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All was now ealm and quiet within the small hedroom
of the two-roomed log cabin for the pains of childbirth

were over and mother and new-horn babe were sleeping

peacefully. After a few moments the door opened softly,
and a tall slender man with a mop of black, curly hair tip-
toed over to the bedside. e looked down at the sleepers
with a smile of deep admiration, and as he stood there he
offered up a silent prayer of thanksgiving that all was well.
Then he turned to-go, but the inner consciousness of the
woman. told her that someone was near, and she opened her

eyes in time to see him before he vanished.

“Truman,’’ she called weakly,'* wait a minute.”’
He retraced his steps to her side, and taking her out-

stretched hand, he squeezed it ever so lightly, but with

that gentle touch of his long, bony fingers, he told her more
than words could tell.

She went on, *‘I'm sorry it is another girl. I know you
wanted a boy so badly this time with three girls in the
family.”’

“It’s all right, honey,”’ he reassured her, “I’m glad
it’s another girl becanse she's jyst like you. Now don’t you
worry about the boy part. I'll just begin to prepare for the
son-in-laws by adding another two rooms to the cabin here.”’

Mary Anne’s eyes smiled a thank yon, It was just like
him to malke the best of every situation by turning the bright
side out, and making a joke of it. No one could do that
quite so well as her man, and she loved him for it.

'The next few days were busy ones for frail Aunt Mar-
garet who was First Liady in the other room of the honse.
She got the meals; took care of the mother’s every need;
washed and ironod the clothes; and kept a watchful eye
on the other three members of the household, namely, Eu-
genia age seven, Alice age four, and Annie Maria age two.
Last but not least, she took complete charge of the newest
addition, Amy Louise, not yet one week old. But she per-
formed her duties with a love and devotion that is known
to only a mother’s heart, and yet Nature had deprived her
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of the one essential, that of having a child of her own flesh

and blood. So she took care of the other’s children and foved

them as her own, for in all her heatt there was not one tinge

of jealousy.

In due time Mary Anne was up and around again and
as busy as ever. Her strong, capable hands took most of
the heavy burdens from Marvgaret’s mro:EmH.m leaving only
the lighter tasks of cooking tasty dishes and fashioning
dainty clothes from odds and ends ahount, the house. Mary
Anne worked outside, too, tending the fruit trees and berry
bughes, not to mention the many varieties of fresh vege-
tables she grew in her garden. She wanted her children to
have a goodly supply of those precions things so necessary

. Trmman Leonard was as good as hig word. He did, in-
deed, build two more rooms onto the house that summer,
and in the fall a new barn went up as well, All the neigh-
bors in the vicinity for miles around came to do their part
on the last structure, and it was finished in no time at all.
But before it was furned over to the stock, a bhig barn-
warming was held therein to compensate all who had a
hand in its making. The long tables stretched from one
end to the other and fairly groaned with fat, tender hens,
juiey, red hams and spiced game, along with home-made
cherry preserves, hot, golden biscuits dripping with yellow
butter, and to top if all off there was an ample supply of
pumpkin pie whose flaky erust and creamy filling was a
delight to every palate. There never was such a feast nor
such a dance as followed after. Sounds of stomping faet
and merry langhter filled the big barn to overflowing and
floated out on the night air, echoing in the nearby hills.
Ag the tired but happy guests were bi dding moom night to
their genial host at an early hour in the EoEEﬁ. one “_o:%
:c_m._z.:: exclaimed :

““You're a very lucky man, _HEEME to have Margaret
to cook such delicacies and ﬁﬁ% Ann- _Uc lkeep everybody
smiling with her pranks and witty sayings. Now with this
nice new harn you have everything a man.eould wish for.”

Yes, Truman did have about everything a man could
wish for—execept a son to earry on his name. But even that

. long-concealed wish eame true when Amy Louise was two

years old. On December 7, 1867, strong, healthy Mary Anne
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gave birth to a fine black-headed baby boy. The father was
g0 over-joyed that le decided to take a holiday, and great
was the Yejoicing around the farm that memorable day. 1he
older children believed that the Lord had meant the new-
comer for a Christmas present, and perhaps made more
noise than was necessary. Only, little Amy stayed glum and
dark-eyed. She didn’t run and play with the other children,
but sat neglected alone in a corner. H‘Em:% Truman no-
ticed her there, and picking her up gaily in his arms he
whisked her off to have her first look at the new arrival.
‘When the bed-covers were turned back revealing a dark
elump of curly, black hair atop a tiny red face, two-year- oE
Amy exclaimed with disgust:

© “It’s a papoose. Take it away! I won’t have it.””

She refused to kiss the mother or the baby, and so to
punish her she was put to bed. In the space of a couple of
hours all her pent up grief was washed away with tears,
and gentle sleep eased her hurt. On awakening she had but
one resolve, and that was to get as far away from the little
‘‘papoose’ as possible. So taking her own small bed-pillow
with her, shs drng it along over the floor, out the door and
across the frozen yard to Aunt Margaret’s quarters. She
knocked and waited. When Auntie opened the door she saw
a very dejected little figure standing there in the cold.

““Why what is it child 9’ she asked picking Amy Lonise
np in her arms, and holding her tight.

The little girl, too gmﬁo:z:sﬁ_ to be tearful, answered
ina Eaﬁmw of fact tone,

“’ge come to mﬂ&«u: and stay she did. Never again
did she sleep another night under the same roof 1:.__ the
little black-headed baby boy. She ndopted Aunt Margarct
as her new mother, aud wherever Auntie went, ww:j went,
also.

Several years passed hy, hut with a naturve as eare-free
and happy as hers, Amy Louise couldn’t help getting en-
joyment out of every hiour of the day. In the early morning
sunshine along with her three sisters she gathered wild
flowers from the hillside and strung them into garlands to
adorn her dark locks. During the day she helped with little
tagks about the farm such as weeding the garden or feeding
the chickens. In the evenings she .B:E& in the jolly gamaos
of hide-and-seek or run-sheepy-run with all the children in
the neighhorhood.




Soon school days took a great deal of her time, but as
she was always in the midst of any excitement going on
there, these days passed all too quickly leaving a chain of
vivid memories in their place. She was graduated at twelve,
winsome, merry and altogether lovable, ‘the pride of Aunt
Margaret’s heart. . )

*“Well, Auntie,”” she remarked after the graduating ex-
ercises were all over, “Now we can move into town and
start that millinery shop you have wanted to have for so
long.”’ . :
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The millinery business proved to be a very prosperous
one in the fast growing town of Farmington. Aunt Margaret
had a knack of trimming hats out of almost nothing at all,
and making them look so attractive that they were simply
irvesistible. Amy became an apt pupil under her skillful tut-
clage, and together they spent many happy hours creating
bounets to cateh the eye of every young woman in town,
and some of the young men as well. For more than one of
that sex stopped to admire a certain hat and incidently a
certain young lady who had made it. Amy did not lack for
beaux to take her to the many amusements that marked
the daily calendar, Her lack was to find the time to give
them each a turn. One, however, took more than his share
and would have taken all of it if his vivals had not stepped
in and cut him out at times. But Amy wanted it that way
for she told Will that she had other good friends besides
he, and that she was not ready to give them all up for one,

Jnst yet. In fact she told him that her very hest bean was
Troman Leonard, and indeed his visits were looked forward
to with more pleasure than any other.

On one of these rare visits he brought a mysterious gift
all wrapped in heavy paper, and so large that it could not
e hidden under a hat as his former ones had been. Truman
stood it up in the corner and asked Amy to guess what it
might be. From the merry twinkle in his eye she wondered
if it could really be the organ for which she had longed all
her maidenly days. She feit for the keys under the paper,
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and to her great joy she felt the knobs that regulated them.
It was the organ! She threw her arms around Truman’s
neck and hugged him {ill he agked for breath. Then she tore
off the wrappings and viewed with pride her newest posses-
sion.

“It’s simply beautifull’’ she cried, “‘now I will have
something to keep me busy in the evenings.”’

‘“Asg if yon never had anything to do in the evenings.’’
put in Aunt Margaret with mock severity in her voice.
““Well, it will at least keep you home some of the Hme so
1 ean enjoy the fun, too.”

The organ did prove to be a great attraction for the
young people of the town, and many a pleasant evening
was spent around it with Amy feeling out the chords while
the others blended their voices into the old familiar melo-
dies. .

Mary Anne eame into town occasionally with the child-
ren, and the family all joined in such tunes as *‘Hard Times
Come Again No More.”’ The organ was a medium whieh
tied their heart strings together, and when parting came

‘again the memory of the sweet songs helped to keep them

in tune with each other. So Amy’s love for music became
tirmly planted in her heart, never to be uprooted no matter
how turbulant the stream of life beat upon it, and in times
of disiress it was always a deep source of comfort to hor.

e
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One day Truman came in from the farm alone, and un-
der his outward jocularity was a seriousness which wasg not
his nsnal self. He said half jokingly and half seriously :

““Well. Amy how would you and Margarct like to trim
headbands for the Indians up in Canada?”’

~Aunt Margaret’s face immediately took on a worried
look, but Amy Hm@zmm langhingly :

““I can’t think of anything mere exciting. When do we
start?’’ . .

“Well, I don’t know exaetly, but I'm leaving for Can-

‘ada in a couple of days with Ora Card and a company of

men to see if we can find a new home up there.”
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“Truman,’”” Margaret put in anxiously, :H:_m that con-
stabie been _uo?o_.:um you again$’’

“Te keeps a close wateh on me day and night, Nice of
him to be so eoncerned for my safety, isn’t it}”

Amy looked out the window and was m*.maamm 10 see a
man with a silver badge just outaide.

“TFather,” she whispered, ‘‘can he arrest youn?"?

“Tle would if he eould get anything on me, but he can’t.
There have been others arrested, though, and President
Taylor says it would be best if we took our families to
Canada where we will not be molested because of our belief
in plural marriage. Mary Aunne feels she should stay here
hecanse of the young ones, and so I would like you and Amy
to join me, Margavet, as soon as I get located up there and
gend for youn.'!

““YWe will be ready to come whenever yon send for us,”’
Mavgavet veplied without hesitation. Sle had had to make
weiehty decisions before, and when there was only one
right road to take she made up her mind to take if then
and there. So in the days that followed she began selling
her assets, keeping only the most needfnl which she thought
might come in handy acrogs the horder.

Amy was thrilled about the prospects of a new adven-
ture, and looked forward with keen anticipation to the lat-
ter that might come any day telling the glad news that a
liome had been found in another Iand.

To . a certain voung gentleman who had been secing
Amy more of late since the news leaked out that she might
be going away, the expected letter was like an-on-coming
doom. He wished that it would never come. But it did come,
and with full instructions of how to get to this new home
far away in a strange land. Margaret was to take the train
as far as the end of the line which ended in a littls town in
Montana. There they would be met by a man, a Mr. Walton
who would furnish them with a wagon and team and, also,
be their gnide for the remainder of the long journey, As

Myr. Walton would be driving a herd of cattle, Amy was to .

drive the team, and follow behind. Truman would meet them
somewhere along the way. It sounded simple m:oﬁmb but
young Will iad many doubts and Em_m_bm on mcEm as Tar
as Pocatello with them,

He left them therey and as he said good-bye to Amy he
remarked sadly: o

“I hope you won’t stay long, but T doubt if youn cver
come back.

“Now, Will, there are plenty more girls back in Utah
if T shouldn’t and besides my father nceds me. Then, just
think T may be able to convert some of those wild Iudians
up there.””

“That’s just it,”’ put in Will, :_Em% re apt to carry
vou off.”’

““‘Nonsense, You should know by this time that I am
perfectly able to take ecare of myself,*’

“Yes, and I wish yon weren'f so all-fired independent,
and énEE give someone else a chance to do a little bit of the
looking mﬁmw.:

“Perhaps,”’ gaid Amy in a more serious tone,”’ T will
some day, but right now I can’t say who it will be. Well,
good-bye. You've been wonderful to help us pack and come
all this way, and we shan’t forget it ever.”’ Then gaily she
added, ““Now ¥on go to that dance next Saturday and dance
several times for me becanse I don’t sappose I’ll be dane-
ing for a while.”?

