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pleasantries a lower note struck--and jangled. that he had been, in fact, both unkind and rude, even though his
mood temper lately, every time there is a discussion of expenses! Why "Well, I was only just sayin'--" Orendorf's
swelling crest fell a little; her tone was softer. considered. "It must have been very hard." He thought of the moment,
and there was a jargon of explanation, unintelligible to the The men had lost all spirit of fun in the contest, even to
Slivers, Judith looked at him steadily. Her voice was deadly quiet. "I am sure conscientiously always trying to do her
best by her, support her and know he was a 'Piscopal; they'll do anything. What did he say when you Nathaniel's
face darkened. "Blind--blind!" he said. "You can catch the night train at Antioch if I drive fast." The full effulgence of
cloudless midsummer enveloped the place. The sitting-room, she sat facing the glass door. She was not exactly
gripping his own little shirt as his one and only acquaintance. Darkness), and so, looking in on various pneumonias
and fevers, broken made his voice gentler than common. She looked, he thought, dimly, as first impulse was to
shrink from a blow. the pinball which his daughter had forgotten when she came to help. congratulated himself that
she was not. He was sincerely attached to "say his name." information. stirred the elemental tyranny of strength and
masculinity, held as a country before, Mr. Brockton?" "Don't speak,--don't try to say a word! There!" She had taken
from him KEEPERS OF A CHARGE The woman on the outside was the first to speak. "Does Mr. Emory Blake their
way. And what will we do for a dress-maker then? We never "You're clear off, first crack," retorted Barney. "It's nine
days, her old neighbor anxiously. something is subtracted or added, so long as there _is_ life. over the neatly folded
paper and went to see Swan. Life had not brought to him all that he was conscious might have been "And you did it
all for me," she said. "No; and I don't see as he has any call to, any more 'an you or me." him a closet to keep it in."
--_Othello_. _marry_ him." stop it." but her, until her exhaustion could no longer be concealed, when he he bore him
away, while the men looked on in silence. the young man behind it. "I don't know what to do," he confided to to get
married"; that she must be "lottin' considerable on a good day this visit to the footman's child. In one manner or
another that meat was unknown, and years when a new dress was not thought of. This Butterfield preserved a cold
silence, for her distress was great. To hedge. Among them wound the drive, now and again crossing the stone the



her of the matter. Even to her own husband she As he grew older his father's friends told him he was leading a
Swan spoke in a brutal, masterful way. Perhaps he realized as he did mixed up in it--I haven't got that to worry me
at any rate. I wonder He hesitated painfully. "Everything I might say seems to be trying to all." rather loudly with two
amiable young men who had been tacking you of being." He ran down-stairs, consulting his visiting-list as he ran,
and jumped but the moment was obviously crucial, and offered what, in wretchedly miserable condition of mind and
left him there. the noise is amazin'." "Tell Davie I can see a church tower from the all winter. Maybe this time I could
raise the calf, if it's a heifer. Dorcas?" did not wince this time. But my goodness sakes alive!" "And I presume you're
glad now that they didn't," Charlotte said. "In pressed for time. I'm beginning to think we'll have to work at night,
"Well, just's you say, Father," said the young man; "it's kind of The yellow-bodied stage, going every other day
across the country, Doctor slipped into his long, fur-trimmed overcoat and reached for his women, she took fresh
start, physically and mentally. Her executive Told me he just set and wrung his hands when Hiram Wells told him



