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Then into Naney’s happy med-
itations flashed the disturbing
thought that nothing about the
garden or the house belonged in
any way to her!

“‘It's just like me to forget,"’
ghe declared aloud, shouldering
her hoe and turning toward the
carvigge barn, ‘‘And like me to
got fond of it all!”’

“*Anyway, Nonie‘ll have her
party, and even if there isn't a
harp and a velvet train there’ll
be lots to eat or B'lindy’s name
ist't B'lindy. I wonder,”” and
Naney addressed the distant out-
line of the Judson's barns, *fhow
I’oter liyde'll ever act at a tea
purty 1™

CHAPTER XVIIL
The Party.

Very early, on the morning of
the day of the party, Nancy and
Aunt Milly and Bllindy and
Jonathan and Nonie and Davy
and Peter Hyde, each, scanned a
gunny, clondless sky with relief
and joy.

“Well, it isn't going to rain,
anyway,’”’ each thought.

[iven Miss Sabrina, lifting her
shade slowly, felt her pulse beat
more quickly as a sunbeam
daneed into her face. This day
was a new day for Happy House ;
she could not count the years
gince a ‘‘party’’ had been given
in her home; her old hands
trembled now as she dressed hur-
riedly. **What if something
goes wrong!'' she thought. Had
they forgotten anything?

A little later Naney, standing
with her armg full of girlish
finery of 30 years ago, voiced the
sauie fear to Aunt Milly.

“What is something should go
wrong!"  Dut there had heen a
gizele in her volce as she had
satd it. This was the most de.
lightfully funny party she had
ever known, and it was going to
be the very jolliest, too.

Directly after breakfast Nonie
had rum home with the made-over
white dress. She thought it mueh
lovelier than velvet and in her
Joy over a pair of Nancy's slip-
peis the ehild forgot her cher-
ished dream of a train,

What Miss Milly should wear
to the party was a malter that
demanded much thought, ““You
see, | want you to look happy,"”
Naney explained to Aunt Milly,
She had dragged down from the
altic a little trunk in whiel, after
the aceident, many of Aunt Mil-
Iy's girlish possessions had heen
packed. 1t was great fun taking
them out and selecting from them
what Aunt Milly should wear.
There were not_ many things—
compared to Naney's own ward-
robe it was pitifully small and
spoke eloguently of the limited
pleasures of Aunt Milly's girl-
:ll}llil.

““This will be lovely,”” Nancy
held out a flowered silk, “* And
you ¢an wear these darling beads.
And this,'" pieking out a shell
comb, ““in your hair. And 1 will
send Jonathan over to Judson's
for a bunch of their lovely roses.
1 know they have some!”

“But isn’t this—queer—and
out of datet I'm old mnow,
Naney!''

“You dear, funny Aunt Milly!
Dou't you know that you're not
a bit old? All this time you've
been shut away the years have
heen rolling right past you and
have left you untouched. You're
going to be the sweetest pieture
and you're going to be a—sur-
prise, too!"!

She was a  pieture when
Nancy's eager fingers had fin-
ished with her, The pink of the
quaintly fashioned dress was not
more pink than the color that
flushed her delicate cheeks; into
her soft hair Nancy had thrust
the shell ecomb and around her
neck hung a chain of tiny corals.
Jonathan had returned from
Judson’s with four vunches of

roses and one of them now
adorned Miss Milly.
“You're just lovely,”” Nancy

had cried, imprinting a warm
kiss upon the blushing cheek.
She awarded the same stamp
of approval upon Aunt Sabrina,
too, who was very stafely in a

~ black silk with one of the Judson

roses pinned in the

about her throat.
““And I shall kiss you, toe,"”’

Nancy eallel out to B'lindy,

net fichu

catching, through the open door
a glimpse of
starched calico.
“You go ‘long and keep out
from under my feet,”” had lLoen
B'lindy’s retort as she retreated

marvellously
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from Nancy's threatened attack.
‘I guess there's work has to be
done before this party’s over!”’
But the grumbling in her voice
could not conceal her pride and
satisfaetion,

““Oh, everything is just love-
ly,"”” Naney exclaimed, tiptoeing
about to add a finishing touch
here and there. And indeed,
some magic wand seemed to have
scattered gladness everywhere
about the old place; the great
rooms, open now to the sunshine,
radiated it in the fragrance of
the flowers that Naney had
heaped everywhere.

