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™ ABA Petruchevich roused from an uneasy SIKn'lew‘-r' ith *hideous night-mares of fear
; a sudden start, and looked towards the bed iu ti#8her and sorrow. 2 ;

. corner of the room, where her grandson, lvan, lay, And then, suddenly, her pain
tossing and muttering delisjum. An hohr ago she had dropped ::n(l beer;(}n;loss)ed l(wen °L°";
into a quiet sleep, the first she had liad in days. For it “‘“s's::’:wilu"‘b:fy a\(\"l;o l‘::d mn
now five days since the child had begun to sicken.  Baba ‘big,und wise in this new land,
recognized the disease. In the old land children had aickonodl'\vas going to fight for the land
with it, and been gathered by the grim reaper in great num-jof his adoption. It was not
“bers. Baba knew enough about the disease to know that [van that a patriotism did not live
-was prostrated by an unusually. severe attuck of ihe measles.|in the heart of Baba Petruche-
She was half afraid, after the lapse of this. space of time, !ol,"["'h that was large enough to
look at the boy, lest she might find him no longer alive. But ff:-‘l ‘:‘. _‘i"?mdﬁm“ly Ilu-r fbhest
the child’s bosom, under the well-patched spread, rose and f"",mw:' & ;mn?:, :‘utm“:he‘) wl(:;
in labored breathing, and, notiug this, Baba’s heart beat casier. tlought she had known the ut-

She sat up on the edge of the bed. and looked out through most price of sacrifice knew

vice. ‘And Baba had fore-
kiidwn that she would not be-
grudge the pain it cost her.
And now the day ‘of saerifice
that Baba had foreseen was
here. But it was not the offer-
ing thate she had dreamed of
that was demanded of her. No,
sprely she had known then
nothing of the limits of sacri-
fice. And yet the little woman,
who sat on the edge of the bed,
looking out towards the faint-
ly glowing east, was shoulder-
ling the burden of sacrifice that
was demanded of her, and was

not turning her pain to bitter-

window. There was a crimson flush in the now that she had known noth- [ness by murmuring.

e uncurtaine o it she b
east, but the Qay-god had not yet appeared above the horizon. ing of its limits. It was re-
The grey mists of morning were over the stretches of meadow ;quired of her that skte give a
and stubble land. - . son to fight against a son. Her

Though the prospect that spread so fair before her filled

_ Baba rose from the bed, and
crossing the room to a position
in front of a shrine that hung

own heart became a battle ,on the wall, she bowed several

ging and
there had been a day, not long distant, when Baba had Im’e‘dI
these quiet, restful prairies. All about her were her own peo-
ple, and she had revelled in their companionship. As a people
they had thought their own thoughts, and lived their own lives,
and no-one had cared or dared to make them  afraid. The
mounted police, who frequently rode through the country, had

her this morning with unutterable longi lonel

BABA PETRUCHEVICH—This is one of the
simplest and least pretentious of all the stories sub-
mitted. It is given first place because of its directness
and sincerity. It rings true.—Judge’s comment.
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at first been an object of terror to Baba Petruchevich, for Baba
bad been wont in the old land to fear the strong arm of the field, but sl
mighty, and her fear had died a slow death. But now she a murmur.
knew that the police could be a kind man, civil spoken, and
with no evil intention towards her.

It was a wonder to Baba that any land could abound in his uniform,

‘eéfoﬂ'ered it without |
strewn floor.

Baba remembered the ﬁrstiright. rigid figure, she stood
time she had seen Michael in for some moments with eyes
parading with|uptumod towards the .shrine.

\
times, and kissed the straw-
Then, an up-

such freedom and safety as abounded in Canada. The pure his regiment. A mighty pride Her face grew wondrously

air of these prairies seemed pregnant with the spirit of Jjustice, had—awakened in_her ‘breast.