The eonductor was calling all-aboard. Amy squeezed
Will’s hand and with a last bright smile she ushered Aunt
Margaret up the coach steps. Inside she waved good-bye to
the forlorn figure standing alone on the platform, and then
with a jerk they were on their way,

The hours passed pleasantly for the seenery was new
and varied, only when darkness shut out the landscape did
Amy sit back and close her eyes. But she did not sleep. She
was too excited for that. In her mind she kept conjuring up
fantastic pictures of the new land, of the people there, the
Indians, and log eabins on the prairies. mﬁmmgrw it ‘was
midnight, the hour at which they were to arrive in ITelena,
Eoimzm. It was very dark, and Aunt Margaret was a little
frightened as she stepped off the train onto the dimly

lighted stieet in the strange ecity. But Amy was not the

least upset and calmly locked about for a cal. She ealled
for one at the end of the plaiform, the driver eame forward
quickly and reached for their grips. Margaret was loathe
to give up her’s to a total stranger, but Amy assurved her it
wag perfeetly safe.
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‘‘Where to, ladies?’” asked the young fellow, grinning
broadly. . )
“Well, I don’t quite know,’” Aunt Margaret replied in
faltering tones. N -

“Yes we do,’’ spoke up Amy. “We want you to take us
to a respectable hotel. Not the most expensive one in town
but a good reliable one.”’ .

““Yes Ma’am,’’ the driver exclaimed, “T kuow tle very
one for you. Step right this way please.’’

It was respectable all right and clean, but their room
was cold and so the travellers did not feel very cheerful
as they went about their preparations for the. night. Sleep
soon warmed their tived minds, however, and the next morn-
ing they awoke when the sun’s first rays erept acrosg the
foot of their bed.

They did not stop for breakfast as train time was very
near and they didn’t want {o take any chances in migsing
it. The station was cold, too, and no one was about exeept
the sleepy-eyed agent who was perched upon his high stool
in front of the ticket window. .

““Sir,”’ asked Aunt Margaret in a rather shaky voice,
“‘can you tell me how far it is to Montana City? -

“Why,” replied the surprised little man, *‘there ian’t
any town by that name on my line.”’

Auntie was ready to cry, but Amy laughed it off with
one of her gay little laughs, and led Margaret to a chair in
the waiting room. o

““‘Now,’? she said as she wrapped the extra coat around
her, ““you just stop your worrying. Father wouldn’t have
mentioned the place unless there wasg really such a town,
and he ought to know because he came by this way. We’ll
find it all right. What you nced is some good hot ginger
fea, and I'm going out to find some.’’ .

Amy stepped out onto the street, sceretly a little wor-
ried herself.” She spied a policeman not far away on the
next corner. He looked like the kind of person to whom you
could tell your tronbles, and so Amy proceeded to do that
right then and there. She told him the main particulars, and
then asked if there was such a city as Montana City.

““Why, yes,”” he replied pleasantly, ““but why would
a njce young lady like you want to go to such a God-forsaken
place as that? It’s nothing but a deserted mining town with
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‘only one house now oceupied, and that’s partly a saloon,””

“Ior goodness sake don’t mention that fiet to my
Aunt or I'll never be able to get her to go on.”

*“You say you have a letter from your father?’’ asked
the policeman further. ‘“‘Perhaps if you wouldn’t mind
showing it to me I eould understand better how to lLielp
you."

““Not at all. My Aunt hag it inside the station,”” Amy
spoke brightly with renewed hope as she led the way.

. Their amiable new friend shook hands with Aunt Mar-
garet, and then turned to take a look at the pot-bellied stove
that claimed the eenter of the room.

““Good gracious! This stove has no fire in it,”’ he ob-

served, and began immediately to busy himself in making
it. He rustléd some wood from somewhere, and with what
little coal was already in the hucket, he soon had a cony
Tire roaring up the chimney. He moved two chairs close
up to the stove and invited the two ladies to come and par-
take of the cheery warmth. Aunt Margaret’s spirits rose
with the flames that swept up the chimney with a noisy
crackle, and soon sghe was chatting away with her hene-
factor as if he were a life-long friend. The letter was hrought
out and read. The officer listened intently, and then said
with a smile:
- “H’mm, T thought you looked like straight goods all
right. So you are going clear.to Canada, and this young
lady is to drive the team after you meet this Mr. Walton
at Montana City. Tt’s pretty late in the year to be driving
throngh eanyons and over mountains, but if good luck stays
with you, you'll make it all right. Now, let me see what I
can do about your tickets to Montana City.’’

The agent was not very obliging, and when asked what
the fare to Montana City was, he argued crossly:

“But I haven’t any right to sell tickets to that place.
It’s off the main line and the train won’t even stop there.”’

The big policeman’s face was set and he spoke gruffly,
““Give them tickets to the nearest point. I'll attend to the
rest.”’

“But I don’t know how inuch to charge,”’ the station
agent whined.

““Count up the mileage and charge accordingly.’”

The little man behind the window looked at the law
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and then got busy making out the tickets. After they were

“duly stamped and dated he handed them over to the big
hands that were waiting to receive them. Amy came for-
ward with the meney and paid for them promptly. With a
satisfied smile the officer led them to the train which had
Just pulled in. Ie helped them up the high steps, found them
a seat on the sunny side, arranged their baggage, and then
shook hands with them and wished them good Iuck.

Amy got a last glimpse of him ghaking his finger at
the ticket agent in his window. She sighed pleasantly, and
sat back relieved that they were really on their way again,
She fell to musing about the conjecture that if all men were
as amiable as their recently found friend, what a world
this would be, and she forgot all else. LPE; Margaret kept

an eye on their grips as the other passengers on the train,.

all male, did not look any too trusiworthy. me% mnst be
miners she thongh ,and hoped they weren’t going to Mon-
tana City.

The train rvattled on and about mid-day the newsboy
came through calling fruit.” Amy awoke and motioned for
him to stop. She picked out twa big, red apples and paid him
ten cents apiece for them. With them and some rather stale
sandwiches which Auntie had tucked away in her suitcase,
they made ount for lunch, In the afternoon they travelled
throngh canyons made lovely by streams which flowed
:E.o:mr them, and the many aipens and spruce which grew

profusely upon their sides. As the changing scenes passed -

by taking their interest, the hours slipped by, too, and soon
they noticed it was getting dark. .

‘It won’t he long until we get to Montana City now,”?
sair Margaret, ‘‘because the conductor said we would get
to the nearest point about seven.””

They both dozed for a few moments or so and then snd-
denly the train stopped with a jerk. Amy’s relaxed form all
but slid onto the floor. Aunt Mavgavet pulled her up to sit-
ting position and quickly they cozp donned their wrapa. The
conductor appeared to help them with their suit-cases and
in less time than it takes to tell they were off the train and
standing alone gazing into the davkmess in the direction of
the town where he had pointed saying, ‘“Not a very pretty
sight, but that’s it1”? ’
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As their eyes became accustomed to their dim sur-
romndings they saw in the distance a group of tumble-down
shacks, A dry river-bed lay between them and their destina-
tion, but-it was full of hnge bonlders and rotting tree
trunks. No road was visible but‘as Amy laughingly put it,
if you can see a point you want to reach and take a mr.m_i:“
line fov it, you always end up there. So Auntie picked up the
remaining bag and followed Amy who was leading the way
with the other two. The ground was uneven and rocky and
more than once they eame very near falling in the darkness,
but they E;ummma to have the suitecases mo the falling in-
stead.

“Merey!”’ exelaimed Aunt Margaret, “There will he
nothing left of us by the time we get there,”’

““You mean nothing left of our bags, but we’ll still be
around,’’ added Amy.

‘As ﬁrmﬂ neared the spot they could see a faint light
hurning in the back of the largest and Eoﬂ respectable
HoowEm. house of the group. .

"~ “0Oh, that must be the saloon,’’ observed Amy.

Auntie dropped her baggage in astonishment, *Did
you say saloon?®’

““Oh, I mean hotel. They eall hotels saloons in Montana,
Now ,don’t worry, We're tucky fo find any signs of life at
all, E.E I'm thrilled with the prospects.”’

In due time their weary mﬁo@m brought them to the door
on the left end of the rather longish building which seemed
to be divided into two apartments, Thiey must have struck
the right end of it because in answer to their timid knoek,
the door was opened hy the sweelest old lady in all the
world. She smiled a welcome to them and invited them to
step inside. To the great snrprise of both, the interior was
as bright and cozy as anyone could wish. There was'a most
invifing fire burning in the open fire place and the flames

“tinted the walls wilh a rosy glow. Theve was a small table

set in front of the fire-place with places for two. From the
kettle on the stove came the most appetizing odor,

“My Lands!?’ exclaimed their wee hostess as she toolk
their grips from them, ‘‘These must have rocks in them.?’

“Mayhe they have,”’ replied Amy, ‘‘beeause we’ve
snrely stumbled over plenty getting here,?’

11



Auntie sat down gratefully in the little eushioned rocker
which the sweet old lady placed by the fire for her.

In a few moments Mrs, Jennings knew all about the

newcomers and why they had stopped at this out-of-the-way
lace. _ :

“Why, they're just like angels dropped down Irom
heaven,”’ she told her husband when he stepped in a half
hour later, and they’re going to stay and have supper with
us. So you go dowu the cellar and bring me some of those
blackberry preserves and I’1 stir up some bigenits in a
Jifty.”? . S
Almost before you conld wink both eyes the hiscuits
were in the oven, and more broth added to the stew. The
two plain plates on the table were whisked away and four

very pretty flowered ones were put in their stead. Then .

shiny silverware was brought out from its hiding place in
the cupboard. The rich velvety preserves were placed in a
lovely fluted dish and given the center of the spread. My,
Jennings added more logs to the fire and then sat down by
the visitors to await the call to supper.

“I'm right glad you folks dropped in,’’ he said, *‘it’s
just like a party for my wife to have some one come and
see us, we have visitors so seldom out here.”

I think the pleasure is certainly mutual,” remarked
Amy sincerely. ,

““You say you’re from Utah?’’ he went on, ““I'd kind
of like to see that country myself, I’ve heard so much about
it. There have been quite a number from there passing
throngh Montana lately. T was talking to a man just the
other day who was driving a herd of cattle up to Canada,

but for some reason he sold all his stock and headed back

to Utal.’?

““Could you deseribe the man?’’ asked Aunt Margaret,
anxiously.

“Why yes, he was light-complexioned, rather stocky,
and gave his name as Green and said he was from Kays-
ville,*?

Auntie looked relieved. ¢“‘I’m looking for a man by the
name of Walton who was expecting to drive some eattle to
Canada, too. I was afraid you were speaking of him, My
husband is anxiously waiting for us to come up there and
Join him. I know he would be very disappointed if we should

12

Lave to return to Utah. My, Walton was to furnish us with
a team and my daughter was to do the driving.’’ r

““Don’t look as if you had had much experience along
that line,’’ ventured Mr. Jennings with a sly smile in Amy’s
direction, :

“Ol, it isn’t as easy as trimming hats, I guess, but it
will be a nice change at least,”” returned Amy,

“You’ll be thinking it’s quite a change if you run into
one of those famous Canadian.blizzards with a temperature
of 40 below zero.”? . .

““Merey!"’ exclaimed Aunt Margaret ,<throwing up her
hands in horror. “‘Don’t tell me there is any danger of that
happening.?®’

“Well, don’t worry about it,”’ Mr. Jennings veplied,
soothingly, “‘you are welcome to stay with us as long as
you wish. My wife and I will he glad to have vou. Now it
locks likke mother has supper all on the table, so sit right up
pleasge,””

Never did a stew taste as delicious ag that one, even
though the meat was rather tough, but the vegetables were
sweet and tender. As for the biscuits and blackberry jam,
they were simply out of this world as Amy put it.

After dinner was over the guests helped their hostess
with the dishes and ,algo, to make up the divan into a hed.
While at this task, Mrs. Jennings explained that it would
be necessary for her and her hushand to attend a meeting
that was being held that night in a neighborhood some dis-
tance away. However, she added, that if they cared.to go
along they would be very welcome to do so. :

““Thank you kindly,’’ answered Aunt Margaret, “but
if"you don’t mind, I'll stay in this cozy place and rest, as
I am really quite tired after the day’s journey.”’

Amy decided to stay and keep her company, and a half
hour later they were alone in the little apartment with no
sound except the crackling of the logs with which Mr. Jen-
nings had heaped the fire before his departure,
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Cuaapter 4

The two weary travellers sat gazing into the cheery
flames, each busy with her own thouglts. Suddenly a step
was heard on the gravel just cutside the door. They both
gave a start and Auntie’s eyes took on a look of real dis-
may, but Amy only smiled and said:

*“BDon’t be alarmed, Auntie. It must be that old bachelor
that Mrs. Jennings told us about who lives in the other end
of this house. He’s perfectly harmless she said. I guess he

got lonesome and thought he would come and visit us, I'll

go to the door and see.”’

Aunt Margaret was about to detain her from doing so,
but lively Amy moved too quickly, and before she had time
to say another word, the door was already open. There on
the door-step was a rather small, untidy-looking man with
graying hair and deep-set eyes set in a sallow, pinched-face.
He was the first ot speak.

‘I saw you visitors through the winder,”” he began,

““and I thonght I'd like to come and have a litile talk with -

ve. I heard Mrs. Jennings say yon was from Utah, Ts zat
right?”’