“1 wish it would stay likle
this,”” was her unspoken thought,

but in her plans for the party
which was to show all Freedom
that Happy House was a happy
house, Nancy had reckoned with-
out Mrs. Cyrus Eaton.

Sinee trouble had shadowed
Happy House and shut its hos-
pitable doors, time had brought
changes to Freedom just as it had
to every place on the globe;
commerce, trade, politics, a cer-
tain democratizing of the stan-
dards of living had made their
inroads even upon the little vil-
lage; new families came and old
ones died out. And new influ-
ences challenged and threatened
the old Island aristocracy.

Not the least of these was the
influence of trade. When Cyrus
Haton bought and rebuilt the
general store next to the post-
office he made for himself—or

for his wife—a social prestige
that was beyond dispute. As the
years had gone by he had

strengthened this materially by
certain  eredits whieh he ex-
tended to different families in
the village.

Webb had gone to Mrs.
Eaton’s first with his invitation
and his story. That lady had
flipped the little eard upon the
table with a snort. Did Miss
Leavitt or anyone else think
she’d go anywhere where those
IHopworths were?! Was it not
her duty, too, to warn her friends
ag to what this party would be
Ilﬁct-—--tn tell them of this hoy-
denish, impertinent girl, **of the
bad branch of the family,”” who
seemed to have hypnotized Miss
Sabrinat

By the time Mrs, Eaton had
finished her baking, put on her
best purple poplin and started
out in Webb's trail, her rage had
carried her to such heights of
eloquence that it was not diffi-
cult for her to convinece her
neighbors that some “*hoax'' was
about to be played upon the good
folks of Freedom and that each
one must show her pride by re-
maining away from the party.
She talked so fast, and repeated
her stories so often, that she di-
gressed, quite unconsciously,
from the truth and, at the last
few calls, made Nanecy out a most
shocking young persim!

“I ean’t teli you—I wouldn’t
tell you—all the goings on at
that Cove,”” was her favorite in-
troduction. ‘‘And in the orch-
ard,- too! Anyone could have
told Sabrina Leavitt she was a
fool bringing the creature here
—that branch of the family,
everyone knows, wouldn't be
above doing anything!"

So while. happy Naney ar-
ranged flowers for the party the
expected guests entrenched
themselves behind their elosed
blinds, their righteous satisfac-
tion tinged the very least bit by
regret born of immense curiosity.

However, there were two ex-
ceptions. Samuel Todd, the post-
master, was an aspirant for a seat
in the state legislature. His an-
cestors had never lived anywhere
else but on the island and he
had inherited a wholesome re-
speet for the Lieavitt name. He
was enough of a politieian, too, to
know that, even though she was
an old woman he might sometime
need Miss Sabrina’s good will.

“You go 'long and keep your
eyes open and your mouth shut,”’
he advised his wife when, after
Mrs. Eaton's hurried ecall, she
had sought his counsel. “‘You
women talk too much, anyway.”

Mrs. Todd, for once, was de-
lighted to do his bidding; Carrie
Baker, over at North Hero, had
made over her yellow muslin so
that it was ‘‘better'n new—and
just lvin' up there in the closet
catehin’ dust,’’ she expldined to
Mrs. Snigas. Mra. Sniggs
{lrumpil}' offered to accompany

ier.

“I'm that gurious to see that
mantel—and the girl, too!"’

So that, when the hour of the

party struck and found Naney,
like a flower, with Miss Sabrina
and Miss Milly, on the lawn,
ready to receive their guests, the
only guests (excepting Peter
Hyde and the Hopworths and
Miss Sabrina nad B’lindy, peek-
|ing from the door, did not eount
them) were Mrs. Sniggs and Mrs,
Todd !