tender.. She knew that
had not di

love

soh

and the dazzling sun smiled ever a benignant smile on a little Hp was so .tall, s6 hand
group of alien people, who, under new conditions, were read- gAd marched with such a firm
justing preconceived ideas of the strong arm qf the ljuler‘ and fearless tread. She felt
True, Baba’s thoughts had often reverted, in a kind of un-ithat now she -had given a
willing home-sickness, to the old land. For there were Stl"iwonhy gift to this land that
" unsevered cords that bound|=——== = "llmd befriended her and hers.
her mother-heart to the home- |strong and vigorous growth. Her own flesh and blood was
Peter, her first-born, Bt Baba, knowing and fecling one of its willing and loyal de-
land: - Feter, 1o T, 1l this, had been held silent, fenders. Before she had felt
still lived amongst the iS¢ pyny o vear by the fact but as a pauper, receiving of
quietudes of Austria. = How'of her inability to write, and its bounty, and giving nothing
often she had longed, with a,in the meantime she had lostiin return. But now, with a
longing known only to a moth-{all trace of Peter. ¢ But she loyal and loving pride, she
er’s heart, that she might tell bad ,not ceased to wish to telljgave it of her Ler best, and she
him of the freedom to be ep.|tim of this land where she had felt that it was no mean offer-
. °, 9. Teac |found it so safe, and so pleas-|ing. She had no presentiment

Joyed in this fair land. H"";um, and so easy to live.

there ‘were no rebellious mobs} The first real sorrow- that
of the oppressed, making the had come to Baba Petruche-
night hideous with threats,!vich's heart in Canada had
and being crushed into an un-|come when, in the summer of
willing and dangerous quiet-/1914, news came of the out-
ness by the mighty hand of break of the war in Austria.
the oppressor. Here the cank- Baba dreaded war with the
er of discontent and dis-|great dread that ever lives in
quietude died in these peo-|the hLearts of those who have
ple’s hearts for want of nour-|known something ofits grim
ishment, and in the vacated realities. She knew by ex-|And when it threatened Can-

lower over this fair land, and
its smilling plains be stained
with blood of its sons. It was
unthinkable to her that car-
nage could ever rage here,
where the very existence of
such _things seemed denied.
And yet surely a foe some-
times lurked at the gateway
of the most favored lands.

soil the seeds of a new patri-|perience something ®f itsjada Baba’s son.would be no
otism were springing into carnage and desolation, of its'laggard in his country’s.ser-

understand the pain of a moth-

er who was called on to give a
son to oppose
thought entered her heart as
a healing balm.

a son. The

As the morning wore on

|I\nm seemed to grow steadily

WOl In his sane moments
his dark eyes, that seemed
to have grown too large, look-

ed intofhers appealingly. His

pinched face was fever par-

that the war cloud would ever:.ched. His frequent ravings

were all of his uncle Michael,
the one who had been the hero

of the child’s life. Listening to

his muttered words Baba re-
alized that another heart was
aching.,

Through the long hours of
the morning and the early
afternoon Baba Petruchevich
felt the need of appealing to
some one for assistance. As
Tar as her own knowledge went
she had done everything that

1. She knew
that God did not slumber. The
God who had given a son to
save his children must surely

could be done, and she felt
that she was worsted. The dis-
ease was winning the mastery:
Many fimes during the hours
she went to the door, and look-
ed out across the fields to
where the school house stood.
It was no great distance aw.
A few moments of &ood brisk
walking would, take her to it,
and perhaps” the Professica
would afford her some help.
The Professica who had pre-
ceded her in office had been a
very wise person, and had
taught  Baba . Petruchevich
many things. But the present
Professica, whose term of of-
fice had commenced only a few
weeks ago, was very hard to
approach.’ She had - scarcely
glanced at Baba Petruchevich
the few times that Baba had
passed_her on the road. The
woman had judged her as one
with little time to devote to
other than her own intere
But. when four o’clock came
and Ivan was still no better,
Baba’s anxiety was such that
she would have bpaved any
danger if she thought that in
su doing she could belp the
sufferer.

The Professica’s head was
howed on the desk when Baba
entered the school room. Baba
paused, irresolute, when she
saw that sobs were shaking
the slight form. The face that|
was raised to hers a moment
later was tear-stained, and
murked with the utter aban-
donment of grief. Her man-
ner bespoke no interest in her
caller, indeed it was plain to
Baba that she was impatient
of interruption. Her whole
attitude was that of the undis-
ciplined torn with sorrow.
Baba's role had changed in the
instant. She recognized the
fact that she, the strong, was
in the ence of the weak,
She would fain reach a helping
hand over the barrier of chill-
ing reserve that the Professica
drew up between them.