Amy acted as spokesman for the two and replied, ¢ Why
ves, and I want you to know that we are respectable to
strangers and we expect them to he the same to us. So
won't yon come in and warm yourself.??

He stepped in briskly and sat down on the chair offered
Lim. His next question was blurted out with a very appar-
ent tone of sareasm. , - : Cor

““You don’t happen to know some of them Mormons
out there, do you?”’ : :

““Yes, I know-oune or two,”’ Amy- returned casaully,
“YWhy e .

“Why?' he exploded with vehemence, ‘‘they’re the

lowest scum the world ever produced. Did ye ever meet o

feller by the name of Brigham Young?"

“I’ve heard of him,”” Am yreplied as calmly as she
could, hut her temper was rising very close to the boiling
point, as she could feel her cheeks burning with indignation,

““Well, they say he’s dead mow, but they got another
feller in his place that’s even worse.”” Then he Wwent on
piling up more and more falsehoods until Aunt Margaret
conld stand it no longer.
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‘““Look here,’’ she said in commanding tones, ‘I know
that those things you’re saying are not true because L've
lived among those people nearly all my life and I know
that the Mormons in Utah are the most law-abiding, hard-

‘working, most dependable people in all these United States,

and what’s more I'm one of them and so is my daughter
here, and we're proud of the fact, too."’

The little man looked at her for a moment as if he had
suddenly lost all his senses, and then the tears began rolling
down his cheeks, and his glender frame took on an attitude
of ntter dejection. He fumbled with his cap in his thin hands,
and then in tones much softer than he had hitherto used, he
venfured to offer his apologies. .

“T'm awful sorry I said such things,”’ he mumbled, 1
didn’t know you was Mormons. I used to be one myself,
but I got off on the wrong track, and now here I am away
out here in this God-forsaken place ,and no good for noth-
ing except workin’ in the mines. T used to enjoy life hack
in Missouri with the Saints, but I got bitter when they had
to leave there, and se I never went along with them any
more.”’ He stood ap and walked :slowly to the door. With

‘his hand on the knob he turned and said with real sincerity:

“I’d giveall L have in the world to be one of them again,
but I guess they wouldn’t want me now.*’

‘“Well, it’s never too late to change,’’ Amy observed,
cheerinlly.

At that remark he condescended to smile faintly, but
without saying another word he opened the door and disap-
peared into the night.

‘“Aunntie, you’re a reguiar preacher,” eried Amy exul-
tantly, and to reward her she gave her a big squeeze. **I do
belisve you’ll be able to convert some of those blood-thirsty
Tudians up in Canada.??

~ Aunnt Margaret sighed wearily, ““I’ll be so glad when
we get there safe and sound, and I do Lope we won’t have
any trouble finding My. Walton |’

. Two days later while the guests were helping Mrs.
Jennings prepare the noon-day meal, a stranger appeared
upon the scene and after introductions were over he proved
to be the much looked-for Mr. Walton. He was a very busi-
ness-like person and wanted to start for Canada at once.
Their hospitable little hostess was very disappointed when
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lter guests hegan preparing to leave without their dinner,
but My, Walton was in a terrible hurry, and so she did the
next best and put them up a lovely lunch instead. She re-
fused any, money for their stay of two days, saying they
had repaid her in many other ways. Amy tried to insist,
but it was of no use.

*Oh, my no!’? she argued, ‘‘it’s been just like seeing
the folks from home. T couldn’t take a penny, my no!”’!

Aunt Margaret thanked her warmly, and with a last
jolly remark from Amy about ecoming up to Canada and
staying a week with them, they were off in the lumbering
wagon which was to be their means of travel for many a
weary mile to the border and beyond.

>

CEAPTER B

Mr. Walton drove the team as far as Helena where his
young son, who had been left to watch the cattle, awaited
him. F'rom there Amy took over. Her steady nerve and pres-
ence of mind werd the means of avoiding many an accident
along the way. She guided the horses with a strong hand
over roads which at times were nothing more than cow
trails. She not only erossed many an old river bed now
stony . dry in the late October sun, but forded several tur-
bulent mountain streams as well. Often the trail ied through
hills studded with infant pine or through mountains which
rose ihto snow-eapped heights the grandeur of which she
had never seen beforve. At times she almost lost herself in
the heauty of their surroundings, but Aunt Margaret would
gently remind her that they were getting too far-behind
their guide, and so with renewed vigor Amy would whip
up the team and the wagon would jolt along at a rapid rate.

They stopped along the way only long enoungh.to eat
their hurriedly prepared meals and to snateh a few hours
sleep in the dark of the night. As they neared the border,
chilly October winds greeted them and fortold of an early
winter close at hand. Time was precious and Mr, Walton
did not feel equal to tramping a hundred miles in a Cana-
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dian blizzard, and so he urged the caftle on at top speed.
On the second day he reigued his horse up close to the
wagon, and with surpressed excitement he exclaimed:

‘“See that ridge over there. Well, when we get on top
of that you will be able to get a glimpse of your future
home, because we’re in Canada now.”’

Amy let out a glad halloo, and whipped up the horses
to a faster gait for she was most anxious fo get a look at
the promised land as she called it. As they neared the lop
of the ridge her heart began pounding with excitement. Then
in a moment her heart stood still for the scene which met
her gaze filled her with emotion too deep almost for breath-
ing. Unconsciously she pulled the team to a dead stop, and
stood up holding tight to the reins, On the North and Kast
were the Rocky Mountaing, purple in the distance and inlaid
with many a frosty glacier. She had never seen mountains
so tall, so jagged or so massive. Below them stretched the
rich brown plain through which ran a pale-blue stream of
water fringed with yellowing quaking aspens. Then to the
‘West the prairie went rolling off in the distance until it
melted into the horizon bevond.

“It’s simply beautifull’’ she breathed at last, ‘I know
I ghall love every inch of it.”’ Then sitting down abruptly,
she added joyfully, ¢ Auntie we’re almost home?!’*

She gave the horses a light touch of the whip and away
they went pell-mell down the hill towards the river below.

By late afternoon they veached the dozen or so log
houses on Lee’s Creek which was their destination. The
whole town turned out to welecome them, and there was a
great dea lof joking and questioning as Amy and Auné Mar-
garet went the rounds shaking each one’s hands warmly.

AlL the while Auntie was making side-long glances to
see if she could get a peek at T'ruman, but Lie was nowhere
in sight. She was not able to conceal her anxiety from at
least one of the onlookers, for one good sister annah by
name, noticed it, and gquickly made an explanation.

“Now, don’t you go worrying Sister Leonard because
vour husband isn’t here to meet vou, too. Lands sakes he
left here three days ago to do that. T guess he missed yon
on the way, but he’s hound to run into someone who'll put
him right, and he’ll be back as soon as he hears. I packed
Lhim enough lunch to last him all the way to Helena and
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back, So you just be at ease. You are more than welcome
to come and stay with us until he returns.’’ .

The matter was settled then and there, and by supper-
time Amy and Auntie were comfortable as conld be in Han-
nah’s two-roomed log cabin. with a dirt floor. But that
made no difference, the fire was warm and cheery, and in
such amiable company it was EicmEEm to wo lonesome or

" blue.

The two days before Truman arvived passed quickly
and happily. On the third morning Tranian and his foot-sore
pony showed wp just ahead of some rickety wagons full of

' newcomers and their possessions. He was very cold and

hungry, but when he found his loved ones well and happy,
he forgot all the nnpleasant things he had encountered on
his veeent journey, and exclaimed with fervor:

“Phank the Lord for this good land and these good
people, Oh, T am glad to see you two!?’ he added; hugging
them hoth to-him tighfly, ““and how did you leave the rest
of the folks back in Utah?1?

“Mveryone’s fine, and send their love, but T°11 tell you
all the news lafer, you just come and sit 995— by the fire
and warm yourself and have some of aﬁm nice hot soup
Hannah has set out for youn.”

All the neighhors contributed moEm_%.Em to the evening
meal for the new arrivals, and as many as could squeeze
into the small house stayed to help eat it. The missing tales
were fitted together making a complete story of how Tru-
man had missed his loved ones. But they were together
now and that was all that mattered. Then there were more
stories from the others, and as the last guests had departed,
Margaret turned to her husband with the words:

“#Prpman you chose a wonderful place to make a new
liome. We must not forget to thank the Lovd in our prayers
tomight, for I'm sure he had ‘a hand in it.”’

"Before anothier week had passed the Leonard family
were comfortably settled in their own quarfers. It all came
about this way. An Emglish parliament member, Stenhouss
by name, had moved into a three-roomed house in the little
town of Lee’s Creelk. This gentleman had heen sent there
by the goveriment fo ascertain if these strangers from
across Ewm border were the kind of people that Canada
would be proud to call citizens, As he wag a single person,

18

he was in need of a housekeeper. Aunt Zina ,a daughter of
Brigham Young and wife of the founder of the town which
wag later named after him, recommended Amy for the posi-
tion. She readily accepted ,but Truman would let her go on
one condition only, and that was if e aud Aunt Margaret
went along ,tco. As Mr. Stenhouse had no objections, say-
ing he only required one room anyway, and so turned the
otlier two over to the Lieonard family. e agreed to furnish
the coal in return for his meals. The arrangements were
made and the next day Margaret wag firvst lady in a homao
of her own once again.

Already in the fow months that Truman had lived in
Canada he had acquired a couple of good cows and a small
flock of ehickens. With all the milk and eream, butter and
eggs they could eat they fared very well. In fact there was
a surplus, and so Amy made a litfle money of her own on
the side by selling eggs at fifty cents a dozen and butter
at fifty cents a pound.

Coavrer 6

Omne day in late November Amy was hanging out the
newly washed clothes on the line, but a stiff prairie breeze
whipped at them so savagely’ that she was unable to pin
them on without lLelp. She called loudly for Truman who
was repairing a wagon in the shed near by. IIe came runuing
at her frantic calls for help, and langhed good-naturedly
when he saw it was only the wind whieh was causing all
the trouble. He held the clothes in position while Amy ad-
justed the pins, As they were ahont this task, Truman no-
ticed some wagons wending their way down the long hill
which sloped direetly into the heart of the town.

““TLiook Amy,’” he cried, ‘“more immigrants!®’

Amy did look and her heart skipped a beat when she
eaught a glimpse of the good-looking stranger driving the
first team. She suddenly had a great desire to bhe noticed,
and quickly grabbing off Truman’s hat and untying her
bonnet strings, she wived them both high in the air and
shouted.
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“Iore, here,”” put in her father, reaching for his one
and only hat, ““don’t you know yoir will ruin that hat and
there isn’t another one this side of Utah. Besides they can’t
see you way up here.” o

““That first driver did because he waved back, so’s
here’s your hat it has served it’s purpose.’’,

She was right, he had seen her and came over the very
next day for a closer view. She found that he hailed from
somewlhere near yrnm, Utah; that he was young, vnmar-
- ried and unattached; that he had a good business head. ont

his broad shoulders, and was altogether a very:desirable
young man. . .

He called around at the Leonard home quife frequent-
ly atter that. Sometimes it was to go to church, sometimes
to a party or sometimes just to sit and talk. Anyway by
the middle of December Amy had courage enough to invite
him to the Christinas party she was giving for all the young
folks of Cardston which the town was now called.

She spent ten glorious days making ingenjons decora-
tions out of paper to cheer up the house as she knew there
would be no room for a tree. Aunt Margaret out did herself
in making of the dainty sandwiches and jelly taris for the

big ocecasion. Truman gathered logs for the fire as toasted

pine nuts was to be one of the highlights of the evening.

At last all was in readiness, and never did a log cabin
look so inviting as on that memorable night. The doors and
windows were gay with dangling shiny symbols of Christ-
mas cheer. There were lovely paper flowers which looked
very much like real red roses on the table and side-board.
The savory smell of rich brown crust and spicy jelly filled
the rooms. Qutside the ruddy glow from the open fireplace
~made an inviting picture on the frosty smow. The guests
arrived with much gaety, and with such jolly company the
party could not help be a huge success.

As the last jelly tart was consumed and the last tale
told, Hebe whispered in Amy’s ear that he would be over
on the morrow to escort her to the big Christmas ball heing
held in the churchhouse. _

Christmas dawned eold and clear, but where warmth
was lacking on the outside of these humble dwellings it
wus more than made up for on the inside. Every home was
warm and cozy and filled with happy cheer beeause of many
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little- home-made gifts which were given with so much love
and accepted with so muech appreciation. Then to top off
a perfect day the whole town, from father down to baby,
turned out to the dance in the late afternoon. The highlight
of the evening was the grand march led by Aunt Zina and
Ora Card, her hushand, with Hebe and Amy next, and all
the other young folks and old folks and the little folks trail-
ing along behind trying desperately to keep up by skipping
amd running imtermittently. T'hen there was more dancing of
the two-step, the quadrille and finally the favorvite waltz. As
the mothers and fathers gathered up the yawning little
ones for the drive home, they all agreed that it was positive-
1y the best danee ever held this side of Salt Lake City. And
indeed it was, for the memory of it still vibrates in some of
those young hearts which are now slowed with age.