Liz Hopworth with Nonie and
Davy had come early, Davy
shone as to face and feet; the
grandeaur of the new shoes
Peter Hyde had given him quite
made up for the small things
lacking in the rest of his appear-
ance. Liz was trying not to pant
in a plum-colored cashmere that
was many sizes too small for her
jgaunt frame. Nancy had man-
‘aged to place her near Aunt Milly
—Aunt Milly was sure to Be cor-
dial and gentle with her and put
| her at her ease.

Webh and Peter Hyde had
jecome early, too. Naney had
feaught herself watching for Peter
(Hyde.  She had given a little
{involuntary gasp when she saw
[him—he was resplendent in im-
maculate white flannels!

“‘Of course he bought them—
just for this!" she thought re-
gretfully. However, she had a
moment of delicious satisfaction
when she took him to Miss Sa-
brina; they should all see that a
hired man could be very much of
a gentleman.

‘‘Peter'’, she managed to whis-
per to him, ‘‘I have a feeling that
something awful is going to hap-
pen!” Then Mrs. Todd and Mrs.
Sniggs had come through the
gate and she had gone forward to
meet them,

It was Webb who gave Naney
a hint of the real truth. He was,
as he expressed it, ‘‘so gol darn
flubberin” mad at the hul pareel
of womenfolks he’d liked to
burst!'” Gossip had erept to the
postoffice stoop and Webb had
sensed what was going on.
“*Skunks—beggin’ your pardon,
Miss Anne, but that's what!”’

Nancy had a moment of panic;
her eyes sought wildly for Peter
.|Hyde. Then her fighting blood

stirred. ‘‘Thank you, Webb,”
| she said with well assumed calm-
'inossh “Don’t worry a bit! We'll
show them—we'll aet just as
tthough we hadn’t invited anyone
| elsel”

[ But her nonchalant manner
[eloaked real distress. There was
' Miss Sabrina, proud Miss Sa-
brina who had opened the doors
fof her trouble for all Freedom to
lcome and gape at—Naney-knew
it had not been easy! There was
[ pretty, fluttering, expectant
Aunt Milly in the dress she had
had made when she was 18;
Nonie who had dreamed of
throngs of guests paying homage
betore her; and B’lindy, who had
jmade a cake that was ‘‘like as a
twin to the one my mother made
for the gov'nor!”” What would
| they say?
| Was she not, indirectly, the
cause of the humiliation that
threatened them?'’

Naney hurried to Peter Hyde
[wlmre, in a corner of the garden,
he stood paying court to Nonie.
:fu answer to his pleasant non-
sense Nonie's delighted laughter

was rising shrilly. Naney sent
i Nonie back to Aunt Milly. Then
she caught Peter’s arm,

‘““Peter! Pe-ter! Quick—
Jcmue behind this bush! I’'m—
{I'm—I've got to ery A

And to Peter Hyde's conster-
nation Nanecy did burst into
| tears.

“Ior Heaven's sake, Nancy,
what——""

“I'm just — mad,”” Nancy
{ blurted from behind a handker-
f(-hicf. “The—the cats!’’” She
{lifted her head, relieved by her
sudden outburst. ‘‘It’s that Mrs.
| Haton again! She's—just—get-
ting even!’’ She told what Webb
had said. ‘‘And here’s the—par-
| ty—and no one will come! Aunt
|Sabrina will never, never get
over it. And B’lindy—I wish I
conld run away."’

Peter Hyde wanted very much
to laugh, but the real distress in
|Naney's face touched him. He
[ patted her consolingly.

]' “Can’t I do something? Can’t

Webb and I round ’em up at the
B
I

Yoint of a gunt’’

‘*N-no, it's too late! We've
Jjust got to act as though the—
the garden was full and make the
best of it! 1 wanted it to be such
[a succese. I wanted it to be a
{party that Nonie 'd never forget.
1And I wanted everyone to see
Aunt Milly! Oh, why, oh, why
doesn’t something happen!!’ For
{ Naney had suddenly remembered
| the huge pails of ige gream and
ithe cake that was ‘‘like as a twin
to the one my mother made for
[the gov'nor.”’ :
'l At that moment the loud whir-
ring of an au%mobila caught
[their attention. Naney, red eyed,
peeped from behind their bush.
| “*It's at our gatel’ ghe cried.