“The Professica is feeling a
plenty much hard pain in*on
her heart.”’

Baba’s voice as she ques-
tioned was full of a gentle
sympathy, and her eyes were
wondrously kind.

“Yes.”

1

ent, but her mannér was non-!saoriﬂce had been demgnded

committal. Tt seemed as

of her.

though by that one short wur(lL There was no longer a cold

she closed the subject.

- They were silent for a mo-
ment, looking into each.others
eyes. And then the Professi-
ca®knew that the heart that
beat beneath Baba’s sheep-
skin ‘coat was kind-and sym-
pathetie. The barrier she had
erected epumbled, Baba's evi-
dent  sympathy called -forth
the torrent of weak tears.

*¢My brother has gone to the
war,’’ she sobbed. *‘You ean-
not know how 1 feel.”” 5

Tt did not oceur to the Pro-
fessica that this little foreign
woman could know the mean-
ing of such a sacrifice. Baba
Petruchevich was not offended
by the tone. Indeed she did
not notice it.

“ANL!” The woman's voice
was full of a humble pride.
“Baba Petruchevich gives a
ong son to her new country,
too. It is but plenty much
right.  When he comes on this
laund he is little, he know noth-
ing. ‘Now he plenty much big,
plenty much wise./This is his
country, he fight mit all its
foes. And then col 5o Baba
Petruchevich one great pain.
Peter, who was first mine one
baby is mit this country an
enemy. He has not come off
of the old land.  Baba Pet-
ruchevich must give one son
to fight against another one
son. Plenty much I remem-
ber the days when both ones
lay their little heads on this
bosom. There was in mine
heart one great joy. And mit
this memory there comes one

ain. And before Baba Pet-
ruchevich did not knew such
pain could be.”’

Baba’s voice, intensely earn-
est, trailed off into silence.
The Professica, her tears
dried, sat gazing at her as one
spell-bound. The sacrifice she
had been called upon to make
dwindled into nothingness in
the face of this woman’s in-
finitely greater one. She re-
cognized the fact-that this lit-
tle, brave-spoken, oddly-garb-
ed foreigner was laying a
bleeding heart, unflinchingly,
on the altar of her new coun-
try’s needs, nor was she, by
the measure of her pain, ac-

The girl’s tone was acquies-

counting that an unreasonable

indifférence in the Professica’s
mannr, and  the eyes that
looked into Baba'’s bespoke
an. almost, reverential esteenn.
Baba saw  onl§ their kindli-
ness. She knew now that her

appeal for help Would not fall

Nor did it. A
few moments later, hand in
haud, Baba and - her uewly-
found friend were making
theiv way across the fields in
the direction of Baba’'s home.

And Baba’s faith in the Pro
fessica’s ability to belp the
sufferer proved not ill-found-
ed.  Under her ministrations
the boy grew hourly easier.
Baba, the tension of anxief
somewhat lessened, could mno

on deaf cars.

{longer fight off the sense of

drowsiness that oppressed he
Her troubles were forgotten i
sleep.

But no feelings of drowsi- |

ness came to the Profess
She sat, bolt-up-right, on t
uncomfortable - home  made
ehair ‘in the middle of the
room, and studied the face of.
the sleeping woman. Relaxed
in sleep it indexed less of the
glorious courage of the wo-
wman, but the ravages of pain
were plainly, traceable. Where,
the girl wondered, had this
woman gained so exalted a
patriotism. She  glanced
again  at straw-strewn

the

floor, at the roughly plastered |

but’ glittering white wallg,_at
the rude furniture, at the row
of  brilliant-colored  sacred
pictures that circled the room:*
close to the ceiling. It was a
humble cot, bare of comforts

to a degree that she would '

have reconciled only as the re-
sult of poverty,~and its mis-
tress was but an unlettered
peasant. But she knew now

that this hut was the abode of |

one of her country’s most loy-
al daughters. -

And the girl who went back
to her work in the morning no
longer cried out weakly
against her burden of sacrifice,
but bore it bravely, knowing
that another accounted it no
mean thing to serve this fair
land ‘with her best gifts, and
that though this woman’s
heart might bleed and break it
would not falter.
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