&

CeapTER T

The winter passed pleasantly for Amy as she was look-
ing forward to that day in April when she and Ilebe would
be together for always, even for eternity if they were able
to malte the long frip down to Utah and be married in the
femple there. They had talked it over many times and if
their plans worked out it would be possible.

At last April slipped up in the calendar, and on the
second the yellow lupine and blue-bells which decorated the

" prairie were brought by armfuls to decorate Margaret’s
living room in honor of the wedding to be performed that
day therein. Amy donned the blie broadcloth with the tight
fitting bodice and ruffled skirt trimmed with creamy lace
which Auntie had made for her. With her dark hair curled
and piled high on the top of her lhead, and a bouquet from
Mother Nature’s hot house, she stood before Heber with
a look of inquiry as to the effect of the finished produet
upon him.

““No bride in all the world ever looked lovelier,”’ he
said, and she knew he meant it and was happy.

The house was filled to overflowing with guests, but
Truman and Margaret made them all welecome and saw to
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it personally that each received a H.mmnm of the wedding

cake which Mavgaret had made from her scanty store of
supplies on hand, But if a little fruit was lacking in the cake,
hospitality was there in abundance. Bach gnest had brought

gifts of sundry shapes, kinds and sizes: from her beloved

father, a cow; from her father-in-law, some chickens; from
a neighbor, a pig; from another, a @E: Then mumum were
Iritchen utensils ,a broom and three long strips of home-
made carpet. As the happy, young couple surveyed their
oifts, they felt rich, and indeed they might for their gifis
were given wisely and acknowledged with true thankfulness
of heart.

The hride’s father-in-law offered them one of his two
rooms in which to set up housekeeping for themselves, and
they accepted gratefully. Amy took her precious mwmwm and
arranged them to suit her taste, that is the ones that be-
longed on the inside, Hebe ﬁoo_m care of the ones that be-
longed on the outside. The kitehen utensils, she stored away
in :E goods-hox cuphoard ; her hand-embr Emmueﬁ._ cover she
ﬁummmm on the lome-made table ; the strips of carpet she laid
in front of the stove, table and cmm, at the windows she hung
the dainty lace curtains which Auntie had hidden away. As

she stood in the doorway to view the affeet, her heart

swelled with pride for it was as cozy and as cheerful as
any she had seen this side of Utah.

Truman and Margavet missed her gay presence ter-
ribly ,ospecially Auntie whose health was mm&_zm It was
the first time she and Amy had been seperated since that
day twenty-two yvears ago when a forlorn little figure had
knocked at the door and said, *‘I’s come to stay.”

“Margaret, vou mustn’t be sad about Amy leaving
us,’’ Truman tried to cheer her,*‘as soon.as I can I'll build
a place of our own big enongh so that Amy and her hus-
band can come and live with us.”’ .

But that thrifty young man who was Amy’s husband

had other plans. He was going to build a house of his own .

in the fall. e had been saving up all his earnings from
teaching school the past winter just for such a purpose.
That is, if there was enongh left after he and Amy took that
much talked about trip to Utah., ¥Yes, they had decided that
that was the first thing they should do with their savings.

The trip would be an eight-hundred mile one, and no rail-
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road for part of the way, but Heber had a good wagon and
a fine span of horses, so it counld be done.

e

CaarTer 8

Spring passed with planting and hoeing and taking
care of the livestock. By the first part of July, the garden
Amy and Heber had planted so carefully was bringing in
real returns. On the fourth of July, Aunt Zina invited the
young couple over for a farewell dinner as they weve leav-
ing for Utal the next morning. It was a very appetizing
meal with little new potatoes and green peas gathered from
the garden of their hostess.

“Now when you young ones get to Utaly,”’ lectured Aunt
Zina with a playful smile, ‘*T want you {o spare no adjee-
tives in telling folks about our delicious Canadian vege-
tables. And be sure and go and see my dear mother, and
tell her that we are all well and getting along fine.’

After an enjoyable evening the young couple returned
Lome for a good night’s rest before starting out on their
long journey by team to Helena, Mountana.

Tlarly the next morning as the wagon jolted along nois-
ily, Amy delighted Heber with ‘her reminiscenees of the trip
she and Aunt Margaret had had over the same road just
eight months before, and along with talk of their plans for
{he future the time passed quickly and pleasantly.

‘When they reached IHelena they found a good home for
theiy team, and paying for their Wmmﬁ in advance, they took
the train for the remainder of the journey. As the conductor
took their tickets and mnoticed their destination, he smiled
and said: ,

‘Yo yon're going to Utah, eh? There are big changes
going on there so I hear. A very beautiful temple is being
built in Sait Lake City, and one has already been finished
in Logan, Ttah. These Mormons ave a thrifty 5_..v I must
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fi¥ag, " replied Amy, **T've heard that is 80,’! and she

smiled but for quite a different reason .
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In due time they arrived at their destination at Logan.

They hired a man to drive them to the little town of Hyrum-
near by where the bridegroom’s parents resided. The young

bride endeared herself to them from the very first day of
their meeting with her gay speech and winning ways. The
couple visited for a ecouple of days while arrangements were
being made for their marriage in the Logan temple,

Her marraige for Eiternity was even more thrilling than
the one for time, only, had been. In fact it was an event
which never dimmed in her memory.

“Oh!’’ she remarked after it was all over, ““if every
voung couple could be married in snch a beautiful place and
with snch an impressive ceremony they would surely want
to stay married forever and ever.”’

The trip to Farmington was a very exciting one for
Amy, To see her own mother again, her brothers and sisters,
and her many friends, was a pleasure she had not expected
to come her way so soon. She was very proud in showing
off her fine young husband, and her praise for their new
home in the Rockies was perhaps a little too profuse, but
sincere all the same, Their visit here was cnt short hecause
of the long eight-hundved mile trip awaiting them, and they
wanted to travel while the weather was still fine.

Before m@cﬁo_ﬁrﬁ. had rolled arcund they were crossing
the border once again, and with a light touch of _Urm iﬁ?
Heber called out cheerfully:

“Speed up there, now, we're on the last stretch. By
night you’ll be feasting on Canada hay.”” Then he turned
to Amy an dsaid, “You now I believe the most exciting
part of a trip is when you’re almost home again.*’

She heartedly agreed for she could searcely wait to see
how all the new things she had brought from Utah would
look in her home. She had brought the much prized organ
which her father had given her, the sewing machine; and
several useful articles of furniture, besides,

That evening the horses did indeed feast on an abund-
ance of wild Canadian hay, and the newly-weds feasted on
Canadian vegetables prepared by Aunt Margaret’s loving
hands. Later as they were relating their many exporiences
of the past month to Margaret and Truman, Aunt Zina and
Ora dropped in. After that there were a great many more
questions to answer, and more taleg to be told. At the eon-
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clusion the president asked:

““Well, Heber, I have a nice job waiting for you. You
remember the co-op sfore we opened up just before you
left for Utalt? Well, that fellow T hired as elerk has left
town and we’d like you to take his place starting fomorrow.’’

Heber thought for a moment and then answered, “*1’d
like to accommodate you, but I had planned to go to the
mountaing tomorrow for some logs to start building & house
before winter sets in. I wonder if you could find someone
else "’

‘T could take your wife, here with your consent. I know
of a young girl who could do Amy’s housework while she
elerked in the store.’?

“T’1l leave it up te Amy and let her mmnﬁm for herself.’?

“Why, yves, I'd like to try it,”” Amy consented, ‘‘T had
planned to open a millinery shop but I think a regular
salary might be more certain of results.’’

““Besides,”’ President Card went on, ‘‘we want you to
take over the job of Primary president, and trimming hats
might not mix so well with stories for children, he added,
laughing.

Amy was pursuaded to accept both positions Eﬁ prom-
ised to do her best.

The next morning Truman and Heber started out on
their trip to the mountains for logs with which to build the
new house. In the wagon Margavet had placed blankets and
pr ovisions to last several days as it was no mean undertak-
ing, and if they ran into a storm it would take more than
the four days they had planned on taking. Amy kissed them
both good-bye, and then started out on her mile walk to the
store. If she had thought that trimming hats would be more
interesting than clerking, she had been wrong, for unpack-
ing the new goods as they arrived and arranging them on
the shelves, chatting with each customer, making sug-
gestions, was all so exeiting that Amy thought she had never
muuo%mm anything quite so much hefore. To top it off she
bought herself a length of the first dress goods to come in,
and had the honor of making and wearing the first new
dress in the town.

One day early in December Aunt Zina dropped in for
a few articles.

“TDo you know,”’ she mused, ‘I think you are the best

25




‘elerk we ever had.”?

‘I guess you aren’t far wrong there,’”” put in Amy,

‘as you have only had one other and he ran out on yon.”’

“I mean,”” went on Aunt Zina ,serionsly, ‘“that you
H.omEN are an owomzmi clerk, but Dearie you better be think-
ing abowut giving it up, by OrEm_ﬁBmm anyway. You shonldn’t
be standing on your feet all day like this, and reaching up on
the shelves for things. You kaow you rmﬂo someone else fo
think about now.?’

““So you have guessed our seeret,’” answered Amy, the
color riging in her cheeks, : .

“T can always tell hefore anyone &mm Goodness knows
I've helped plenty of them through it. Now don’t WOrTY,
but just he a little more careful mSE now on.’’

O

CHAPTER 9 \

Amy’s best Christmas present that year was moving
into her very own home of two fine large rooms. It was
close to the store, too, so that Heber could get to work on
time, for he had taken over Amy’s job after the house was
completed. ITeber and Troman had dome a. fine piece of
work on the lhouse, and it was one of the best in town. It
had real wood floors instead of dirt ones as the earlier
houses hiad, With the pretty ehairs Amy had by ought from
Utah, the organ ,sewing machine and fine bed Traman had
made ,the house mmo_:om a miniature palace to her. In fact
there was only one other house in town that was furnished
as compietely, and that wasg the home of President Card
and his beloved wife, Aunt Zina. That good lady, alse, rmm
the only other organ in the community.

gw::,- spent many long winter hours sewing yards and
yards of lace on little mu.mmmmm that would seem very- long
for an infant of today. When she tired of her sewing she
practiced on the organ, for the choir leader had appointed
Lior organist, HEE% mEEHmm.d\‘ night that jolly assemblage
of musieal persons met in Amy’s fine livingroom and ?hﬁm&
out the harmony that would have done credit to a much
more practiced group of singers. Those were happy evenings
as strains of beautiful anthems mingled with lighter airs,
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and langhter, too, floated out through the ehinks in the
logs into the frosty air. But singing warms the soul and
as the guests departed for their various homes they did not
notice the chilling blasts which whipped at their wraps.
Amy had warmed their blankets and when tucked snnggly
around them in their buggies or wagons they were as cozy
ag could be, and really enjoyed the ride home even if the
EE@oSE? happened to be down around thirty-five be-
low Zzero.

Gradually the temperaiure began to rise, though, and
the snow turned to rain. Then, Amy had mud and water
with which to eontend instead of cold. But on bright, sunny
days the soft earth around her door, quickly dried, and she
was able to walk out into the warm sunshine. Soon the sweot
smelling lupine yellowed the prairvie onee again. She gath-
ered lovely houquets of them to decorate her home for her
first wedding anniversary. Fiven after that pleasant day had
passed she gathered fresh ones and kept her honse gay with
their color for she dearly loved these native blossoms which
grew so profusely around their yard. But one day near the
end of May the flowers lay drooping and forgotten in a
greater joy which had come to her; her first child, a little
mHL with hair so black ﬂpmn an mmB:.Eo. vistor was moved
to ask jokingly:

‘¢ Are you sure, Amy, that yon didn’t trade your haby
for one of those little papooses out on the Indian Reserva-
tion just across the ereek?”?

Before she conld answer, Truman hastily gave an ex-
planation, ““No, it’s just the Leonard coming out on her,”’
and lie ran his hand through his thick, black hair which was
stil las dark as ever save for a spock of gray at the temples.

- When the baby was yet but a few weeks old, Amy was
back on her job again as Primary president, a position
which wag admirvably suited to her talents. or she bad
the gift of telling stories which made both young and old
listen hreathlessly until the last word was said. This coupled
with her enthusiasm and friendliness endeared her to every
one with whom she came in contact, Somehow she even
found the time {o help her hinsband in the store during the
rush hour of the day. Then, choir practice was still held in
her home every Thursday night.
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Cmarrer 10

One evening as she sat by the window rocking her baby

“to sleep in the long twilight of a Canadian summer day, she

noticed a buggy approaching, She knew the vehicle well for

it had stopped at her home on many previeus occasions. She

laid the sleeping child down carefully in her cradle, and Lur-

ried to the door to greet Aunt Zina, her husband, and sev-
eral others, .

