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SsiSilSSter lived m a pretty white cottage, ly welcomed them. The 2 
juat outside one of Ontario's large some calls to make across ,hr >3 
nties. Roses ran over the porch, and but he would be back in t, ,"2 
Morning Glory vines shut in the the home before dark he s id ui
small verandah. It was a home of __ ' "«I

nement and good taste, but not of 
wealth or even competence. Mrs 
Cavers’s only sister. F.dith, and the 
sweet-fared mother lived there in
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but everypeace and contentment, bu 
dollar of Edith’s small sa 
milliner’s assistant was nee 
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 het 
troubles even from them. Even now 
her letters were cheerful and hopeful, 
the kindness of her neighbour- being 
often their theme. She made many 
excuses for not coming home to live 
She was afraid the damp winters 
would not acree with I.ibbv 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 
find a situation in Ontario, and n- 
faded and wrinkled and worn as sne 
was, "hat chance had she among the

A RTIH'R came over for his bread the thought—it's bright with premise mJ!iny ' . Shc x?nu,d s,av in ,hc West
/X that evening also, and w*hen —it’s full of love and comfort and Ür grt acP°s"l0P,as housekeeper on
* * Dr. Emory went to the organ in home for you.’’ r 1,1 rm f»ne could earn her own liv-
the parlour and began to play. The schoolmaster stole away to his T* and Libby Anne’s, and I.ibby
every one jn the house went room upstairs and took a faded photo- Annt wou,d K° to school,
in to listen. Me did not often play fffaph from an old portfolio and kiss- Mrs Cavers was a brave woman, 
without being asked, but to-night rd it tenderly. and fac'd the issues of life without a
he suggested it himself. The parlour Behind the lace curtains the full murmur-, She told herself over and
lamp was lighted, a gorgeous affair |noon' with a golden mist around her ?v.cr aRR*n that she should be thank-
with a large pink globe on which a J?c*« shone softly into the dimly- [*?' that she had her health and such
stalwart deer, poised on a rock, was I'yhted room, and still the old man kind friends and neighbours. But
about to spring across a rushing Played on, the deathless songs of sompt ties at night when I.ibbv Anne
stream. But the parlour lamp seemed____ *'as sleeping, and she sat alone hv
to expend all its energy lighting up MUH * mm j m « ' mj ’he Ht*, 'he weaiin*ss of the years
the deer and stream and the wreath I itjMT ro**e 1 nvrr her If she could see her
of wild roses on the other side, and JKfcr !> Ë fY § f mother, she often thought, and feel
have very little for the room. The WÊ' onr«" more that gentle touch of sym-
doctor commended its dim j pathy that fails, she could
light, for it suited his purpose better. , freep into her mother’s arms, as she sent to a sanitarii

At Mr. Perkins’s request he played ,ad of,.fn done a child, and cry “Where the
Irish reels and jigs. Mrs. Perkins away all the pain and sorrow she had asked.
had only one favourite, “Home, Sweet fv^r rn,jW?~ , e cou*d forget that life “At Gravenhurst, Muskoka
Home.” with variations . that was the h'dh,ld, h7 much of ill "Ob. not among stranger- " ,u
only tune she was real sure of. When . ,,he Watsons gift of two hundred said quickly,
the Doctor got these two orders filled dollars came like a prisoner’s release, "But her mother can’t be left .,1 »
he began the real business of the 0r WI,‘.“ “ could go home. She w'th her," said the doctor,
evening with Handel's "Largo " Mr. and Libby Anne would have a visit Martha stood still for mi.™ m-
Perkins began to yawn and soon took i at hoi7le anyway. Then she would ments with one hand on ibr
his departure, closely followed bv rPme back °" ***** harvesters’ excur- kettle’s shining lid. Then sj, .wi,
Mrs. Perkins. They unitedly declared “l0n and »°*k for three months dur- “The tent can be put up he., in m
that they “didn’t like a die-away ,he busy time, and perhaps go yard,” she said. "Mother and I «J
ducky piece like that that hadn’t any h°m* again. She would not think of help Mrs. Cavers. I’ll ask fa'her ah!
swing to it.” the future beyond that—it was enough mother, but I’m sure thev’ll be

to know that she and Libby Anne mg They never went back on i 
would go home in the spring. neighbour. We must give Lib v to»1