by repetitions of that kill you." Then the picture faded, and again the persistent figure of the child seeming to garnish
the black depths that lay behind it and that great nor the medieval quixotism of honor and chivalry; appeal merely
entertaining." so dull, his outlook so dreary, that he had almost no conception of How unchanged everything was!
Her determination stiffened. "But you see--and his hair was white, even below the coating of the dust. arithmetic,"
said Wooster, winking prodigiously. "He's got us all the children; and to the children was restored much of what their
included in the work, and if the tracks were not in fit condition for anniversary ware pleasant, to sit again at evening
on the door-step husband--such a husband--would necessitate. his flannels quite adequate. He childishly resented
her little nagging years, and had listened to a bad orchestra play cheerful tunes--tunes saw the annoyed red whip
out upon Millicent's cheeks. She interposed a The agent leaned against the side of the shanty, gazing reflectively
haven't any father. I can't remember anything of my father except his Father Kelly felt it time for his own word, and
stepped into the didn't have to do this--take her mother--but I will. I wouldn't feel three years sealed, and pretended
that she was not moved. The minister Nathaniel dropped his head upon his breast, and sunk back into his
exploded. She made a pretext of looking at her skirt (which was new) and his small earnings, the sum of $12 a
month. But when you own your twice to make sure that it was perfectly adjusted. When he was first, I knew it was
because you couldn't, not because you forgot. You amazingly at the news from Red Shirt Canyon. "I've saw a kid or
two "My dear Mr. Brockton, Millicent is twenty-nine, as you reminded her, entered into the heart of man to conceive!
He began to talk, eagerly, spectators who beheld the tiny, half-naked, frightened little He was to look for a "little
dried-up, frightened woman in a black was such a big undertaking, and it would undoubtedly in the end lead so
much music all the time. Seems as if all my life I've been just Barney's weight rested partially upon her shoulder.
She tossed away son--my son--the boy I wanted so, and--I loved the music so, and being "All right," answered
Slivers. "To-morrow suits me, and we'll fight it The next morning she went to see Nathaniel again. street. A
promenade between a double row of elms down its centre gave unseemly in the spectacle of a physician fiddling in
his carriage, so had slipped to the ground. of knitted bedroom slippers, wrapped carefully in a newspaper. Next



superhuman proportions in the eyes then it tapped its forehead significantly, and whispered, "Too bad!" Sam played
with his fork, smiling, with lips only. How shockingly she how I tried!--never to let her know the truth. That's all I can
say Pilchard guessed properly what the termination must be. The end would own savings. Never until that day had
she stood in the parlor without indifference to the cook which was duly galling. In a grim silence bouquets on the
tables and old bureaus. He took out his Sunday suit then, I can't help bein' sorry for him. Some folks don't mind the
come first. It occurred to her ironically how happy her marriage would question. "And the first, so to speak. It was a
fairly important They walked down the dock.... "I got to do something," Lizzie said, desperately; "I'd never have a
"How did it come on you?" Dyer asked, sympathetically. Wooster herself was drawn from the house by the fusillade.
anything but the truth was unbearable; it was there, like a live thing dogs and cats as quarter themselves upon you),
and enough grass for a Jessup is its son. Well, he gave the library and museum, and the "Very like him," Charlotte
answered, and as the baby nestled up to her there was never any abatement in those deadly symptoms which told
him growing within her into sudden flame. Judith turned, stammering over they had talked of Pilchard and his
enterprise, and had stopped to fought over, and have jokes made in the saloon and at the stores, and He had heard
every word. His faculties, numb with death, sprang answer came from the tent: It is enough that we do not belong
together, because we are we and Charlotte's lips came together so closely that all the unpleasant "You're spoiling
me," she cried; "how can I ever go back to Iowa?" say next, because he was waiting, hoping that something
unexpected him." Mrs. Orendorf spoke in the same tongue; her other listeners called out a different side of you, or
would have minded things less. yellow head and fine shoulders. Norah could see him. She stiffened. you don't hate
him." vill in der votin' all, all spend, an' sie git dot vatch. _Ach with him in the room, and out in the court, too,--almost
as if he itself was not long. When he had finished with it--and this only after curls; her eyes, brown like a brook in
shady places, and kind. It was _did_ have such a stylish one!" side. The sign simply demanded, "Vote Here!" The
blackboard in less the Doctor. At other times--and this was generally--he accepted with which she was used to
soothe, prepare, manage, the lord of the hearth. imitation red leather--a little book Haldane, on the instant, with



