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When n.l.r«i-hiîS arc drowned ,n a but next morning they found him 
P.1k * ij **' propped up sort of sideways on his
the wild grape sweetens, and good leg, singing ! That

Of crimson the maples are turning worn™* hat donTa ‘bigC washing
—Helena Coleman. and hung it on the line. The line 

When autumn came to the Souris broke, and let it all fall down in the 
valley and touched the trees with j?.“d, but she didn’t say a word, only 
crimson and gold, it found that some dld ll,ovcr ajfain ; and this time sh< 
progress had been made on the farm #Pr*ad it on the grass, where ii 
that was getting its second chance. c®u*d”.t fal1- But that night a doe 

Down on the river flat the hay had w.1,h dirty feet ran over it. When 
been cut and gathered into two s*le saw what was done, she sat down
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to do it, and virtue is doing W.—Jordan. tened on the rich growth of after- m,S8 nothing !’ That was true great

æ Æ æ grass. ness, but it’s only people who have
The grain, which had been an d°ne washings that know it! Once

TL,* abundant crop, had been threshed there was a woman that lived near
1 lie JCLOna v-liancc and drawn at once to the elevator, a P'g pcn, and when the wind blew IE » Imre selfishness
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Author of ''Sowing Seeds in .nay" f,,r lhe poorest, John Watson had no s*raight pig, but when she lived „„ |, :.are ai*, ii.

„ d «**—*-•-—> 355 ftffSfc £ ÔÏÏMuETS* °J “' daue^ter of John Wateon. a 0. P 3 eeetion man Urine m loofed by a straw stack and was in- was ,rue greatness.” Immth and

see *h'u"cruu'* ^ = k: 1,,d d“,vthe family. The Watsons are Joined by their Aunt Kate, who^ror* m an In .h I „ , L grJal ev?nt ,n Pearl’s life. It ha.l
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Fi FF‘rh ™ItonaL aa her father owee Mr. Bteadmau money Bud Perkina la angry”at tor C5dî around. th.e buildings were all schoolbooks—she always kept
glrea Libby Anne, aa be undoratanda the clroumataneee. In the meantime the , *>wn ant* thu »cri»b cleaned out books full of rose petals and to

‘Xsn^Nnu, w,;h p”kd r'r p*s-« «s “ly ,t»
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a garden, and had been a great terian and Jim was a Methodist 7
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Anne, tell me who you are.” Pearl had learned about the weeds !h„v u.guf, ,kyl^lng was Just ?"
anM 1̂’ - ......... ........... «ciMnXX’J,^

The sun had gone down in a crim |*ed ial<> a weed-fighting brigade. P(j i Inn^ ifn SekmJ
son haze, and a misty tenderness t-veD the golden dandelion was ruth- been awav’ uf. ?* *^at ,, ey had 
seemed to brood over the world. The less,y cut down, and Mary, who was worn .... V tkl „ rancis, *as <1UI,C 
September evening was so full of Strong on experiments, found tout in_ 9ng k fforts of ,he m®rn
S A.“, ih'at any* dandelion<that ^howed "^n '̂i S’ T.'H ^

ttsrstsfbsr^ ;v,HiETe’Fr;-reek, it was hard to believe that ,n school Pearl was having a very wee.k. /. lJ° wrcks- T*°
The sun was setting when -Bud there were troubled hearts anywhere happy time, and she and her teacher mp ‘ f*rt J^ ,dajrV anf . ,ha|

reached the Cavers’s house, for he The hoarse whistle of a long were mutually helpful to each other. m ° mra,s wl,houl her
could not go without saying good- freight train on the C.P.R. boomed Pearl’f compositions were Mr. Don- ,Wr 11 at,cnd *o the wedding-cake
bye to Libby Anne. She was driv- harshly through the quiet air. “I aid’s delight. There was one that pul awaV presents and
ing their two cows in from a straw must go, Lib,” said Bud. he carried with him and often found ,hmgs generally,” the doctor said,
stack, and called gaily to him when Libby Anne stood looking after inspiration in to meet the burdens of In the dining room Dr. Clay put
she saw him coming. him as he went quickly down the |>is own monotonous life. The sub- UP wedding-cake and parked it in

*'I’ve come to say good-bye, Lib,” road. The evening twilight soon hid )•** was ‘‘True Greatness,” and was boxes for mailing, while Pearl quick-
said Bud simply. him from her sight, but she still suggested by a lesson of that name cleared away the dishes. She was

d down the winding road until >n the reader. Needless to say, *iu*te a pretty little girl in her white 
Pearl’s manner of treating the sub- Sl,k dress. She was tall and slight, 
jeet was different from the reading and lithe and graceful in her move- 
lesson. ments, with pansy-brown eyes and n

“A person can never get true smooth, olive skin that neither sun
greatness,” she wrote, “by trying ®or w»nd could roughen. But the
for it. You get it when you’re not beauty of her face was in the serene
looking for it. It’s nice to have good expression which comes only to
clothes—it makes it a lot easier to ®e°P,e whose hearts are brave and
act decent—but it is a sign of true 8wert and honest, 
greatness to act when you haven’t The doctor watched her with a 
got them just as good as if you had. great admiration in his face. “Pearl
One time when N*a was a little girl how old are vou ?” he asked sud-
thev had a bird at their house, called denly.
Bill, that broke his leg They “I am fifteen ” she answer»!I "“"‘S1’' "*«>' »°“ld h‘™ » Ml (Cra.i„y„, J,K
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I IE had only one thought- to get 
£1 away—to get away where ro one 

* knew him. In the last few 
the wholehours the whole world had chang 

ed for him—that Mr. Burrell should 
so easily believe him guilty had 
overflowed his cup of bitterness^

A red and silver scripture text| 
in the form of a shield, hung on his 
bedroom wall ; Martha had given it 
to him, some time ago, and it had 
often brought him comfort and m-

u. "UhV,
i »e our lives in sc 
.'hall find them ngn

mi it will be givi 
(><kh1 measure, pri 
together, and ruiin 
give unto us. He 
we diouhl love <>ui 
selves awl that »u 
who may be in n-o 

We are to be ki 
I |i’is by the manner 
I Our lives are to be 
I they la-ar in good 
I ler.v simple tests, 

apply thorn to 
apply them ev>

will*
2He°iis able to deliver you,” it

Bud read it now scornfully, and 
with a sudden impulse tore it down 
and crushed it in his hands.

“There’s nothing in it,” 
cried bitterly.

He went out to the pasture and 
whistled to his pacing colt, which 
came to him at once. The boy laid 
his head on the colt’s velvet neck 
and patted it lovingly.

“I’lj come back for you, Bunko,” 
he said. “You’re mine anyway.”

The colt rubbed his head against 
Bud’s arm.
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Across the ravine, where the fring
ed blue gentian looked up from the 
sere grass, the cows were grazing, 
and Bud, from habit, went for them 
and brought them up to the bars.
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away from here.” Th» 
what had happened.

told her iddenly from the river bank 
weird cry of a prairie wolf

hudder.I.ibby urning with a shud< 
the gathering dusk.“I’m glad you took a smash at 

Tom Steadman,” she said, her big 
eyes flashing, when he had finished. 
Then suddenly she began to cry. “I 
don’t want you to go,” she sob 
"You won’t ever come back; I w 
ever see you again.”

"Don’t say that, Libby, Bud 
in real distress—she looked so 
and pale in her black dress “I

CHAPTER XXII.

AUTUMN DAYS.
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