‘“‘Peter ' ghe eclutched his
arm. From the tompeau a tall
man was aligting. To Naney
there wa ssomething vaguely fa-
miliar in the sharp featured,
elean shaven face and in the mass
of wavy white hair that fringed
his ecoat collar,

“‘Peoter,—it 's—Theodore Hoff-
man!’’

CHAPTER XIX.

The Master,

A bolt from the cloudless blue
could not have startled the little
gathering on the lawn more than
did the arrival of the distin-
guished stranger at the gate of
Happy House. Moreover, French
| Mercedes cars did not often pass
[through North Hero; this was
[ purple and cream color and the
| chauffeur wore purple livery.
|,\ml the man who walked up the
path had a bearing that distinet-
ly set him apart from ordinary
mortals,

Neney, in a panie, wanted the
earth to swallow her, but as the
earth was very solid, she had no
choice but to drag herself for-
ward. She had, only a moment
before, prayed that something
would happen—and something
had!

Peter Hyde had rushed for-
ward to greet the neweomer and
this had given Nancy a moment
to rally her scattered wits. She
was too busy whispering an ex-
planation to Miss Sabrina to no-
tice how friendly had been the
master’s greeting to Peter.

“‘Miss Leavitt,tmay I present
Mr. Theodore Hoffman—and
Miss Anne Leavitt.” :

Peter’s voice was as steady as
though he was introducing any
FJohn Smith; there was even a
[twinkle in his eye, as it caught
Naney's glance, that seemed-to
say: ‘‘I have brought the mas-
ter to you—now!”’

There was a gentleness in the
keen, deep-set eyes, a friendliness
in the musical voice of the mas-
ter that suddenly quieted
Naney’s fluttering nerves. Time
and again, at the very thought of
this meeting, she had been so
frightened and now—she was not
a bit afraid. She was even glad
{he had come when the garden
[looked so pretty, when Aunt Sa-
|brina was 8o proudly garbed in
ther best silk, when Aunt Milly,
|all pink and white, with Nonie
perched on the arm of her chair,
was leaning over explaining some
intricate stitclr in a bit of em-
broidery to Liz, to whom em-
broidery was not less remote than
Sanskrit literature,

Mrs. Sniggs and Mrs. Todd
were staring, open mouthed, first
at the stranger, then at the
eream and purple car at the gate.

Naney's spirits that had
dropped to such depths behind
the syringa bushes soared again.
At last her moment had comel
The master was deelaring his de-
light in having chosen such a
happy afternoon to come to Hap-
py House; he admired the gard-
en, and the old house; he admit-
ted to a great curiosity concern-
ing the Islands—he had never
visited. themr before.

Naney left him with Aunt Sa-
brina. Aunt Sabrina would
manage to tell him a great deal
—Nancy, watching, knew just
when she left the Indians and-the
burning of Freedom and began
on Ethan Allen nad the Green
Mountain Boys and the coming
of Benedicet Arnold and his flag-
ship to the Island.

‘“‘He'll love her,”” she whis-
pered to Peter Hyde, nodding to-
ward where the master leaned
with deep attention over Miss
Sabrina’s chair. ‘‘Look me
square in the eye, Peter! Did
you know he was coming today?’’

““On my honor, I didn’t. Is
the play ready?”

“QOll ready, in a nice fat en-
velope. For goodness sake, look
at Webb!1”’

Webb, returning from the
house where he had hurried to
tell B’lindy of the coming of the
distinguished guest (‘‘Don’
know who he is nor whar he come
from, but he’s got one of them
thur autymobiles that’s bigger’n
a steam enjine and a fellar driv-
in’ it thet’s dressed up like a
circus lady’’) was standing in
the path wildy =esticulating with
one hand to atract Nancy's at-
tention and with the other
elapped over his mouth to sup-
press the laughter that was plain-
ly shaking his entire body.

