
Everybody got out, Elijah with the The cry was from Margaret lips
rest. Impatience of the delay drove "Why, mother-father! Wh« Ul(
him down the line to the scene of the you going so early?” 
accident. Thus it happened that he “To Boston—to get you 
again missed the little woman who jail.’
reluctantly descended upon the light- “Oh, Charlie! To think the «laird 
ed platform. to do it!”

Tihe crowd around the station held The young, fresh face for a inutr 
terrors for Margaret Wynwood to- showed bewilderment. Then it ,rokr 
night. Her eyes turned longingly to into a laugh, 
the darkness of the downward track, “Did that s 

then her feet followed her gaze, it in a dozen plat 
fretting over the delay. “Look there!”

Id be no chance now of Elijah pushed

tit*****

l The
The T

(Il all tl 
Thanksgivii 
level.' N

tory come he 
nlaces in Bos'

the Hilton < >uri<
seeking out one of the partners to- into the young man's hand. Ii w.n 
night, as she had hoped to do. She doubled so that he had not far to look 
found just one comfort Father was "I'll pitch into F.ditor Faille' h ■ uien we mi 
spared the pain of knowing. this," he said. "He isn’t much to ■ hapjiy all t

How could she guess that Ann tjlou,irii J<>r ÇTttinÇ !ha,llf ■ *• »' Joy- it
Tracy had found Elijah Wynwood s Wynward of Hilton New York r0n ■ j, times of
paper in her mail-box, and with char- founded with Charlie Wynwood of ■ ^ convict
acteristic energy hailed a passing Hilton New Hampshire. 1 hat Nr» ■ hearts, that

A Thanksgiving Story by Emma Rayner teamster on the high road and JJork Hilton is th e _Pjague ofmy bfe ■ move the i

"KKK chafing and fuming over the wreckage And they didn t arrest you?” ■ spjiointmen
“I’m getting richer than vou know, out yonder where the lights moved Mother’s voice shook . ■ wrr.ma mej
Look out for a city millionaire when back and forth? I.*ufs® thpy d,dn *• } didn 1 ■ rill transfo
I come hack one of these days." I Elijah Wynwood had convinced him- .ste?1 hundred dollars I » ■ ,n„. richnes 

“He couldn't do wrong for money," self that there would be no train to m™e JU8t, hnt. **lpm,r . books of ■ griefs and e
her sore heart whispered. But it Boston that night before he came a Boston firm in the evenings Isn’t ■ Sorrows.” .
ached the harder for the mf-mory ot tramping back heavily. The wind pi:* üi j u-F L ■ trUe strentf
those words. blew cold, but his thoughts did not *h' you 1 ........ in all

In the handbag she carried she had (turn to the warmth of the station. ‘"“"T" "î® "J***"? w,sl selling love,
n careful to put her cheque-book. He would rather brave the wind and wfPffL*'»0 amng v W have meant 
re were three hundred dollars in I be alone with his trouble. ve^ white d * h** *****1 -'"d fr
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get home now. Mother’s tired." ■

The train they had come in. with ■ h" th™[Î 
engine reversed, was filling. Thn ■ .. ,
boarded it, all three together. As tk fl <' t e kingi 
stepped inside, the sun, just abov 
the hills, shone out and sealed tht 
gladness of a new day.—Farm and 
Fireside.
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Variety Lightens Work

hits lie Jnmntl Cooper 
The idea is prevalent that worn» 

hate housework, and much is ber 
said and written to confirm it ; bui ; 
a matter of fact, most women <k 
not. Some have got into the babe 
of complaining because they h • 
mistaken themselves for the oi •

A Pleasant I— Horn, in . Preei.ce Down I,, lb. See wor'i<'d w""”n “'•*»» «ymrdth.
(hie of the many attractive and comfortable farm home» In the near neigh- *ords are directed. Ask the next• 

horhood of Truro, N 8. to that of Day Ids mi Hill, here illustrated. Frame hou*» housewives you meet what work tin 
*u<sh as this are the rule In Nova Sootia In fact, in all of Cokheeter county we Pre'cr> and seven Of them will < i| 
oitly know of but one brkk farm homo- Mr Hill's speciality ie dairying, with a housework
strong leaning toward* Holstein cattle I'hoto by an editor of Farm and Dairy To be sure there are women si»|

the bank, egg-monev, all her own. If Somebody had left a lighted lantern and'^hesè^of’^om'sê"^!*'ktusewod I 

Mess,,. Hint » C, no, le, on a ..... ; of pb„k, b, ,h, side o( ,h,
him ™ne hom,‘ any other way, they track. It showed Ell,ah a sheltered lerm’ for ,hir Weddin„ cto,h„-11| 
could hayc it .11, nooktin their midst It did more, hated it-who, as unmarried wom

Hark That was the rumble of the It showed to a little woman ,|ttm- w„rkrd-a„d shirked—in an oft,
Irani It was slopping at l.rernwood hack in that nook a man's face. She Jnd wh,,, „ home. becattie emploof 
Station above. She drew nearer the drew her breath with a gasp. Father sjx hours i day were waited on hui 
steel rads and waned nervously -here! How old and worn he look- „„d fo„, by ;Dlhm Vmth,, ,*