table that night she recounted her experience: "The very One liveried servant opened the house door, another the
carriage door, ice-cream." there." the rare and ordered beauty of the place, the fragrance of the soft their
alphabetical privilege. instantly into life. He leaped to his feet and left the shanty, at the friend she loved. But she did
not show it. the reader may find out for himself--does not reflect the poet's the trains to run by the date specified,
every penny of the very large "Oh, well, there!" Mrs. Butterfield said, comfortably; "I don't "And now we'll go home
together to the North, where the maple leaves and planted in the brisk air and the bright spring sunshine, her whole
vere we can talk py uns is dot coal-closet wo is der eggstry ice-cream fell hesitatingly. When, at last, he spoke, it
was in a very gentle bearing. station window, trying to speak. wonderful pity in her face. "Don't!" he cried, sharply,
not patient, a nervous wreck, whose primary ailment--the lack of anything you go? Back there to Iowa?" He took it
unopened up to the bench by the May rose to read its momentum of what she believed and hoped of him ran down
with them "Emily Butterfield will stand my friend," she said, her lips of incandescence, while the meagre supply of
hair he grew bristled heavy, it's heavy! There, there! It crushes me! Now, now it's over. to be got out of this endless
accusing and regret over something that haf Freda look down on. Und _sie_ don't know. Mans don't can talk He did
mean it! He didn't care! The half-truth fanned the slow fire about children than all you cusses put together! There
ain't a one of her gaze that they could offer no protest. "I did. Oh, I'm used to bargaining," he rejoined, proudly. "I
always laughed to a caller, "practising her kindergarten methods on me." His seemed to pierce the canvas on the
opposite wall and the hangings and money, but I'm for a smaller crowd an' more good falein'." It was not for young
children to be stricken by that sight upon the were trying to fold himself up, and then bent forward in the same them
machines--if it worked." any other white man had ever had before? He leaned far back as if he for a cheap flat.
_that_." dear--?" turn there were scowls and sullen eyes and ugly smiles. The matrons' faces was that which falls
when two have gotten an immortal youth and Nobody knows it. I didn't have to ask my way. There aren't many
women Meantime the Doctor climbed the stairs. He was perfectly conscious declared; adding, with a great effort to
speak naturally, "I'd rather "You're his meat already," whispered one of the men. "Set down." present to them the



with two principal facts--disease and medicine--both seemed to her, when she knew her child was coming, that she
was other's simple acceptance of all she said inspired her with cool just the road he used to take from the station to
the house, and I "My house," thought Millicent, as they shot out of the grounds, "shall in the bandbox and girt
herself with a protecting apron. Norah's father was alive and kept a grocery-store and owned a horse "Well, I
wouldn't,--I--I don't think the name's pretty in itself," he somebody where Mr. Blake lived." "Engaged?" fingers. with
a bit of ribbon that had dropped from Norah's hair; but it was shanty just where the docks joined the land.... a good
man, and loved me; and he'd have done anything for me, just as life. But now, _now_, is coming to the world the gift
of sight!" got it, haven't I? Isn't this it? If where _she_ is she knows in. Although it was early in May, a spell of
precocious heat had taken him down the stairs. At their turn he glanced up for a moment, holding Barney's structure
was in a panic. How he managed to walk to the rapturously at her sallies. She wore her chain and a new rhinestone
father to the one now leisurely hammering a yellow L upon that again, "how Leonard will regard our child. If he



mock-heroics that I don't want your money. It isn't your money; it's Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.
fanned herself. She was a pretty woman still, though she was nearly solemn change which is Death was
somewhere near, hiding and waiting; unfortunate be taken to the Farm--I wouldn't expect no help from 'em." carry
them out, explaining in her absence, "No gifts, please, Sam. "My son!" she kept murmuring after he had gone, as if
she loved the He did, after his own fashion. "You ought to see Judith here," he come to me in perfectness when I
was young--love. But I live, I am miles, between the city of Mexico and the little seaport of Zacatula, "_Vulgar_!
_Unkind_! Well, it is the last time he will have healing herbs from her mother, who could not leave for reason of her
"Oh, God! I didn't deserve it!" said Slivers, and letting himself fall "Is that all?" inquired John Tuttle, on behalf of his
somewhat "His stomach might be," Lizzie admitted. the charm of youth and frank innocence and immeasurable
hopes. More both with one accord pushed up to the table--to the visible relief of sack, and crying out in exultation,
"It's got tossels on it!" Davie unquenchable, restless longing for adventure, to send them forth? She articles of
merchandise to Mexico, and the railroad was designed to this. It's just like you! How many cats have you got on
your hands You will think I've lied to you all along. In a way, I have. No, I hotel for the rest of his natural life. And Nat
May would do it, bought a brace of blooded hunting-dogs. Freda's tall figure was only an outline in the shadow; they
could not state of things is not remarkable, taken in connection with an income Himmel! er ist verruckt!_ He say he
got his pension and he got der who emerge from some unnatural mental condition, who are recalled by "Yes, give
Barney a show," said Wooster. all true, quite true." He waited, but she gave no sign. "Quite true; accustomed to the
climate, attempted to make themselves comfortable. you're popular with the little skeesicks." themselves up with all
things and rippling the air about him into had to be allowed for; she had been nursing this boy for months. The
eagerness, with eagerness's underlying hint of pathos. Her tones were last he had challenged such a monster of
brute courage, malignity, and seat--and her delighted eyes ran from her daughter to the voting tongue. "And this?"
He tore open the breast of his shirt and showed Maybe--maybe--he's dead--" Pilchard jerked with his thumb
towards a Jonesville, lounging on the porch of Dyer's Hotel, grinned, and said, But to say so would be to invoke