Nangy.and Peter turned to see
what had so eonvulsed him. Up
the road toward the gate were
approaching three separate
groups of women, all coming
hurriedly, breathlessly, with a
great deal of chatter and fussing
with hats and gloves.

" (To be continued next week.)

Thea clty of Boston Is to have a press
agent., His first task will be to under-
take a “ship from a New England port"”
campalgn.

e e

- - 7

Your stomach will

and good for you.

TRY THIS

A ]

\ X _%WWZ//W , 5 35
- y : V. -‘# ; /

MNWRIGLEY'S
LY FRUIT

CHEWING GUM

LE

AN

2

AFTER EVERY MEAL

Select your food wisely, chew it well,
and —use WRIGLEY’S after every meal.

thank you.

It is both a benefit and a treat—good,

And, best of all, the cost is small.

Sugar jacket “melts
in your mouth” and
gum center remains
to give you all the
usual Wrigley's
benefits.

and

and has broeght contentment and hapP_

B sands of home seekers and their families who have
B settled on her FREE homesteads or bought land at
. attractive

&N provinczs there is still to be had gn easy terma

Fertiie Land at S15 to $30 an Aere

) —land simi‘ar to that which through many years
has yielded from 20 to 43
to the acrs-

and hoga iz ¢q g
ersin Western Canada have raised crops in a single
szazon_woith more than the whole cost of their
land. Healthful climate, good neighbors, church
schools, rural telephone, excellent markets an
shipping facilities,
inducements for almost every
agriculture. The advantages for

Dairying, Mixed Farming
make a tremendous appeal to industrious set-

tlers wishing to improve their circumstances.
For illustratad literatore,

opportunities in
ms British Columbia,
otc., write

Authorized Agont, Beot; of Immigrstion

iness to thou-

rices, They have established their own
ecured prosperity and mdeg?ndeqr:_e.
grain-growing sections of the prairie

bushcls of wheat
oats, barley and fiax also in great
le raising horses, cattle, sheep
ually profitable. Hundreds of farm-

he climate and soil offer
branch of

and Stock Ralsing

description of f
Hun!tnblm l?“emmm. :lbn“r:
reduced rallway rates,

B. A, Cook, Drawer 187, Watertawn, Socth Dak:
W. V. Beanett, Room 4, Bee Bldg.. Omaha,
eod A. A. Garrstt,

311 Jackson 5., $1. Paul, m

_l; 'lu.hiti serious crimes are punished
by tattooing a mark upon the fore-
head of the delinquent.

important to Mothers
Hxamine carefully every bottle of
CASTORIA, that famous old remedy
for Infants and children, and see that it

Bears the
Signature of
L
In Uge for Over 30 Years.

The Definition,
Johnny—Pa, what's an author?
Pa—It's a man who empties his head

to fill his stomach.

Sentiment Vs. Reality.
Poet—*"Alas! What boots this

theory of true love?” Unfortunatq

Lover—“That's easy. Her father."”

Cuticura for Pimply Faces.
To remove pimples and blackheada
smear them with Cutleura Olntment,
Wash off in five minutes with Cutl.
cura Seoap and hot yater. Once clear
keep your skin clear by using them for

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria | qally toilet purposes. Don't fatl to In-

clude Catlcura Talcum. Advertisement,

Almosts pnyone will gossip a littley
but the vast majority are careful wha

WARNING! Say ‘“Bayer’

Unless you see the name ‘‘Bayer’’ on tablets, you are
not getting genuine Aspirin prescribed by physicians
aver 22 years and proved safe by millions for

with.

v ==

* when you buy Aspirin.

Colds Headache Rheumatism
Toothache Neuralgia Neuritis .
Earache Lumbago Pain,. Pain

Accept only ‘‘Bayer’’ package which contains proper directions,
ﬁandy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets—Also botiles of 24 and 100—Druggists.

Lo el A,

Asplirin 19 the trade mark of Dayer M

frcture of M

fer of Salleylicacld




