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£ —i zTi?, xx Æs
•<n offer of three hundred dollars cash that the world hid
for ,hrm jrW, and planning i„ , very

loving heart could dev, ,0 
up to her. after the f hion el 
Ihers the wide world over

: The Upw' «w

.h
■i*»», ♦*»****<

Love Thj
Mrs. Cavers read the letter with 

istomshment. She had never hoped 
for such a price. "Now, doctor," she 
said, you ve been to me one of the 
best friends any one ever had.

thing—is S indy Braden 
of this?"

Thi fore, if tho 
thi :ih 1 and then 
•hy hi «her hath a 

To Mrs. Cavers, thi ■ -avc "iere thy gil
summer days were full f ' „g ■j 'di" 'by way : fi 
happiness. The quiet .1, ■ ihv hi ther and th
her mother’s home-;|,, ,,:hv k ' -St. Matt

Dr. Cl tv was prepared for the qu-s- , fl rooms, the old-fash ,,a P1 t “T-
'■on and answered evasively. "I’ll w|th its yellow keys j„ ■ l !"■ Has vour brothi 
bring *he rv.n here to see vou—he’s lour- «he dear familiar t, ■’ou? f s0, h'lvp ! 
an old Indiana farmer with lots of walk-all these seemed <2? ■61,0,1 ?nw,,«;['
money, and you know your impie- ,lrpd heart The gard, „ ,r! ?r”pr th
ments are in very good shape. I went l,a«<’h of rihbongras« ,, W|he0nnl.'«l with him o
out with him to the farm, and together ,rpps and "scarlet runner- ne that you
we figured out what the stuff was Ph-asant associations. a, "■ ’ ,en* *° bj* 1

v came in warm aid -ul-4S"rd$ some who
mornin» g|nn vin« ^Ediurch. The Christ 

the small verandah ii ■ ' harbors such the 
ol and pleasant o«, ■ifptably worship Go 

tirs, v avers, lying in the hamt-Hd-o. »ho has ever ; 
was looking at the sweet fare Christian should n
mother, who sat knitting besirf, «hat others I
>11 a ternoen »s she | ,x ther. ■ to*5 not confess h 
nad been thinking of the hot iH*h»« he can to ren 
mavs on the firm which she mu‘tü‘!umbling block in 
face—the busy, husv farte uh„#'n5 doubly* before C 
work his to be done. f0r the Other's keeper. If
be fed Each dav she seemed to iMprof'""' 10 Iov,‘ i,nd 
•t more—the -arlv rising a ’■knowingly doing tha 
long hours, the cons.in, hum ■pifislllg m His sight 
rush, the interminah’e u-.shi- calling, we set
heivv. whiv dishes in a t, ! ■Wore others, and th 
kitch»n. reeking with tobaern t-r#!ponslble for all 
She hid gone through it mini Iesult fr<,m our
cheerfully bravely, for *herr 1 ■ ,:<K« reads our heai 
ways been in her he-r. th« k|"w ourselves, but 
something better—-rood days l!#V|Ve ^im . Our pridi 
surely come, when her husband «# Sat,in in on,'‘ of 
do better .md they would be m'iy whisper
yet. This thought hid su-t we (ccl tba‘ we himany times hi- thP y0o,| L fllT,5”''h ^ be *or,h 
never come, and now-how could ■ p,’rhaps “ ,sn'« ■ 
VO back to it with no hojr" U'®Ji'WiJ>,Kwe w?uldn’, I 
was nothing ahead of her hm ,n*T becn for th«

axxjr- •» ■Mxtâ.zx.ï
Mrs. Cavers sat up ,nd ^9Somolim,'s Satan tc

WesTfo °i’ VCK mn,h, r- " '‘b1 lf we an- ve, 
Wr>t for me: but some dav we’ll J*6? ,hlnKS and if « 
Jj 'ck a vain for another one of -■r’ll>' <« God. He will 
dear lovely visits. I alw n< f,#**1"*. accept our off 
would never reillv be res,,d un#"" us’ Tb's is not 1 
vot back here and hid you to .i.W’1 »a"« our gifts, be 
side me But, of course. | mu**”3.1, “ntl1 «hey ar« 
back for the harvest- it n nallr®far ' bat ar'' full of 
beautiful country, and r-,.... i^ii.W°'t.towards Him, an< 
in the fall of the year, and I hl’i'a, tbaf we must 
some business there which I must#'" 1,1 ,?ur brother, 
and attend to." She did not tellWl11 .wî^ Tree U 
nature of the business W" '«cptably. That

"EI1<I Would Ilk, ,0 h,„ ,«r:o'C, ,:0r"h'“"".d “

jf-ïai.".rS.’ïfciri'SS
the price of a ticket back to Manito# >om. thing that wc 

"I’ve been praying every day si^E°nf «hat we ought 
you came, Ellie, that we « uld M#ps . ""''ug up befon 
need to part again,” her mother#'' th/"Lit is <^d that 
wistfully. "I can’t let s u «o.# Jnd. that He is caUi

f pe.u r of soul whet 
f«o and do as He d

Tell
dig

Q, ^.AD wmt poo’er the giftic gic us, 
Tae see oorsels as ithers see us;

It wad frae monie a blunder free us,
An* foolish notion.—Burns.

• • •

The Second Chance
(Copyright*!)