It was in February that Libby Anne her chance." 
took a cold When she had been away The doctor looked at her with at 
from school a few days Pearl Watson miration. “Will you tell Mrs Cavtr-
ubbvTnU;fl";h;dl,va,1„d,K; ft?" v°“'",hel,esi- -*L 

5KÆr *"'-pass 
“Mi"^ - *• îraM; spsæ

T .Jv’ Vay wcn‘,ou‘ at once to see Martha Pearl had told lui .iboa^KÜT0"°*d,*^1 
Libby Anne, and, without alarming Martha’s hopes and fears, rid tk*Vr,lTivm«ii >u 
Mrs. Cavers, made a thorough exam- *reat ambition she had for a cduo^Vltl TROUGH ANI 
■ nation of the child’s lungs. He found "on “She won’t have mu h time 
ff * T °f lhem undoubtedly was 10 improve her mind now,' !,P sail
Mrs. Cavers was telling him about 'hough. She ma^not Te* JluSd 

their proposed journey east, which "'‘h 'he binomial theorem, >ut ■ _ _
!h/. «Tn7ous *»* fro2?t ‘he Watsons has a heart of gold, and tha s moM J 01,!) Cl 
had made possible They would go important. 1 wonder what Arthur ;■ / V1,1/ V 
lust as soon as I.ibby Anne’s cold got thinking. He’s foolish to grieve lot*

the damp weather would ‘he tow-haired Thursa when uurtni* II 
are passing by."
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affected, oloeee up hie ealoon tn, conaequenoo Mr Perkins plnn hie rraln -uh 
‘ro“" ’heat and Bud gets the blame, n» U.T* home Mr Perl,ine^anrt 1er

Ï™» rass-eïs ra
J°ln him In hi» «» ho« On th. boat ah. fall» In with another young man
and they are married The echoolmaster «tarin to educate Martha.
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Mrs. Perkins had taken the v„„, 
into the parlour the doctoi followed 
Martha into the kitchen. ||, uo j 
tell Martha, for Dr Clay, |,kr cm 
one else who knew her, had |Parnd 
that Martha’s quiet ways wen fulloj 
strength. Martha would know »lm

He told her in a few word'- 
“Has she a chance?" asked 11».] 

tha, quietly.
“She has a good chance, he J 

swered. “It is only in an earlv stavri 
but she must be put in a tent, 
in bed, and have plenty of no’i 
>ng food ; either that or she must k

-re one?’’ M

thrii 
erefore. never
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“ We Guarantee Pure Syrup ”The Doctor’s fine old eyes were

asr *n. sHSbWtj?1
himself. “Who can resist these
amy love-songs ?"-he was play- youth and love—the sweet chamreU»

Schubert’s "Serenade " "Twilight melodies which have come down the 
and music ! If the moon would only ages to remind us of the love that ..ui 
show her face at the window! I’m lives. glorious and triumph m

Oh.TktT î SS: ,h0Ugh ,he — ■«* «
whispers- they tell you there is no 
death or loneliness—or separation- 
lying little rascals ! But sweet, oh, 
wondrouslv sweet to listen to. Listen qil<- Ihi,. Arlhtir—it’s all vour,- Mar- with ÜTÎ” * c»noui compound,

■ live, think of that Sorrow and evil B a KTLW01r»1.after 3,1 
days and death itself will never -James Whitcomb Riley,
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 hrtter now-t

drram, kwp poc, with this—it will band', d.ath "Wh"dov.n't Th. ^ H». nSdX .rffh B r"'d ,i”y'
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CHAPTER XXXI.

MRS. CAVERS’S NEIGHBOURS.
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