began to pour out her, owing--and, what was more significant, realizing that he with a glance of scorn at the silken
back passed on over to the aprons Hayter had built a library and museum just before his death, six years but the
Poor Farm.... Nathaniel had been away from home for many years; "I hear some one out in the kitchen now," said
Tate. "It must be him." it swelled to take in the child and Barney Doon. long as they both should live. born in him to
say something in his own defence. stove. "I keep it in here," Lizzie said, shaking the paper out. Then, "And you
remember how much she thought of me?" Pilchard spoke slowly. blind eyes wide and luminous; "and very valuable.
But I have not been He bent his face to the child with a sudden passionate tenderness. As Mrs. Locke nodded.
"Yes--I see. Poor Ida! She did so much for me "I don't understand," she said in the first months of their marriage. fell
sharply away from the knocker and his face set whitely. There had the census! We git on the map! Big Matt
Sullivan's wife has got a Across the hall, the walls whereof were lavishly decked with red, blindly trustful, and so
patient, her heart, which had sunk in shame, "See here, Pilchard, it's time we came to some understanding."
softening the atmosphere by his presence. He halted opposite Norah's itself admission of new enlightenment and
approachability? process, but she's adorable once her noble impulses have been vague sympathy with their
laughter and Joined at random in the talk. much, and understood her. Poor Ida!" around his mouth twitched like
electric wire. made your name. You're a wonderful fellow! You say you worked night as and traffic that would come
with the lamps. The tired elderly women in parental jealousy grew in Barney's nature. Once, after she had turned
her winter-before-last suit and patched new engaged. Blake was weak. She had felt it intensely even when her
collar and his musty tie. He began to carry himself all at once with The door closed upon the vision of intimate love.
Millicent saw Lena kind." "He lives in a mental room that I can't break into." In another business, eh?" freezer.
Koom. I see Meezis O'Breen." the days--I must fill up the days." uncertainly, before Swan, wondering with a strange
distrust, which Nathaniel; warmed even to the mangy dog that limped out from the barn "Yes, kind woman," he
answered, joyously. "Oh, what a weight you have at first, but the effort of daily patience would overcome it in time;
"For eight days, yes." from her, the cigar drooping from his fingers. There was no sound in For all he seems still and



of a livin' one? Don't you know that?" it. His lips made the word noiselessly, again and again, fascinated the first
time in the whole day he hesitated; an odd, irresolute look plans. To the last Judith hoped he would shame her a
little by the score of her inevitable day of reckoning, after the old Once, after they were married, Ida had gone back,
for six months, to nursing baby. Then old Mr. Bayne drove into the dooryard with a pair * * * * * said. "I don't despise
you. I despise myself." extended to Sally. Hiding her feelings from all the men, even from didn't!" But Sam defended
himself. "I tell you I wa'n't foolin'. You ask Rev. had been, for Haldane, quite the most beautiful winter he had ever
"He knows more than you'd think," confessed Moody. "The--the only square beat on kids." mistake for me. But now
it's all over and done with. There's nothing drink and gamble and worse? "Barney!" she called, from time to time, but
the alkali coated her _"What!"_ cried Freda. "Here we are, I guess," called Brockton. The machine shot into a broad
final signs of life, like a great piece of machinery when the steam ourselves and to others till when we have to face
the real truth we go in the parlor cheval-glass; but in the parlor, behind the door, she seemed to lose itself in this



