s large
cities, Roses ran aver the porch, and
Morning Glory vines shut in the
small verandah. It was a
refinement and good taste, but not of

wealth or even competence s
Cavers’s only sister, Edith, and the
sweet-faced ‘mother lived there in
peace and contentment, but every
dollar of Edith’s small salary as
milliner’s assistant was needed for
their sustenance

Mrs. Cavers had never let her mo-

ther and sister know what hard times

she had come through. It was her
good gift that she could hide her
troubles even from them. Even now

her letters were cheerful and hopeful,
the kindness of her neighbours being
often their theme. She made many
excuses for not coming home to live
She was afraid the damp winters
would not agree with Libby Anne:
she had not disposed of all her stock
and machinery yet. These and other
reasons she gave, but never the real
one. She knew how hard it was to
find a situation in Ontario, and now,
faded and wrinkled and worn as she
was, what chance had she among the
many? She would stay in the West
and get a_position as housekeeper on
a farm. She could earn her own liv-
ind Libby Anne's, and Libby
would go to school

Anng
Mrs. Cavers was a brave woman,
and faced the issues of life without a
murmur.  She told herself over and
over again that she should be thank-
ful that she had her health and such
kind friends and neichbours But
someti'nes at night when Libby Anne
was siecping, and she sat alone by
the fire. the weariness of the years
rolled over her. If she could see her
mother, she often thought, and feel
once more that gentle touch of sym-
pathy that never fails, if she could
creep into her mother's arms, as she
had often done as a child, and cry
away all the pain and sorrow she had
ever known—she could forget that life
had held for her so much of ill
The Watsons’ gift of two hundred
dollars came like a prisoner’s release,
for with it she could go home, She
and Libby Anne would have a visit
at home anyway. Then she would
come back on the harvesters’ excur-
sion and work for three months dur-
ing the busy time, and perhaps go
home again. She would not think of
the future beyond that—it was enough
to know that she and Libby Anne
would go home in the spring.
It was in February that Libby Anne

ing eyes so alarmed Pearl that next
day she sent a note by her father,
who was going to Millford, to her
friend, Dr. Clay.

Dr. Clay went out at once to see
Libby Anne, and, without alarming
Mrs. Cavers, made a thorough exam-
ination of the child’s lungs, He found
that one of them undoubtedly was
affected

Mrs. Cavers was telling him about
their proposed journey east, which
the generous gift from the Watsons

be over then
The doctor's face was turned away.
How could he tell her? He could not
tell her here in this forsaken, deso-
Iate little house. ““Come for a drive,
Mrs. Cavers,” he said at last. ‘‘Let
me take you and Libby Anne over to
see Mrs, Perkins and Martha Tt
will do you both good.”

rs. Cavers gladly assented, but

home of |

though

are passing by.

May 1
would going out hurt Libh,
“‘Oh, no!” the doctor ;
“the fresh air will do her
| When they drove into
yard, Martha and Mrs. Per
ly welcomed them The
some calls to make across
but he would be back in t
the home hefore dark, he

The children can be taugh
great help in caring for the

tell Martha, for Dr, Clay
one else who knew her, ha
that Martha's quiet ways we
strength. Martha would ki
to do

He told her in a few word

“Has she a chance?"
tha, quietly.

“‘She has a good chance
swered. “‘It is only in an »
but she must be put in a t
in bed, and have plenty of
ing food; either that or she
sent to a sanitarium."
“Where is there one?
asked’

“*At Gravenhurst, Muskok
“Oh, not among
said quickly.

““But her mother can’t he
with her,” said the doctor
Martha stood still for
ments with one hand on
ettle’s shining lid. Then s}
“The tent can be put up her
vard,” she said. ‘‘Mother a
help Mrs. Cavers. I'll ask fa
mother, but I'm sure they'll
ing. They never went bac
neighbour. We must give Lil
her chance.”

stranger

took a cold. When she had been away [ The doctor looked at her
from school a few days Pearl Watson | miration. “Will you tell Mrs
went over to see what was wrong. M"‘",h"" You're the best or
Libby ‘Anne’s flushed face and burn. | her.”

“All right,” she answered

tell her,”

The doctor drove away with
reverence in his heart for t
Martha Pearl had told hi
Martha’s hopes and fears,

great ambition she had for a
tion

““She won't have mu
to improve her mind now,
to himself “‘She never |
She may not be a
with the binomial theorem,
has a heart of gold, and th

had made possible. They would go|important. I wonder what
just as soon as Libby Anne's cold got | thinking. He's foolish to g
hetter now—the damp weather would |the tow-haired ,Thursa wher

(To be continued)
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Straighten up! Look at
sky and the green hills on
while. Keeping the eyes fixc
gray carth all the time makes
color blind. Away yonder is
for weak eyes and woak hear

Anne}

Very Young Poultry Women

try. The little daughtors of
Matehett, Peterboro Co., Ont.,
rounding up their gecse for
tion of an editor of Farm &
are starting in early to take

in poultry

Mrs. Perkins had taken th
into the parlour the doctor
Martha into the kitchen. |

spoke
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