- ““Well, Amy, now you know that something is up when
we call on you in a bunch like this,”” explained the presi-
dent.

““Yes,”” langhed Amy, ‘‘the curtain is up and now on
with the show.”? . :

“You don’t know how close you came to the subject in
hand when you made that remark,’’ went on Ora, ““but to get
down to plain facts, we need some other form of entertain-
ment in this town besides singing and dancing. Zina, hers,
suggested that we should put on some plays as her father
did back in Balt Lake City. With your talent for telling
slories, you should make a first-rate actress, and so we
want you to fake the lead in our opening play.””

“Well,” answered Amy a little dubiously, ¢“I'm willing
to try anything once.” .

That night there was much planning, joking and sng-
gesting, but after an hour or so a definite dramatic organiz-
ation came into being, with Aunt Zina as director and all
present sworn in as charter members, They agreed to fur-
nish their time, talents, costumes and any properties needed
to make their performances a success.

On leaving President Card remarked: “Now I want
all yon good people here to take this as a serions matter. It
is the same as being called on a mission because this com-
munity needs entertainment as well as spiritual gunidance to
make their lives complete.’”

The next four years were so filled with activities that
there was never a moment left free in which -Amy might

take time o relax, She kept up with her many household |

tasks with occasional help; she put her whole Lieart and
soul into her job as Primary president; she took the lead-
ing roles in such plays as ““The Rose of Iitrie Vale,”’ and
“Ten Nights in a Barroom?’; she rented her two exira
rooms which had been added onto the two original ones,

28

-

to travellers for tewnty-five cents a bed and twenty-five
cents a meal; she had another baby girl, and in short was
the live wire of the town to whom many of the younger gel-
eration came for advice. ,

In the midst of all these doings came an aunouncement
which tended to bring things to a complete standstill, for a
momient at least. Amy reread the letter for the second time,
while her husband was standing there waiting for her com-
ment. It was an honor that he should be called as the first
missionary from Canada to attend a six-months’ ecourse of
study being given at the Brigham Young Academy in Provo.
But how could she manage to take ‘hig place in the store
and do all the other things besides. Then there was fhis
other item which she had 1ot even mentioned to him vet.

“Well, Amy,’* Heber asked not waiting for her answer,
““What do you think?’’ . .

“I ean’t seem to think at all,”” she replied.

“I have a plan ,then,’’ Heber went on, ““we won’t try
to rent the two extra rooms out for a hotel anymore, but
T’ll convert them into a store of our own, and yvou could run

it while I'm gone so we could have an income to tide us over

the six months. We’ve both had some experience in the
store business and I think we could make a go of it. T'll
build an extra room on for a store-room. Of course it would
be necessary for me to go East to procure some goods, but
I believe I could get them on eredit. Then I’d have to have
help in freighting them from Lethbridge, but I'm sure I
conld do it. What do you say?”’

He was so enthusiastic about it all that Amy didn’t
Lave the heart to say anything which might gpoil his fine
plans, and so she answered with a hopeful smile:

“I think it’s a wonderful idea, and T’m willing to help
you all T can.’”” She decided the other little matter could

- wait for a while longer. .

So it was settled and ITeber began putting up the ware-
house at once. When it was finished, he left for Winnipeg
to see about getting some merchandise for the new store.
Somelow he seemed to make a favorable impression on the
perfect stranger to whom he went, for that gentleman in-
vited him into his home to talk the deal over, When offered
a drink of liquor, Heber refused ;politely, saying it was
against his prineciples. This so pleased the magnate that he
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was moved to say:

“I admire a young fellow who stands by what he thinks
is right even if it might seem to be advantageous to do
otherwise at times. I think I can trust yon, and so I’'m let-
ting you have four-thousand ‘dollars worth of goods on
credit with no security except your word.”’

“*Thank yon very much, Sir: I'm sure you will not be
disappointed.’’ Nor was he, that year, nor any of the many
other years that followed for this young man’s credit re-
mained one-hundred per cent as long as either of them
lived. |

It took four days to bring the goods from Tethbridge by
team, and if was necessary for the drivers to sleep beneath
the wagons and keep wateh of their preciouns eaTgo and,
also, of the animals staked near by. Prowling Tndians had
heen known to lay their hands ‘on things which did not be-
long to them and carry them .off. But they reached home
withdut mishap and two little gitls came flying out of the
house to greet their daddy who always had some little treas-
ure tueked away in his pockets to give each of them.

When Amy saw the amount of goods being unpacked
she got a little panicky, and decided it was about time she
was making her announcement, So that evening when the
children were put to bed, she brought np the subject.

‘‘Fleber,”’ she ventured bravely, “I don’t think I’ll be
able to clerk in the stove all the time you are goue, hecause
before you get back we’ll have another addition to the
family,”?

This was something on which he had not counted and
for a moment he was left without words to cope with the
situation. He recovered himself quickly, however, and re-
plied brightly: E o

““Why that’s just fine. Now don’t you iworry. Il find
another clerk somewhere.” .

But it seemed that a good reliable clevk was hard to
find, for after six weeks of hunting he still had not found a
suitable one. They both were beginning to get just a little
discouraged. But one evening while Heber was away at
church, Amy had a heart to heart tallc with her Maker about

it, and when her husband returned she sesmed at perfect
ease. _

‘‘Heber,”’ she said, ““I*ve decided that we have done all
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we can do and s0 now we are going to leave it to the Lord to
help us. So you get ready to go to Utah, and I’'m sare sowme-
thing will turn up.”’

A few days later something did turn np in the form of
a very tall, but honest looking young man. Ile ecame into the
store where Heber was busy cleaning up after a busy day.
He introduced himself and remarked in a pleasant manner:

“Mr. Allen, I hear you are having a difficult time in
finding a clerk to help you. I've been down to one of your
little settlements here installing a ereamery and teaching
gome of your members how to make butter and choese. T
was thinking of returning home but if you need a good man,
T be glad to stay and help youn.”’

Heber felt at once that this was the very man he wanted
and hired him on the spot. He proved to he a very congenial
and competent young man. Iu fact they eould not have fouml
a better one. In turn he liked these progressive people so
well that in time he joined with them and married the Bish-
op’s daughter to bhoot.

A few nights before Heber was to leave on his mission,
the oldest little girl of four years became very ill. As there
was na doector in the community they gave her snch home
remedies as they thought fit for the high fever which seemed
to be burning in her, but she beeame gradually worse instead
of better. The night before her father was to leave, he eame
and stood by her bedside, and locking down at her for a
while he gaid:

“I wonder if I had better go tomerrow "’

Amy turned quickly so he could not see the sudden tears
that sprang to her eyes. :

““Yes, of conrse,’’ she replied firmly, ““you mustn’f miss
your appointment.?’

He sat holding the limp feverish hand for a momeiit
and- then asked for the consecrated oil. Ile performed {hat
solemu eeremony, which he had been given the power by one
in authority to perform, and then waited for the resnlts.

In less than a half hour the little hand he held in his
felt cooler. Tnside of an hour the litle givl had awalkeed and
said she was hungry. Joyously Amy hurvied for some milk-
toast, for it was the first time the chitd had asked for food
for three days, She sat up and even smiled as she ate if.
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After she had finighed it all, she lay down again and soon
was asleep in a ecalm, natural one, and there was no-sign

of any fever. That night when two relieved souls kuelt in~
thankful prayer, they did not forget to acknowledge their

appreciation to him who performs such miracles.

The next morning two little girls were up bright and
early to eat the last breakfast with their daddy for a long
time. They were not allowed to go outside with him to the
buggy which was o drive him sixty miles to the neareat,
railroad, because it was the middle of January and the
temperature was not right for a little girl who had just re-
covered from a severe illness. So they kissed him good-bye
at the door, and promised fo be good and help Mama.

%

Cuapter 11

Ithad been deeided that while Heber was away, Truman
and Margaret, Aunt ““Nana’ as the children called her,
should come and live with Amy and help her with the store
and hosehold duties. For six weeks things went along
smoothly, business was very good, and their new clerk was
most capable. Then suddenly Nana took seriously ill and it

turned out to be pneumonia. Then the youngest child, just.

two years old became sick, and in a few days this, too, turned
into pueumonia. Truman was the next one sfricken, that
left only Amy and the litfle girl, four, to take care of them
all. There were o doctors or nurses on whom to call for
help, but many friends came without being called upon, and
took the heaviest burdens off Amy’s shoulders. Two sisters
came every night regnlarly, and stayed until dawn,

One day the neighbor’s child just the age of Amy’s
stricken one, died of the same disease. That evening aflter
the Bishop and several others had visited -with the bereaved
family, they dropped in to give what aid and comfort they
eould te those who were ill in the Leonard family. -

The Bishop acted as spokesman for the group.

¢“We have come, Sister Allen, to tell you that we have
done all we can for your baby that is possible forus to do.
Now we must leave her in other hands than our own.’’
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“‘But, Bishop,” replied Amy, confidently, ¢“I do not
think my baby is going to die.” _

“T admire your faith and courage, and we sincerely
hope you are right. We will all unite in prayer in your be-
half, and then we will say good-night, I have asked Sister
Hinnain, here, the best practical nurse in town, to stay and
help you tonight.”?

After the prayer was offered and each good neighbor
had given Amy a warm hand-shake, they departed leaving
the one good sister to keep her company throngh the night.
This kind soul bathed the child’s feverish body, and then
placed her on a pillow on the mother’s lap as the Iatter hac
requested her to do so. Every half hour they moistened the
baby’s dry slkin with oil, but each time it would be eom-
pletely absorbed by the high fever. About miduight Amy
had been watching the elock, when turning to her companion
she was startled to see the look of concern on her face.
(uickly she sensed it was the baby, and looked down af it.
The little face had turned purple.

““What’s the matter with her?’’ Amy eried out in an-
guish. ‘

¢*She is having inward convulgions,’’ was the reply.
' TH]

““What can we do? Isn’t there something we can do!’

+ ““Yes, if vour nerves are steady enough.?’’ Amy nodded.
““Then bring me some eastor oil and turpentine and a table-
apoon,”’ ordered the cool-headed lady, taking the child from
her. '

- Amy went for the supplies at once. When she returned
with them she saw the other mix three spoonfuls of the tur-
pentine with several of the oil. She could not wateh the
process while those strong capable hands held the- baby’s
noge and forced the mixture inte it’s tiny mouth. But she
heard the baby gasping for breath at intervals, as only a few
drops could be given at once. The cohvulsions did not stop
immediately but the good lady kept right on with the treat-
ment, and towards morning there was a decided change for
the better. The ordeal had heen ahnost too mneh, though,
for the one in charge, and when Amy noticed her great fa-
tigue, she ingisted on taking the haby from her, and in-
sirueted ler to lie down for a little rest. In a very few mo-
ments the weary soul had forgotien her cares in sound slecp.
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As the mother sat alone with her baby, her heart was
filled to over-flowing with gratitude as she felt the fever
gradually leaving the little body. The tiny face was no
longer purple but had taken on a more natural hue. The
breathing was more natural, too, and now Amy knew that
the erisis had passed. ;

In the carly dawn she heard the door:knob turn gently,
and looking in that direction, she saw that it was the bishop
returine. He came towards her and looked down at the
peacefully sleeping child on her lap. Then his kindly eyes
filled with tears. e remarked simply bat with deep feeling:

«Vour faith has made her whole.’” Then without saying
another word Le turned and quietly left the room. ,

That day the baby took the first nourishment she had
had for some days. That evening she was given a warm
bath by a kind neighbor and a change into fresh clean
clothes. Then she tas put into bed with Amy and both slept
all the long night through. The same routine was followed
the next night, and again the two slept without awakening.
On the third morning Amy gave birth {o a ten-pound baby
boy. It so happened that this was her twenty-ninth birih-
day and this one priceless gift outshadowed all the rest. |
" Nana’s birthday had been just twelve days before, and
she had spent that day in bed, also, but today she was sitting
up in her room when a neighbor brought:in the new grand-
gson for her to see. .

“Nana, I do believe Amy looks better than you do,’’ the
good lady remarked, jokingly. ]

““Why shouldn’t she?’’ Nana reported, ‘‘she’s only
Tiad one kKid and I had two!?’ And she held up for observa-
tion, a pair of kid gloves, a helated birthday gift which had
arrived just that morning from Utab, :
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By the time Amy’s anniversary, the second of April,
rolled around again things were looking much brighter.
Grandpa Leonard was his old jolly self once more, and very
proud of his new grandson who at the age of six weeks was
gach a plump, big fellow that a whole new set of clothes
Liad to be made for him. This was Aunt Margaret’s special
task, for since her recent illness she did nof have the
strength to do the heavier duties about the house. Amy
helped in the store during part of the day while the two
little girls ammsed the baby under Nana's ever watchful eye.