Greenwood Station was barely a ed. Could it be— sister,
mile across fields from Widow Tracy’s Then she saw a paper sticking out MnK,VTnvv
farm. Farmer Wynwood had just of a coat pocket and understood.
time to look at the sick cow and get “Father!” There arc times when women us
there to catch the train. He swung That one sobbing, pitying word told housework just as the mod
on to the last coach and dropped him why mother was waiting at Hil- industrious men do of their sort 
wearily into a seat . It was not the ion for the train. h*it it is the monotony of which th
run across the fields that had tired “I thought vou didn’t know,” he f're' *'et her a ni"w kitchen « 
him. It was the weight that lav on , said. “I’m going to Boston to bring inet or *°®e other novelty or lab# 
his heart. i him home.’ *av<r and her interest

He drew out the Hilton Courier and ! “So am I." ed and h
read the fateful item through again. ! By the light of the lantern they a Sometimes it is a change

the train slowed up looked into each other’s eyes. Then housewife wants and really 
see the little, slim figure Margaret’s hand stole into Elijah’s and *or tpis rt‘ason •** should not 

that climbed the ste- s on the first I His finders closed firmly over it. One l°° «’"“Native about having all 
coach and disappeared. i arm went around her. And thus they a,,on* mad'' nor to claim the right

"Hilton !" | vat waiting for daylight and the Bos- ?J\W . - Now Euh
ah drew back in his seat. Helton train Homestead,

not anxious to be recognized ' The day had dawned, and in the * * *
aintances to-night. He had never distance sounded the whistle of the When storing choice seeds satunl 

many people around the sta- I train from Boston. Elijah and Mar- a cloth with spirits of turpentine 
seemed as if all Hilton had garet stood up stiffly. place it in the bottom of a Iruitjs

“We'll be getting down the track 1 Pack the seeds in the jar and « 
plained it! ready,” Elijah said. with another cloth wet with turp

reight train off the track. Three) But they were not half-way there I tine. Cover tightly with the 
wrecked. Line may be cleared in j when the first passenger from Boston When needed, the seeds will bt

w hours. If not, passengers will came along. His legs were young and perfect condition. The we- vils i
ransferred to the train from Bos- swift. He had not sat all night fight- other insects which destroy eds
that will come earlv In the morn- ing a great pain. in this manner kept from hurt

| "Charlie! It’s Charlie!" them.
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is only the great hearted who can be true friend*; 
^ the mean, the cowardly, can never know what 
true friendship means.—Kingsley.
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((ILL go and bring him home. If 
I chore's a lawyer in Boston, that 
1 boy's name shall be cleared. He 

shall be home for his usual Thanks
giving dinner yet. Why mother would 
break her heart if he didn’t <*at them 
cranberry tarts and punkin pies. The 
worst is I shall have to be away to
night: but I'll fix it so she doesn't 
suspect.”

Was that a tear the darkness hid? 
Certainly Elijah’s roughened cheek 
was wet. His toil-worn hand 
ed as he carefully folded 
paper and tucked it 
siirht in his pocket.

Half .m hour can be a long 
under some circumstances It was 
just thirty minutes from the time Eli
jah sat iown to supper until he stood 
with the door-knob in his hand It 
was the longest thirty minutes of his 
life.
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"1 reckon I'll run over to Widow 

Tracy’s and look at that sick cow," 
he said. "Seems awful unneighbour- 
ly to leave a lone woman to tend a 
sick cow. You won’t be real lone
some if I’m not back before morn
ing?”

He carefully veiled the. anxiety in 
Che question. He need not have fear
ed. Margaret’s face visibly bright-

“Not a bit. I should hate to have 
you unneighborly," she said. "Don’t 
you try to come back to-night. 
There’s sure to be something you can
do.

lij.ih drew a deep breath as he 
shut the door. The smile died from 
his lips He did not need it now. It 
had done its work. It had been a 
hard fight, but he had not dashed the 
light out of mother’s gladness.

"She never suspected a thing," he 
told^ himself, hurrying away into the

Inside that closed door a faded face 
fell into lines of pain. Margaret
stood up nervously.

"To think he found a way out for 
me himself," she said. "And he did 
not suspect. He won't know I'm eone 
till to-morrow. I’ll leave a note to tell 
him 1 was called away. And I'll put 
everything ready to his hand for din
ner. Please God I shall be bac 
night—with Charlie."

The evening had closed in dark and 
stormy when Margaret stood on the 
wayside platform waiting for the 
train. The shrieking of the wind had 
struck on her heart at . very step of 
the two miles she had walked. A glad 
heart can defy a storm, but a sad 
hears sobs in the moaning night.

" rh minute of waiting, peering 
into the darkness of that long steel 
track, stole away a little more of her 
"°*rted ^N ^ 50 surp when she

What was that the paper said? He 
hinted at an elastic source of income? 
Bark to her mind came Charlie’s 
words when he last said good-bye.
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