
somebody"- again pointing with ; 
air of great mystery to the little fa 
on the bed.

Mrs. Cavers was staring at her wi 
wide open eyes, her face paler ev. 
than Libby Anne’s.

"What do you mean ?" she asked
a choked voice.
1rs. Burrell blundered oo gaily. 

“It’s nothing more than he should 
do- he took your husband's muney. 
Ii it had not been for his bar you 
would have been comfortably well off 
by this time, and 1 am sure he has 
so much money he will never miss 
the price of this.” She pointed to 
the tent and its furnishings.

,,r^* you mean to say—that Sandy 
this tent—for my 

asked, speak-

m | 
M

*2 F we would be great we must first reform our 
thought life. Great deeds are then mere matters

of detail. •Do
Braden- bought 
little girl?' 'Mrs 
ing very slowly.

“Yes, of course," replied the 
woman, alarmed at the turn the 
v.rsation had taken, "but, dear me, 
he should make some restitution."

"Restitution ?" the other woman e- 
pcated, in a voice that cut like thin 
ice. "Restitution 1 Does anyone 
speak to me of restitution ? Can any
thing bring back my 
the grave? Can 
back his chance 
the next ? Can anything make me 
forget the cold black loneliness of it 
all? 1 don’t want Sandy Braden’s 

rish with him ! Can 
of my husband’s

Cavers and Mrs. Burrell had 
the farther end of the tent as 

they spoke, and Pearl, seeing the 
drift of the conversation, had absorb 
id Libby Anne’s attention with a fas
cinating story about her new dolls 
Yet not one word of the 
tion did Pearl miss.

Mrs. Burrell

• • â
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Pearl, the otdeel daughter of John Watson. » 0. P. B. auction man In Milford. 
Man . receives a sum of money and starts In to educate herself and the rent of the 
family She proves a clever scholar; bat seeing that her email brothers are 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, a bully, is thrashed 
by Bud Perkins for striking Libby Ann Cavers. The Watsons again take up their 
education at the country school At the Pioneers' Picnic. Bill Cavers, father of 
Libby Ann. gets drunk and la found dead. Sandy Braden, the hotel keeper, deeply 
affected, closes np hi* saloon in consequence Mr. 1'erklns plug- hie grain with 
'roten wheat and Bud gets the blame. He leaves home. Mr Perkins' daughter, 
Martha. Is In love with a young Englishman on a neighboring farm. Arthur 
Wemyse Arthur la engaged to an English girl, who la shortly to oome out and Join 
him in hie new home On the boat she fall* in with another young man and they 

ried. The schoolmaster starts to educate Martha. fdbby Anne develops 
Martha offers to take care „f her

poor Will from 
anything give him 
in this world and

money. Let it pet 
I take the price 
soul?”

Mrs.
gone to

mygRfi Burrell did not see the pain

* * * briskly. "I must go in and see 
Libby Anne and Mrs. Cavers. Of 
course 1 think it i 
every one go in to see t 
for a woman like me that baa 
perience it is different. I’ll try to 
cheer them up. both of them.”

"Oh, they’re all right," Martha ex
claimed in alarm. "They do not need 
any cheering. Pearlie Watson is in 
the tent just now.”

Martha’s cheeks were still smart
ing with the "cheering" that Mrs j 
Burrell had just given her, and she ! 
trembled for Libby Anne and Mrs

- and they brought I.ibby Anne two 
beautiful fleecy kimonos, and two 
hooked mats for the tent, and a crock 
of fresh butter; and as for the doc
tor's kindness, and Martha's, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Perkins’s, and Arthur's

unwise to let 
the sick, but

conversa-

was surprised beyond

Mrs. Burrell went into the tent re
solved to be the very soul of cheer
fulness, a real sunshine-dispenser.

Mrs. Cavers was genuinely glad to 
see her, for she had found out how 
kind Mrs. Burrell really was at heart.

"Oh, what a comfortable and cosy 
place for a sick little ffirl," she began 
gaily, "and a nice little friend like 
Pearlie Watson to tell her stories. 
Wouldn't 1 like to be sick and get 
such a nice rest.”

Libby Anne smiled. “You can 
come and stay with me," she said 
hospitably.

Mrs. Burrell put her basket on the 
bed "Everything in it is for Libby 
Anne,” she said, "and Libby Anne 
must take them out herself. Pearl 
will help her.”

Then came the joyous task of un
packing the basket. There were 
candy dogs and cats, wrapped in 
tissue paper; there were pretty boxes 
of home-made candy ; there were gaily 
dressed black dolls, and a beautiful 
big white doll ; there was a stuffed 
cat with a squeak in it, a picture 
book, and, at the bottom, in a dainty 
box, a five dollar bill.

"Oh, Mrs. Burrell !” was all that 
Mrs. Cavers could say.

Mrs. Burrell dismissed the subject 
by saying. "Dear me, everybody is 
kind to Libby Anne, I'm sure—it's 
just a pleasure."

Then Mrs. Cavers told her of the 
wonderful kindness the neighbours 
had shown her. That very day two 

had come from arrow the river 
heard of them before

One Might Well be Proud of • Home Such u Thin
People in eltiee, because of high rents, live in Bate-e doaon or 

to a bonne Huch a home as that of Mr Samuel H. Traver. W« 
Illustrated le something that on I* the rich aspire to In oar 
farmers half appreciate our blessings r

wore families
-------- Oo.. Ont., here
large cities Do we

and the Watson family’s—only eter
nity itself would show what it had 
meant to her, and how it had

overflowed Mrs. Cavers’ gen
tle eyes and her voice quivered.