Amy’s first day hack at Primary after her long ab-
sence ag a pleasant surprise. The enthusiastic teachers with
the children had planned a special program in her honor
followed by simple, home-made refreshments. Many of the
little ones presented her with nosegays made from the wild
flowers which were blooming on the prairie. As they held
them up for her with their eyes bright and their lips smiling,
lier soul was touched to the brink of tears, and she thonght
“‘gurely, of such ig the Kingdom of Heaven.”’ And she was
glad of the privilege accorded her to he so elose to it.

Midsummer found Heber back home again, and making
new improvement in his thriving store business. When he
had erected a new building and had arranged his affairs
so that they were ruuning smoothly, e ventured ont on an-
other project. He and one of the old-timers built the first
¢Roller mill’* down on the river about two miles from the
town, But an early spring flood, a couple of years later,
washed it empletely away. There were other exciting times,
tao, in those two years such as a prairvie fire which re-
quired the combined efforts of the whole town to keep it
away from their doors; a blizzard which piled the snow up
almost to the top of the windows; then there were Indlan
seares.

One warm summer night, Amy decided that the back

" door should be left open in order that the prairie breeze

might permeate the house, making the bedrooms more com-
fortable for sleeping, TIeler was extra tired from his hard
day at the store, and had gone to sleep immediately on re-
tiring. But Amy took longer for she had to make her usual
ronnds of the three children to see if all was well with
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them, The two little girls were fast asleep in the next room,
hut as the baby was fussing in his cradle, she pulled it over
close to their bed. Then lying down beside her sleeping hus-
hand she rocked the baby gently with her outstretched hand.
Tn a short time the soothing motion put them both to sleep,
but suddenly Amy awakened with a start. She had heard
something in her sleep that wasn’t a dream. She listened jn-
tently and waited for a repetition. In a moment she heard
it again, the same sound only this time more aundible. Some-
one was outside the house. Their halting footsteps did not
make the sound of boots with hobuails; but of moceasined
feet stealing towaxrd the open back door. She waited, fear-
fully wndering just what she should do about it. ‘When those
steps entered the house and crept closer to her bedroom
door, she nudged Heber violently in the side and whispered :

““Quick, someone is in the house and I think it’s an
Indian!”? .

Ileber jumped out of bed in a flash and called out loud-
ly: ““Who goes therc?”’ .

The answer came in low gutteral tones, ‘‘Stumatsoat-
gkin,” as the young store keeper was called by hig Indian
customers, ‘T come for more yellow drink. You come and
get him for me in heap big stove.”

His speech and manner gave him away for it was plain
to see that he was on the verge of being drunk, drunk on
lemon extract which the Indians obtained illegally and
drank for their aleoholic content. Hehad evidently had a big
dose and had come where he thought he might obtain more.
But Heber could not give him more because the government
Liad forbidden the sale of any fluid containing aleohol to the
Indians. He thought fast, and then remembered the bag of
candy which he had brought from the store that evening for
the childven. Quickly he obtained it from his coat pocket,
and holding it out to the Indian he said coaxingly in his own
native tongue:

““Yellow drink all gone. It heap bad for good Indian.
Tt make him sick in stomach,’” and Heber went through the
motions with feeling, ‘“but this in bag make Indian feel
happy. ere you teke all and go give papoose some, tco.”

The unwelcome visitor took the proffered bag ol sweets
and uttering a satisfied ‘‘ugh’’, he turned and walked un-
steadily out into the moonlit night.

36

“
|
|
|
|

They both watehed lim until he was far along the road
A{hat led to the Indian Reservation on the other side of the
creek, Then with a mutual sigh of relief they settled down
for the remainder of the night. Before sleep had overtaken
them, Heber remarked: .

- ““ Amy T think you had better keep the door locked after
this, even in the daytime. Yon never know when you might
have another visitor.”” With that he was soon asleep and
sunoring away contentedly. But Amy stayed awake a long
fime wondering what she would do if she should have an-
other vigitor and if she were there alone, for the new store
where Heber spent most of his time was, now, some dis-
tance from their home.

She didu’t have many days to wonder about it before
ghe really had a chance to make up her mind just what she
would do on such an occasion. It was warm afternoon and
she had left the door slighfly ajar. Her hack was turned to
it as she was mixing bread on the table in the middle of
the room. Without any preliminary warning that visitors
were near, she suddenly heard {he door close behind her
and was eonscious that someone was in the room, She turned

quickly and to her utfer astonishment she saw not only one

Indian, but three husky braves standing with their backs on
the door. They peeved at her with their dark, unfeeling eyes,
and lips drawn in a straight line. She realized that she must,
not let them know that she was at all disturbed by their
ﬁwmmoza? because if there is anything that an Indian hates,
it is a coward. So putting on a brave front she mustered up
a smile and asked in a voice that was meant to be strong:

““Well, my fine Braves, what can T do for you this morn-
ng?”

' One acted as spokesman, and-replied, *‘Injuns want to
borrow,’? and then instead of saying the word he made the
motion of an axe chopping down a big tree. '

Amy’s heart skipped a beat and the color left her
cheeks, but she smiled again and said:

#0h, you mean the axe.'” They all nodded, but they did
not smile.

“I{ is outside in the woodshed,”’ Amy went on, and she
pointed out the window in that direction. “*If you will open
the door, T will get it for you.””

After going through the motions they finally secemed to
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“eateh on to what she wanted and removed their nnwanted

presence from the only means of exit. Amy opened the door
- and ‘stepped out into the fresh air. It revived her weakened
. spirit and she walked briskly to the shed, obtained the axe
. and handed it to the Redskin closest to her, for they had all
 followed her there. He took it, actually smiled, held it up to
. the others, and proceeded to demounstrate how sharp it was
" by running his brown finger along its shiny edge. There
- was a moment packed with fear and suspense for Amy, and
- then their leader turned on his heel and started for the
open road. The others with a grunt, which meant goodness
. kuowe what, tnrmed, also, and followed him. With a great
sigh of relief a still very much alive mama walked slowly
back towards the hounse. From that very day Amy began to
make plans for another home which should be Luilt near
the new store.

But as time went on she beeame accustomed to these
dark-skiimed neighhors who made their home just across
the river, and decided that they were not as bloodthirty as
they appeared. In fact they were even friendly at- times,
especially with her husband whorm they idolized becanse of
his fair treatment of them. They often brought him little
Leaded gifts which the children prized very highly for they
usually gained possession of them. But on one oceasion the
most priceless gift of all was given to Amy, herself. Tt all
came about this way. S

There was to he a great masquerade ball in the com-
munity. It was for days.the chief topic of conversation for
a wonderfnl prize was being offered to the one who could
dvess so that e could conceal his identity from all others.
There was a great deal of jocularity ahout the proposed
impersonations which were snggested for this one and that.
Through it all Heber kept his peace and avoided any quiz-
zing on the subjeet. He returned from work one night all

elated about some interesting seeret which he refused mys-

teriously to share with either the children or Amy.
¢(h, you just be patient and you’ll find out in due
time,’! he put them off doggedly. .

The night of the great ball arrived, but Amy was afraid
she would not be able to attend heeause the youngsters had
earricd off one of her only respectable pair of shoes, and
there was not another pair in town to fit her. All efforts
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to locate the missing necessity were in vain. The little girls
pinned the crime onto the mischievous little boy of the
family, but somehow his two-year old brain didn’t seem to
grasp the importance of the situation and his elues only led
them on a wild goose chase affer some hidden toy. Then,
how he would laugh when they would find it, and he couldn’t
understand why they didn’t langh, too. So Amy decided she
would have to miss the fun and stay at home.

‘¢ Parhaps you could go to the dance harefooted,”” sug-
gested Heber. ‘“When you see the cosinme I have for you,
perhaps that wouldn’t be such a bad idea,” he went on.

«What have you got up your sleevef’ queried Amy.

«You’ll see. Just be watching for me. I have an errand
that will take about an hour, but I'll be back in time for the
dance.’”

Amy watched him through the window while he saddled
Lis horse and rode off in the direction of the Indian Reser-
vation. Then she went about her task of washing the supper
dishes, all while wondering what he was up fo. She put
the children to bed early, and as it was a little chilly in the
house after the warm rays of the sun had disappeared in
the West, she decided to make a fire in the front room
stove. It was the first to be made in that room for several
days but she thought perhaps some of their friends might
drop in on the way to the dance. As she opened the door
to put in the wood, she noticed something dark inside. She
pulled it out into the light, and to her great joy it proved to
be the long, lost shoe. ,

- «Well, T declare,’” she-exclaimed out loud, ‘‘now I can
go to the dance.”’ . ‘

Just then she Leard horses hoofs on the gravel ontside.

She listened for a moment and then heard her named called

loudly. Quickly she ran to the door and opened it. I'or a

moment her feelings were a mixture of fear and surprise for

{here on Heber’s horse sat a warrior in all his war paint

" and feather headdress which swept down his back and al-

most onto the ground. Amy let out a little womanly scream,
and at that the Redskin, for his skin aws certainly red, let
out a laugh which sounded very familiar.

«8o you don’t even kmnow me. Well, I gues could fool
the rest of them then,”” And Heber laughed again,
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¢¢Oh, youl"’ Amy fumed, hut with a wry smile ahout the
corner of her lips, ¢“And you've shaved off your mustache!
MThat’s what fooled me, because I've never seen you without
it. I declare I really didn’t-know you for a minute until you
laughed.?’

¢ ,00k here, thongl,’’ Heber put in with enthusiasm,
I'ye brought you a disguise, too. The Chief gave it to me
for you.”” and from out of his blanket he drew the most gor-
geous Indian dress which she had ever scen. It was made
From white leather and fringed at the bottom and neck. Be-
gicles this trimming there were rows and rows of Elk’s teeth
dangling between designs of bright colored beads.

¢tQh, it’s simply beautifull’’ Amy breathed, but as she
held it to her she got @ whiff of a scent that made her hold
it ont far from her. ¢*Oh, but it stinks !’ she added. _

«Well, suit yourself, but it’s yours anyway. Now come
on let’s go to the dance before it is too late for me to win
that prize.”’ : .

“You go over first,’” declared Amy, ‘‘if they see you
with me they will guess who you are. I'll slip into the cos-
{ume Auntie rigged up for me and come arvound a little
later.”? .

Heber hesitated .bnt Amy insisted. So he turned his
horse and rode in the direction of the recreation hall. She
watched him until he turned the corner, and as she went
hack ito the house she amused herself with the thonght that
is was rather strange how she came to fall in love and marry
an Tudian chief. At least he was the best imitation which
she had ever seen. She hurried into her own eostume, and
soon was in the midst of the fun herself. .

The dance was well attended. In faet the town was out
en-masse. The impersonations were maiy and varied, and
very amusing, except the Big Chief, All the young girls
were seared stiff of him, and screamed every time he popped
up behind them. They weren’t quite sure whether he was
human or not. No one knew him except a jolly person who
was one of the live-wires of the party, and she kept the
secret to herself. But onee the Redskin forgot himself, and
his hands went into a characteristic pose which was known
to all the Old Timers. One of them called out, **That’s H. 8.
or I'm & horse thief !’? Well everyoue knew then, but he won
the prize all the same for he fooled the company the longest.
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The prize was a most beautiful picture which hung in Amy’s
best room for many long years and ifs story was retold
many times. The Indian dress, too, was exhibited with pride,
but the onlookers kept their distance. In time, however, Amy
wasg persuaded fo part with the dress for the sum of three
hundred dollars. The travelling man to whom she sold it,
Mmmzcﬁ it in New York City for the sum of one thousand
ollars.

As for the picture, it was discarded when considered out
of date, and was tncked away in the attic. Years later it was
brought to light by an admiring danghter of the original
owner. The former had it reframed and now it adorus a
M_MH.% modern livingroom, and is admired by all who enter

ere,

CaarTER 13

Aumnt Amy, as the Primary children loving called her,
was promoted from local president to stake president of
all the Primaries in Canada, although they were still within
a radius of a hundred miles from each other. But the roads
between them led over hill and stream and there were very -
few bridges. Oft times in spring the ““‘gumbo’’ mnd, as the
sticky clay was ealled, made the roads almost impassible.
During the summer months, though, they dried, but were
always rough and rocky. The scenes along the way were
varied and interesting, however, and made one forget the
bumps unless they were bad enough to land one upside down
on the road which did happen occasionally.