NELLIE L McCLUNG
Mrs. Cavers shook her head doubt

fully "I know that the stuff is not 
worth more than h If that amount, 
and I know very well that either you 
or Mr. Braden has fixed this up for 
me to let me still feel independent 
and have mv trip back home. I know 
•hat. hut I’m going to take it. doc
tor. without a word. I am not even 
going to try to thank you. I haven’t 
seen mv mother or any of mv own 
people for twelve years. It has been 
mv sweetest dream that some day I 
would go bark home, and now it looks 
j* if the dream were coming true 
I am like a little hungry bov who his 
been looking at a pe-ch in a shoo 
window for davs and davs and days, 
desiring without hope, when sudde-- 
j>! someone comes out and nuts it in 
his h nd he will quite likely run 
away with it without so much as 
th nking his friend, but he’s grate
ful just the same. That’s the wav it 
■s with me, doctor ; I am gritrful

Author of “Sowing Seeds in Danny"

(Continuai from last iretk)

IT seemed to ne quite a natural CHAPTER XXXIV

1IS'«i5ÆÆ.rïSi ™ v,E co*rr*HFART-
for the hand-shaking to begin aill over 0 a j^s wbl,brr, «he clouds have 

re only a handful of . .J**0, , .
very ordinary people in a desolate- ,ne ur,scarred heaven they leave
looking unpainted schoolhouse that . ,?° wakc- ,
dark Sunday afternoon, but a ne» fotffet the tears they
spirit seemed suddenly to have com : a„j »ue 1"r°‘ ,
over them, a new spirit that made And l*}e heart forgets its
them forget their worries and cares, and ache,
their sordid jealousies and little , *ames Russell Lowell,
meannesses, thv spirit of love and During Liby Anne's illness Mrs. 
neighbourly kindness, and there were > avers had been so anxious about her 
some there who remembered that old «hat she had hardly given a thought 
nromise -'bout the other One who will *? anything else : but when the little 
come wherever "two or three are g,r« * perfect recovery seemed assur- 
■Mthered together.” and thought they 
felt the I’nseen Presence.

A few hours later Bud was sitting 
in the cushioned rocking-chair of the 
trrt before a cheerful fire that blared 
in ‘he Klondike heater. On the 
lounge sit his father, mother, and 
Mrs Cavers.

I.ihby Anne, in a pale blue kim 
and wrapped in a warm shawl, was 
on Bud’s knee, holding in her hands 

old locket and a chain, and sav 
ind over to herself in an 

"Bud did

r d
han
Th

' non

the c

x

to nerseit in an 
come back, and

nt good- 
rge. it's great to 

he snid. "and

' M

humour.
kins was in radia 
"By George, it’s 

Buddie home'” he 
our kid h^re gettin' bet’er. 1 
tell you. Buddie, we've h id a 
dull, damp time around here ; 
have he-n pretty blue and with no 
one to heln me with the stock since 
Ted left. I was tellin’ ve about TrJ, 

n’t I? Well. sir. we’ve been 
inst it all right, but

Ther. i. No Plra Lik. Hom.-E.pod.il, . Co„„.„ Homo

eounty reader of Perm and Dairy. B W*lker- • Peterboro

I’m
foolin’ so good I could whoop and 
veil, and still, I kinda feel I shouldn’t.
I’m a good deal like old Bill Mills, 
down n the Postage, th-* time the , ,
boys ‘shivaried’ him. ^'ol| see. just Fd"., ° was confronted again by the 
the day after the first woman was °« «heir future. Libby Asnc’s
buried old Bill started in to paint up lll,\esS' 'f1 spite of the neighbours' 

tard, and as soon as the an5* "'^«or's kindness, had made 
paint was dry he was off huntin' up bo ° In ,br «wo hundred dollars the 
another woman; and he got her. too, "a«sons had given her. She still had 
a strapnin' fine big Crofter girl—by«sTmp money left from her share of 
George ' you should see her milkin’ à 1 croP- hut she would need that for 
cow—1 passed there one day when she «?rw elothes for herselfl and Libby 
was milkin’, and I ran tell you she Annp'* there would be the price of the 
had a big black and white Holstein Vrkr,s' and «he other expenses of the 
cow shakin' to the horns ! Well, Jnu«‘npy. and she must save enough 
anyway, when Bill and the girl got «° buy ber ticket back to Manitoba, 
married, the boys came to ‘shivaree’ 
them. The old woman was just 
two months, and when the noise start
ed Bill came out, mad as hops, and 
told them they should he ashamed of 
themselves making such a racket at 
a house where there had so lately been 
a funeral ! That’s how it is with us, 
eh, what? By George, it’s great alt-. 
gether to have Buddie home."

aboutTt ?7af<‘ful that 1 can’t talk
rd r

'hhy inne,amved safely home, and 
I.ibbv Anne s enraptured eyes beheld 
the tall maple trees, the bed of red 
and yellow tulips, and the budding 
horse-chestnuts of her dreams. The

î'JXZ Td ,h* ™ her d.ugb-

sure. She often sat beside Mrs

his kbo

Of course, there were still the two 
rows and the hens, which the neigh
bours had kindly taken rare of for 
her, and there was some old machin
ery. but she did not expert that she 
would get much from the sale of it.

The first day that Libby Anne was 
able to walk. Dr. Clay rime out to 
see her. and brought to Mrs Cavers 

from the new tenant who had

dead

Just then the gate clicked anf 
heavy step came rapidly up the <a

Kradro a, ho o,„, „„
(Continued next wetk) Mr


