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FARM AND DAIRY

May

3F we would be great we must first reform our
thought life. Great deeds are then mere matters
of detail.
LB
The Second Chance
(Qopyrighted)

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

Pearl, the oldest daughter of John Watson, & 0. P. R. section man in Milford,
Man., receives & sum of money and starts in to educate herself and the rest of the
family. She proves a clever scholar; but seeing that her small brothers are getting
into bad habits in town, suggests moving the family on to a farm. We are next
introduced to the children at & country school. Tom Steadman, a bully, is thrashed
by Bud Perkins for striking Libby Ann Oavers. The Wateons again take up their
education at the country school. At the Ploneers’ Picmie, Bill Oavers, father of
Libby Aun, gets drunk and is found dead. Sandy Braden, the hotel keeper, deepl.
Affected, closes up his saloon in consequence. Mr. Perkine plugs his grain wit
‘rozen wheat and Bud gets the blame. He leaves home. r Perking'

Martha, is in love with a young Enrllnhmln on s neighboring farm,
Wemyss. Arthur is engaged to an Engli

him in his new home. On the boat she falls in with another iy'ounl man and
are married. The schoolmaster starts to educate Martha. dbby Anne develope

consumption. Martha offers to take oare of her.

RS. Burrell did not see the pain
M in the girl's face, and went on

briskly
Anne

“l must go in and sec

Libby and Mrs. Cavers of

course I think it is very unwise to let |

every one go in to see the sick, but
for a woman like me that has had ex
perience it is different. D'l try to
cheer them up, both of them."

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

Martha's cheeks were still smart-
ing with the “cheering” that Mrs
Burrell had just given her, and she
trembled for Libby Anne and Mrs
Cavers

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

sce her, for she had found out how
kind Mrs. Burrell really was at heart

“Oh, what a comfortable and cosy
or a sick little girl,” she began
waily, “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
women had come from across the river

—she had never heard of them before

and they brought Libby 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

somebody"'—again pointing with an'

air of great mystery to the little face
on the bed

irs. Cavers was staring at her with
wide open eyes, her face paler even
than Libby Anne's

“What do you mean?
in_a choked wvoice.

Mrs. Burrell blundered on gaily
“It’s nothing more than he should
do—he took your hushand's money
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.

“Do you mean to say—that Sandy
Braden—bought this tent—for my
little girl?* "Mrs. Cavers asked, speak-
ing very slowly.

“Yes, of course,” replied the other
woman, alarmed at the turn the con-
versation had taken, “‘but, dear ms,
he should make some restitution.”

‘‘Restitution ?”’ the other woman e
peated, in a voice that cut like thin
ice. ‘‘Restitution | Does anyoné
speak to me of restitution? Can any-
thing bring back my poor Will from
the grave? Can anything give him |
back his chance in this world and
the next Can anything make me
forget the cold black loneliness of it
all? I don’t want Sandy Braden's
money. Let it perish with him! Can
I take the price of my husband’s

ul 2"

Mrs. Cavers and Mrs. Burrell had
gone to the farther end of the tent as
they spoke, and Pearl, seeing the
drift of the conversation, had absorb
ed Libby Anne's attention with a fas-
cinating story about her new dolls
Yet not one word of the conversa-
tion did Pearl miss.

asked

she

Mrs. Burrell was surprised beyond

One Might Wall be Proud of &« Home Such as This

People in cities, because of high rents, live in flate—a dozen or more families
to a house. Such a home as that of Mr. Samuel N. Traver, Welland Co.,
illustrated is something that only the rich sspire to in our large cities

farmers half appreciate our blessings?

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

Tears overflowed Mrs. Cavers' gen-
tle eyes and her voice quivered.

“They love to do it, Mrs. Cavers,”
Mrs. Burrell answered, her own eyes
dim, “and Mr. Braden, too. He’s only
o 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.
He told Mr. Burrows he'd gladly part
with every cent he had to see some-
body"—pointing to the bed—‘‘well
and strong ; he's so glad to help you
in any way he can; and I overheard
him tell Mr. Burrell something—they
were in the study and Mr. Burrell
closed the door tight, so I couldn’t
hear very well, but I gathered from
words here and there that he intended
to do something real handsome for

Ont.,, here
Do we

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
rell,” she said, quietly, her
bright and tearless; “‘my heart
hard or bitter—it's only broken.”

That night when Mrs. Burrell had
gone, Pear] told Martha what she had
heard. ““You see, Martha,” she said,
when she had related the conversa-
tion, ‘“Mrs. Burrell is 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
have been a real mice woman, Lut the
trouble with her she talks too easy.
It she had to spell it off on her fin-

Bur-

gers she’d be more careful of what

she says, and it would

to think.’
The next time the d
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