One day early in May Amy was making a four of the
stake. She made all her visits in spring and summer as the
roads were too dangerous in winter. She had with her, in
the two-geated buggy, one of her counselors and her three
children, for they déarly loved these long rides to new and
exciting places. As the buggy went bumping noisily down
one of the many hills, the horses stopped with a sudden
jolt which almosf threw the cccupants ouf onto the road.
Amy tried to urge them foward with a touch of the whip,
but they only reared and stormed and refused to go on. The
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children became frightened and began to ery. Their mother
tried to soothe their fears but inwardly she was upset her-
self, although she kept the fact under cover as well as she
could. She decided to get out and see if the horses could be
led. As she grabbed the bridle of the nearest, she noticed
that it was foaming at the mouth, and that its eyes wore
a glassy stare. She looked ahead to sec what was causing

all this undue alarm, but only a darkspot was visible in the
road a little distance away. She walked toward it and her

eyes widened in astonishment. Then she motioned for the

‘others to come and have a look. What they saw was a deep

gorge cut directly across the voad by the running water

from the high drifts whiel had lined the way duving the
winter. ITad they driven into it without stopping, their light
~vehicle would most certainly have been overturned and

someone hurt. .
“Y wonder,”” remarked Amy thoughifuly, “how those

liorses kuew this was there when we hadn’t even come upon

it yet.”? . .
‘A ama,”’ suggested one of the little girls, ‘‘Maybe the
horses saw an angel standing by the hole, and got scared.”’

Tt was midsummer and time for Amy to take another of
those trips around the stake. She never shirked her dufy

to visit each and every Primary organization and give them

Ler enthusiastic suggestions and encouragement. She was

taking Aunt Zina along this trip, and two of her children,

she had left the oldest liome {o take care of the new baby
girl. A recent heavy rain had swollen the many streams
over which they had to pass. Amy managed very well on the
smaller streams, but when they came to.the main river
{hey saw that the small bridge had been washed away. As

‘there was no other road which they might take,- Amy de-
cided they wonld try to ford the river in one of the move
_shallow spots. She coaxed the team of horses into the run-

ning water, not realizing how swift it was. As the light

Juggy plunged off the bank into the current, the water be-
‘ean trickling over their feet, and. gradually began rising

higher and higher. In the middle of the stream the horses
lost their footing and began floundering about wildly. Aunt
Zina screamed and made a gesture of leaping into the water.
Amy held her firmly with one hand and letting go of the
reins, she grabbed the two children avith the other.
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““This is a matter for prayer,’’ she told her companion,
quietly. _ _ .
All were still for a few split seconds when it seemed
that the buggy and horses would both be earried down
stream and lost. Then from ont of the trees on the opposite
bank appeared a bright red feather atop the head of an
Indian riding on a black and white pony. He sized up the
gituation at a glance, and immediately plunged his horse
ito the river. He reached the feam of horses just as they
were about to go under, and grasping their bridles in his
strong bronze hands he guided them to the shore. Somehow
the buggy managed to stay upright although the occupants
were wet' to the waist with the water that was running
over them. As they landed safely on the other side, Annt
Zina slumped down in a heap. Amy felt like doing the same
thing but some one had to take charge, so she hung onto her
genses. The children were clinging to her arms whimpering,
and the Indian was waiting for further orders. Amy mo-

- tioned to the farm house swhich could be seen through the

trees some distance away. The Redskin seemed to under-
stand, and still gniding the horses he led them in that di-
rection. With .the jolting of the buggy over the brush and
rocks, Aunt Zina revived, and Amy did her best to make her
more comfortable by wringing the water from her wet skirt,

"Phe sun was shining and so they were not chilled too severe-

ly. When they reached the farm house the Indian tied up the
team and helped them out. When he saw that others had
come to the rescue, he slid quietly onto his pony and made
off. When Amy found time to thank him he was ouf of sight,
but from that day forward she never missed a chance fo do

a good turn for hia native counirymen,
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Cuapren 14

It was a hot windy day as Amy placed the two small
children in the front of the rickety, old buggy, and then pro-
coeded to untie the lines from the front gate post. Tucking
the kiddies in securely she seated herself in the driver’s
position. Before giving the horses the signal to go, she
opened up a large, black umbrella to shade the children from
the hot sun. One of the animals canght sight of this dark
ohject bobbing in the wind and became frightened. It reared
and pluged forward dragging the other horse along with
it, and in less than a minute both were on a dead ran. Amy,
sensing what was wrong reached for the umbrella and
tossed it away, but in doing so she lost one of the lines.
Against her better judgment she leamed far out over the

‘dash-board and reached for the missing line. She came

very close to going out on her head, but miraculously she
retrieved it. Then she sebtled back prepared for the worst.
At that moment she remembered the words of Apostle John
Taylor when he had set her apart for the office of stake
president; ‘“you shall travel about the stake on your Pri-
mary work, and you shall not be hindered or hurt while
vou are doing your duty.”” With renewed courage she
grasped the lines more firmly and pulled with all her
strength. Gradually the horses slowed down, and soon they
were travelling along as if nothing had happened.

Along the way Amy stopped to pick up one of her
counselors who was to accompany her on this partieular
trip arund the stake. She was a heavy-set woman, weighing
close to two hundred younds, but every inch of her a loveable
true friend to young and old. When she tock her place on
the back seat the springs sank pretty low on that side. That
would not have mattered though, if she hiad not raised her
umbrella at the same time. It was jnst within seeing range
of that spooky horse on that side, and when he got a glimpse
of it, he was off again on a wild rampage. .

«Merey!’? she exclaimed, elosing her shade quickly, ‘I
didn’t know your old plugs had such nonsense under their
skins."’ . _

«tMama threw our umbrella away,’’ ventured one of the
children, looking meaningly at the cause of all the {rouble.

¢<Oh, never mind throwing yours away,’’ laughed Amy,
«T think I can handle them now.”” And for a second time that
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day she was master and brought the horses to their senses.

They travelled on at an even gait until they reached
the point of the mountain, buf the wind at that place was
blowing a regular gale, and it seemed they would be blown
right out of the vehicle.

“Q@racious!’’ cried Aunt Bmma, holding onto her seaf
with all her might, ‘‘don’t you think we had better go back,
Euv‘.w«u .

““No,’ replied Amy, firmly, *“we can’t iniss this ap-
pointment, they are expecting ns. But we can pray about it.”’

““Well for goodness sake, let’s stop the horses and do’
it then. We simply can’t go on this way.”’ .

Amy did as she suggested. The children bowed their
heads as they saw their elders doing, and Aunt mma said
um few simple words, but they came from the bottom of her
heart.

They had {ravelled on & few more miles, conversing on
the topics of the day, and on the scenes that surrounded

- them. Suddenly the little girl spoke up brightly: ‘‘Mama,
loolk the wind isn’t blowing any more.”’

B¢

Crarrer 15

One September day, just one year before the turn of the
century, Amy wrote her mother in Utah, that she, and Heber
and the four children would he down in a week or two to pay
her a visit. Incidently they had planned to attend October
conference to be held in the tabernacle in Salt Lake City,

. m&mum same time. A week before their departure the trunks
were all packed and sent ahead by wagon to Lethbridge
where they would take the train for Helena, Montana. The
few remaining days were very busy ones for Amy and He-
ber, each getting their own affairs in order so that others
could take over in their absence. The night before they
were to leave it began to snow and blow, and in a short time
8 good old Canadian blizzard was in full swing. The ice
swelled in the river and took ont the only hridge,

““Well, Amy,”” said Heber when he viewed the drifts
next morning, “I'm afraid the trip is off for awhile at least.
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There was nothing Amy eounld do about it except to

rite lier mother, and tell Ler not to feel too had, as they
-would be down the next April instead. But her mother did
feel bad, and wept bitter tears when she received the let-
ter, saying: “‘I’ll never see Amy again.’” Nor did she, for

 ghe died that very winter, and ler dear ones far away in
" ('anada were not even able to attend her funeral.

Amy grieved for the mother with whom she had never

lived sinee she was two years old, but a daughter’s Jove was

deep in her heart just the same. Aunt Margaret grieved,

too, for they had been girlhood chums, had ecast their lof
together when they had come to America long years ago,

and had married Truman Lenard on the same day. Now
Truman was gone, too, and only she remained. But she

_consoled herself with the thought that it wonld not be long
“until she would be with them; for her strength was slowly
e¢bbing with the years.

Amy had no such consolation, and many a night lay

- awake for hours trying to solve the puzzle of why she had

. not heen permitted to see her dear mother once again. Oune

evening.late, as she lay awake thus, she thought she heard

. the gate click. As the window was near her bed, she leaned

over to see who might be visiting them at such an hour. It

was a bright moonlight night and she saw the face of the

visitor distinetly as he stepped upon the threshold. He did
not knock but turned the knob and entered. As he stepped
into the bedroom where A'my was listening he spoke to her
in quiet tones.

“Yon are grieving bocause you have not seen your
mother for a long time, and now you think you will never
see lier, but I have come to fake you to her if you desire it.”’

“There is nothing I wish for more,’ angwered Amy,
and she immediately slipped into her.clothes while her
strange visitor waited for her outside. They began walk-
ing over the prairie in silence. After they had gone some
distance, Amy turned to take a look at her home where
lay her sleeping ehildren and husband, but somehow ghe
felt all wounld be well. As she tumed to follow her guide
again, she noticed that they were in a place that was new
to her. They passed a village and she remarked to her
companion that she had never seen such lovely homes be-
fore and such beautiful flowers. They passed that village
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and on to another, but Amy was not weary and asked pleas-
antly of her guide how much farther it was to her mother. ‘

*Not far, now,’’ he replied, ‘‘and I'm glad to tell you
that she lives among the beat.”’

Suddenly they came upon & large body of water, but
a bridge spanned it to the other side. They erossed over
upon it, and when they reached the othe side the homes
were beyond words for Amy to deseribe them. They stopped
besidé one, and here her companion said he would leave her
for a few hours. Then he was gone. Amy noticed other
people around but she did not know them, so she kmocked
upn the door near her. To her great surprise it was opened
by her ‘sister Clara who had died when she was still in her

twenties and had never married. The latter embraced her

happily, and spoke:

¢We have been expecting you,’’ she said, *‘eome in
the other room where Father and Mother are wailing.”

The joy of that meeting almost overwhelmed Amy.
They asked about ail the family and what each was do-
ing. Truman Leonard especially wanted to know about the
grandchildren, and abount the lands, and if they were ounf
of debt. Mary Anne wanted to know if they were faithful in
their church duties. After all these many questions were an-
swered, Clara suggested that tliey all sing some songs as
in the good old days back in Barmington. They gathered
around the organ while Clara played and led them in the
familiar tunes. Afterwards they took Amy out into the
yard and showed her the beanties there. There were trees
and flowers and shrubs of a more beautiful variety than
she had ever seen before, There were birds, foo, of every
color, and even colored fish in the many pools of water.

“Now,’’ spoke Lier mother quietly,”” yon must come in
the house for a little rest, and I have another surprise for
you.”?

- Amy did as she was told, and as she sat in this restlul
yoom, her mother came towards her carrying a small child.
She laid the child in Amy’s lap and, as he held his little
hand up and touched her face, she recognized the baby she
had lost just a few months before.

" When her guide came for her a short time later, she
wag loathe to leave them all, especially the baby who seemed

- to know her. But she was grateful for this short visit, and
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gave the child up to the Grandmother. As she turned to
go, Truman spoke: : . ‘

“Thn bunilding a larger home, Amy, to be ready for
Margaret when she comes. It will be ready in June.”’

Amy relived this miraculous experience for many days
following, but she spoke of it to mo one. Somehow, she
felt that others would not understand. Gradually, Sﬁoﬁw&_
the days were filled with activities which crowded the other
out of her memory, and she did not think of it again until
one day in June several months later. Aunt Margaret had
been confined to her bed for several weeks, and then sud-
denly she took a turn for the worse. When the doctor who
had been summoned from a town some distance away, said
that she could not live, Amy believed him for she remem-
bered her Father’s last words, ‘It will be finished in June.’”

Amy missed Auntie terribly, for the children dearly
loved her, and were as safe with her as with their own
mother. Heber saw to it that his busy wife had the best
help he could procure, but no one ever took the place of
Nana in their home. . .

5

Cmapren 16 .