"They love to do it, Mrs. Cavers,” 
Mrs Burrell answered, her own ryes 
dim, "and Mr. Braden, too. He’s only 
too glad to show his repentance of 
the evil he brought into your life— 
he’s really a reformed man. You’d be 
surprised to see the change in him.

measure at Mrs. Cavers’s words, and 
reproved her for them.

" It’s really wrong of you, Mrs. 
Cavers, to feel so hard and bitter. 
I am astonished to find that your 
heart is so hard. I am really."

‘“My heart is not hard, Mrs. Bur
rell,” she said, quietly, her eyes 
bright and tearless ; "my heart is not 
hard or bitter—it’s only broken."

That night when Mrs. Burrell had 
gone, Pearl told Martha what she had 
heard. "You see, Martha,” she said, 
when she had related the conversa
tion, "Mrs. Burrell ie all right, only 
her tongue. It was nice of her to 
come- the things she brought Libby 
Anne are fine, and there’s nothing 
wrong with her five dollars ; if she’d 
been born deaf and dumb she would

irrows he’d gladly part 
with every cent he had to see some
body"—pointing to the bed—"well 
ana strong ; he’s so glad to help you 
in any way he can ; and 1 overheard 
him tell Mr. Burrell something—they 

in the study and Mr. Burrell 
tight, so I couldn’t 

hear very well, but I gathered from 
words here and there that he intended 

real hand

*nk
n a real nice woman, but the 

trouble with her she talks too easy. 
If she had to spell it off on her fin- 

be more careful of what—she had never to do something some for gers she’d
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r,®- and it would

The UpwiThe next time the U-. ,r c 
Mrs. Cavers insisted on 1 ving him

that made Are We Li
And efti the win 
t the Lord wim 1

Lord wi

n* to do tl 
L tespt'-l to 
i'l he able to do 
Enpeper- bring 
,. world to our d 
ith interest the mi 
f, i-laer. as though 
the trMisformHtio 

r o-ntnree of slun

manner mat ntaae aigum-Hl 
The doctor wag distress* and «u 

nostly tried to dissuade he*
"Let me pay for it, Mr 

then,” he said "Surely \ J 
ing that 1 should help you 

"Aren't vou doing enou^ doa„r 
she said "You are giving out r ^, 
your skill, for nothing. < ,, do-.v

by refusing to take this n,
Then the doctor took mi)n-

wondering with a heavy lv rt hotW 
could ti ll Sandy Braden

I King- 1»,
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CHAPTER XXXII
ANOTHER NEIGHB-'lk 
How fair a lot to fill 
I» lift for each man till

—Robert H mninj 
The early days of M „ 

bright and warm and full 1 ii,. p 
mise nf spring Mouse cat .min 
on the willow* that bordered them, 
tad .1 hunch of them WHS 1 
ried to I.ihby Anne by J miv \\* 
son, who declared that he had bed 
a meadowlark. One evrnu . , to0, e 
she lay in her tent, Libby Annr hj 
heard the honking of wild -

tii{j Oo 
Rich Pi
Mo Irrigation No

came tlum:. 
cheered her wonderfnlU 

always believ 
home in the

Write the 
Alberta D

Lib

l-ring
surely come to see the ' < /1 . I ,assivtststfK, ■ Central /
home in 'he spring, when tin 
are cackling in the sunshun 
water trickling down the fuii-iwv, 1 
every day may be the da\ 
crocus ■ ornes Bud wmld 
come th n and she would gl 
ter, and she and her moth-1 
to ("it 1 idma’s, and so I v A 
beguile! her days and in. hts t 
pleasing fancies as

Hut although the snow h I left* 
fields in black patches and the « 
was bright and warm, 
d.-la-ed their coming and the ice 
niained solid and tight in tl-e Son

Out day. instead «■( the daul 
sut shine, they were Iv.'d-gi.-. loui 
and a whistling wind came down | 
valley, piercing cold, carrying mill 
'harp little hurrying snowtl k,.

I’p to this time Libby Annr

®»»e You m
in hei Almost wilhnut » 
developed pleuriay.

The doctor’s face was white 1 
pain when he told her mother 1 
meaning of the flushed cheeks 
laboured breathing. She had 
doing so well, too, and seemed 
fair way to win against the rele 
foe, hut now, restlessly tossing 
her pillow, with a deadly ea ch in I 
breathing, what chance had sud 
frail little spar of weathmng I 

billows?

Hud
he

SA CANADA’S I 
MIXED FAI 

DISTRI

. all I Land still che

s she wan* d lord

SENl
Receive by ret 

1 «À Three little dl 
sot 2 to S. une eh 
te and white che

the
nd

■nd one plain 
•trapping, trii 
The three onl 
12c for postas 
ment Co . U I 
London, Ont.

Will
Not, Your Fa 

protect

lo Lawyer 
sary

M
J

hr thirty 8ve cents y, 
I1 be absolutely 
r«cily legal In svsry 
Icannot hv broksn by 
I how hank be may t

When the doctor went ba< k to 
office he saw Sandy Brad- past 
and called him in. He told hia 
the new danger that thrr

"What can we do, Clay?' he a 
wli»n I he doctor had finish-d 
there anyone that can 
better chance 
that Scotch 
he pretty

"He’s too busy, I’m afrai- I ‘h»t von wish "them
think he ever leaves the < ty," ?
Clay replied. "He's the he I îVlud* B“s!woüi
if we could only get hiv -iho^^Kanse Kill it out ac 
perhaps we will not need im ^^gtnietioii. and you 
watch the ease and if th- » e^i'VhLtt??
chance of an operation hei g m^^Ecn 
sary w. can wire him.” not -,nd u*da,.
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