Three years passed the turn of the century, Amy
looked Dhack over the one and a half decades since she had
arrived in Cardston, then but a cluster of log cabing on
Lee’s Creck. Now it was a thriving community boasting of
more than a score of fine briek houses besides many frame
ones. She thought of the many joys and of the-few soorrws
which had been hers. Among the latter were the passing of
her beloved father, and later of Aunt Margaret, and finally
of losing her second baby boy when he was but a few months
old. But time had a way of filling in the empty places, and
they had been filled in most satisfactorily, she thought. For
now she liad another little girl of three years, and a new
baby boy to add to the three girls and boy who were fast
growing up into adolescence. She had been very happy and
contented in this goodly land far from the place of her
birth, Now she was going to make another horne; not so
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far away this time, however. It would he only a distance
of fifty miles further westward iwhere the blue Rockies
would still be visible. Her husband had been called to open
a new stake as the old one had spread out beyond the
border of convenience. Heber had willingly given up his
fine store in Cardston which had progressed by leaps and
bounds, saying: ““I’ll just start up another one when I get
setfled in Raymond.”’

(Going to Raymond was a big event in the lives of the
six young Allens. In fact it was quite an event in the history
of the local Canadian Pacifie Railroad line which had only
recently heen conmected up with these small prairie towns
of Southern Alberta. It seems that the Allen family was the
first to nse that line for the ftranmsportation of property,
and so the officials decided to make the trip free of charge
for the family, and all their possessions.

That was the first pleasant snrprise in Amy’s new ad-
venture. The second was the spacious two-story brick home
which Heber had been building in the new location for his
family. It wasn’t altogether finished, hut fit for occupancy

just the same, There was a large front poreh with a fancy

white railing which curved gracefully around the whole east
end of the house. The front door opened into a long hall with
a beautifully carved walnut staircase which wound upwards
to the six sunny bedrooms upstairs. One of the doors m
the hall opened into the livingroom decorated with the
most pleasing green and white panelled paper. The hanging

chandelier was made up of six wavy green glass globes

fringed with tiny gold beads. The fireplace was inlaid with
moss green tile, and above it was a large mirror with
ghelves on either side for little knick-knacks, The three win-
dows facing onto the porch were large, and the middle one
topped with stained glass in colors of red and green. I'old-
ing doors divided this room from the dining recom which
was done in red and rieh brown, The chandelier that hung
above the table was dark red and trimimed in gold. When
the lights were on, it cast a ruddy glow over everything in
the room giving it & warm, cheery atmosphere. Then there

.was a library, a large kifehen, a pantry, and wash room

equipped with a treadmill invention for ruuning the wash-
ing machine nging the big Newfomndland dog as power, Un-
derneath the house was a full ecement basement with a fur-
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ace and fruit room. To Amy it seemed the grandest home
i1 all the world. She did not stop to think of the many steps
ghe would have to take going up and down that long stair.
_ She was still young then, and although her side was giving
" er some trouble, an imward hurt which had been caused
by inadequate help at childbirth, she never complained of
it, and was always as cheerful as ever,

Tt wasn’t long before Heber had acquired a good busi-

" ness location and had set up a store which promised to be
oven better than the one he had left behind. Amy was busy
carpeting and curtaining her new-home, now that the dis-
! tinguished Swedish gentleman had finished his job of dec-
- orating all the vooms. He had learned his art in the old

" country and had been considered expert enough to decorate .

- {he homes of Royalty, there. When everything was in its
* place, Amy invited all her neighbors in for'a good old-fash-
“joned house-warming for happiness was a thing she conld
not refrain from sharing. h
Tnside of three years she was back in her old place as
" stake Primary president, but'in the new Taylor stake this
" time. Time had brought improvements which made her trips
easier. They could be made by rail now, or over good roads
by automobile in summer or sleigh in winter. ¥
Her days were filled with many interesting happen-
ings. Sometimes she would be entertaining visitors from
Salt Lake. Then she would get out her best flowered quilts,
her best white bedspreads, and fhe best gold and white
china. With the help of the Chinese man-servant and the
older girls she wounld have everything in order, and oh, the
savoury meals she would spread out on the enlarged table
in that sunny dining room. Meals fit for the president of
the United States so her American visitors vowed. ,
-After one of thee royal spreads when an ununsually
large crowd had been in attendance making an unusually
large stack of dirty dishes to be washed, the Chinaman lost
his nerve when he saw them piling up on him. As the dessert
was being eaten he had visions of more dirty dishes, and so
he deeided to make a sndden departure necessary, He took
time to seribble a note which ran something like this: ,
¢7e likee you Missy Allen, but me no likee so many
. dirly dishes. So me leave. Melly I come back when kitchen
i ally straight again.” oo
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4
Amy made her regular visits around the stake, winter
and summer without fail. She wonld not have disappointed
theso dearly loved Primary children for any pleasures of

" her own making, for the world. They looked forward to her

visits with keen anticipation for she always had a new, ex-
citing story to tell, usnally one of her own. The teachers

_came in for their share, too, of enthusiastic new ideas and

cneouragement.

One spring when winter was hanging on unnsnally
long, she and her connselors were scheduled to make one of
{hese tours. The thermometer had dropped to thirty-five
degress helow zero, the night before, and was still around
twenty-five below when they were preparing to leave to
cateh the nine o’clock frain. . .

«Mother,” said Heber, ‘‘It’s too cold for you to travel
today. Yon had better put your visit off until the weather
moderates a little.”’

¢No, Heber,”” Amy answered resolutely, ‘“we can't
do that, because we have already sent word we would be
there and all arrangements are made. I wouldn’t disap-
point them' for anything as small as the weather, Don't
worry, I'm sure we will be all right.”’ As she was putting
on her coat, she added smilingly, ““When we get to the
first town, it will probably be twenty-five above instead of
below.'’ '

Her husband had no sueh hopes, but as she seemed de-
termined to go, he went out to get the sleigh. He drove up
in front of the door, and helped the would be {ravellers into
the box, and wrapped the heavy robes around them closely,
even putting one over their heads. Somehow under that
warm covering they were like three school girls again, and
joked and laughed all the way to the station, not noticing
the cold in the least. As they were helped out on to the
platform, Amy saw a young man waiting for the train
which had not yet pulled in, - ,

“Merey 1’ she exclaimed, ¢‘that fellow’s ears are froz-
en stiff. See how white they are.”’

“The youth overhearing the remark put his hands to the
topies of disenssion, and a peeuliar expression spread over
his face. .
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¢t@Gosh!”’ he remarked, ““I guess they are frozen be-
cause I can’t feel a thing.”

The ladies took charge, and taking him into the station

applied snow to the frozen members. (Gradnally they begai
to thaw out accompanied with exeruciating pain. By the
time the train was in and ready to pull out again, there were
four nmew passengers, one & patient, three, nurses. They
kept the young man busy with interesting tales of pioneer
life so that lie would forget the pain in his newly thawed-out
ears,

Tt ook a eonple of hours to reach the first town on the
Tist of visits. When the ladies arrived there, they found
friends were waiting to dvive them to the church where
the Primary officers had prepared a tasty, hot meal for
them. On the way, Amy noticed that a warm chinook wind
was blowing, and asked the driver of the sleigh if they had
had a cold night.

QOh, ves,” he replied, ‘‘almost thirty below, but I
just looked at the temperature at the station, and it’s fen
above now. By the time Primary starts, it may be thirty
above. T sincerely hope so, for the children are surely an-
vious to see you, Aunt Amy.”’ ,

By the time Primary began at four o ‘clock it was thirty

above, not quite thawing, but warm enough for the little.

ones to come out. And what a lot of them there were, all
crowding around to receive a warm hug from dear Aunt
Amy who had come so far to be with them.

The weather stayed moderate for three days while the
visitors made their round of all the stake primaries. But
when it was time for them to return home, the thermometer
began dropping. As they arrived in Raymond, Amy no-
ticed that people were going about holding their ears or
noses to keep them from freezing. Pregident Allen was
there in his big fur coat, fur mittens and cap to greet
them.

(“Woll,’” he remarked jokingly, ‘‘youn missed three days
of warmth while you were gone, but it's turned cold again
this morning.”’

¢4()h, we’ve been whers it was nice too,” put in Amy,
“Tp fact we haven’t been cold once all the time we were
away.’’ :
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“That’s the gospel truth,’’ one of her counselors added,
tand we have never had such an enjoyable or, profitable
trip.”’ !

&

(Umarrer 18

Amy was slowing up a little these days. Her side was
bothering her more of late. Heber noticed she was taking
a short rest on the couch each day which was something now
for her.

One night he remarked thoughtfully, I think 'l ve-
model this place a little, Amy, so you won’t have to go up
and dowi those steep stairs so much.”’

“Qh, I'm all right,”’ replied Amy with a smile,”’ the
children do most of the errands upstairs for me, now.”’

“Yeg, but you still have to go up too many times your-
gelf. We’ll change the library into a downstairs bedroom,
and build a shorfer staira.

He was as good as his word, and in a few months Amy
was sleeping in the new bedroom. The new white tile bath
with its lovely modern fixtures was a splendid addition to
the house, and the new back stairs cut the number of steps
upward in half. . :

The town was changing, too. A fine church school had
been built just across the voad from the Allen residence.
After several years of successful operation it was turned
over to the government of the provinee for use as a high
school, When one of the college professors from Idmonton
came to the opening exercises, he was invited to stay at the
president’s home, and gratefully accepted. Although a per-
fect stranger, and having entirely different views on many
things, Amy treated him with the same respect and kindness
that she would have shown to one of her own flesh and
Dlood. At the conclusion of his visit he thanked her sin-
cerely and added: “Mrs. Allen I want you to believe me
when I say that you are a perfect hostess. T never felt
more at home anywhere in my travels than in your hos-
pitable home. I have enjoyed every minute of my stay, and
incidently, I have certainly changed some of my ideas about
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the Mormon people. I am completely eaptivated by their
mode of living and by the energetic way they go about
things. There is something else which took my faney, it
was that delicious cabbage salad which you served at din-
ner last night. T wonder if you would mind giving me the
recipe. 1 shonld like to-surprise my wife with such a dish
for-lunch some time.”’ -

e was right, these people wére most energetic when
they had a plan to carry out, and Amy was at the top of
the list. Right now she had set the Primary goal at one
thousand dollars to be raised for thé new temple being
built in Cardsten. She promised to have the money at the
end of one year. There were dinners, bazzars, plays, food
sales, and many other diversions which went into building
of that fond. Amy gave all her spare time to the project,
along with her co-workers, and even the children did their
part. At the end of (he stated time they had gone exactly
one-lnmdred and twenty-five dollars over the goal. ‘‘Over
the Top’’ was her motto, and never onee did she fall short
of it.

In her private life, ““T.ove Thy Neighbor as Thygelf!?
was her guide. Never a child went empty handed from her
door. Never a neighbor in need ever went without. Never a
soul in trouble or sorrow ever went without comfort if Aunt
Amy knew of their distress. To know her was to love her,
and every stranger was her friend.

i
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The years were beginning to tell a-little on Amy, now,
although her smile was just as cheery, but she was letting
the older girls take charge of things around the house more
of late. Her rest periods on the lounge in the front room
with the shades drawn, were becoming more frequent. As
the older members of the family married and moved away,
and the younger ones took their college courses in distant
places, it became necessary to have a woman come in and
do the house work and most of the cooking.
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One of the bright highlights in these more quict days
for Aunt Amy was her sixtieth birthday. It came-as a
big surprise. She had recently asked for a release from
her stake position dne to failing health, but the children
could not forget her and were just waiting for a chanee to
prove it. The chanee came when they heard of her sixtieth
birthday coming up. They wanted to do something, and so
at the suggestion of the teachers they decided to give her

2 big surprise party. So many wanted to participate in the

affair that the largest hall in town was chosen for the oe-

easion. An elaborate program was planned in which the

children had a leading role. On the appointed day, Aunt
Amy was nshered in on some slight pretext, and there she

found a huge andience assembled which immediately began

to sing, “Happy Birthday to You.”’ Then followed the in-
teresting program which pictnred the life of the Lonored
guest in story and song. At the conclusion of this, sixty
children all dressed in white each carrying a lovely rose
filed-in front of her and presented her with a rose for each
year of her worthy life. Then there were refreshments, and

“while all were enjoying this part of the party, Aunt Amy

told the children one more lovely story which they never for-
got for it was about a little girl who left her home when
she was two years old and went to live with her Auntie, to
wlhom she said, ‘“I’s come to stay.”’

Tt was a day to be remembered, and now that Amy had
more time for remembering, she thought of it more than
onee. She thought, too, of the many other occasions of equal
enjoyment in the years since she had crossed the border into
an unknown land. Now, with the time to do if, came the
urge to write them all down, and preserve them for her child-
ven and her children’s children. Many happy hours were
gpent in reliving the past until the eves grew dim, and the
hand faltered, and just five years from her sixtieth anni-
versary, the story was left unfinished. But somewhere in
another unknown land across the border it is going on and
on, and someday, when the missing chapters are supplied,
we shall hear of bigger and higher achievements, for when
a life such as hers goes on into eternity, we, in this mortal

-state, cannot begin to comprehend the beauty and the full-

ness of it all.
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