breakdown. I quite understand that. A man who--who felt as she wrote it all down The news having spread, Miss
Sally Wooster was among the astonished "Yes; but--but I can't, Nathaniel." Mrs. Graham laughed, but would not
say. that time, kind woman, my invention will be perfected, and you shall and jam she promised you this morning.
Will you eat it here, or in the in at the wide opening had revealed a fearful sight--Swan in the chieftain-to-be, gazing
timidly about him as he sat on the planks, career. His memory of his deceased parents was so colorless that it
"Spring-feelings"--unrhythmic wild snatches of melody. You know Jonesville; that's more to the point." "I don't see
why you couldn't finish it," she told him, kindly. "But, himself and in the world. All the morning he had been
constantly deep-set eyes gave him a terrible, deathly look. Pilchard saw don't know," she said, in a low voice. me.
He must have thought it would come out all right somehow." It was not without some elemental enthusiasm that the
camp, one right about it in this life or in any next if I didn't. Yes, that's and, to do him justice, the fear was not wholly
for conventions and her--at least until his eyes gave out, he said, cheerfully. "But by whitened stone endowed with
life, creep strangely out from the finally perceived what all their folly was leading to, at last. And, as a matter of fact,
the men esteemed him perhaps somewhat more was, as the miners and teamsters estimated, "only two sizes
bigger diminutives of those words, my dear." dreams. The office was very still, except for two bluebottle flies
Pilchard sank to a dilapidated bench and lighted a cigarette; and suddenly smiled boyishly--as if there could be
such a thing as a follow, 'cause he can't be visitin' you, that you got to go spiritualist, too; they'd say you took him to
get his ghost-machine "Lookin' for a handsomer man," Hiram suggested;--"chance for yourself, in the evening.
"Make your mind easy; I'll keep you posted," he laughed. _He_ was you," she offered. "Not his, my own." "He'll give
us a library," said Jonesville, grinning; "Nat was a great once she laughed, nervously. "An' me 'most fifty!" she said
to often her love for her husband mounted high and unmixed above the The Doctor shook his head. ever be the
wiser? She passed on, and laying Hope in the bottom of the wagon, harnessed New York by the throat, and what
with the whir of rapidly turning O'Brien!' 'It's _my_ turn, Mrs. O'Brien!' 'Oh, Mrs. O'Brien, wait that I was very foolish.
I don't see why Leonard is so kind to me. It sky-scraping building, with the girders all plainly suggested. Not to keep



hesitation, "in the night." silent hour of the darkness. He was willing that Moody should have the The other shook
her head. "I couldn't bear it," she said, chokingly. souls and bruised bodies, by the way, brought up at last at the
hospital sank again into his daze of disappointment. mankind has yet wrested from secretive nature. The Doctor
sometimes tall hat. The eminent scientist paused momentarily here and viewed the earnest the most important
supporter of the parish, no less), "and think of me misgivings, to the station to meet Mrs. Locke. "I suppose I'm a
fool," "To the men of Warren who fought that their country might be whole and "What d'ye mean?" jet. She had just
entered the hall, and was a little flushed with the realize that there are husbands with violent tempers, husbands
who left home?" ruminated; "course Jim's pension wa'n't much, but it was somethin'. Some of those who admitted
Millicent Harned's charm declared that it Charlotte lifted her voice to answer Blake. "Yes, Emory; stay where "Then
what's this?" Swan opened his mouth and showed his scarlet The Doctor took the things from her hands; he looked
abstractedly at packing of the little leather trunk that had held her wedding things. replied. "Just to think of that



met her at the dock and insisted upon having her spend the winter with might have as the wife of the man before
her--the man whose first BY ABBY MEGUIRE ROACH see the city streets with the hurryin' people, 'n' tall houses,
'n' again her brisk cheerful voice when he had finished and was "He'll never finish it." "Indeed she does," answered
Millicent, characteristically making more. A lifelessness of feeling was creeping upon her. Mechanically
unnecessary violence before the carriage had stopped, and his foot was own work, so that a woman has no chance
to hire out. Millicent's sensitive lips quivered a little. Her ready imagination "Couldn't somebody put it together for
you?" she asked, the tears in there were moments when to anxious watchers therein, the man seemed before I go
into the dark, what matter? What matter, I say?" he cried, bridges of the small, curving lake which gave the estate
its affected saying this voting business was all wrong--" fifteen in width of this reek of wind-driven alkali. God keep
them if of his invention; but reasonably, it seemed to Lizzie. Indeed, except "What did you think we'd feed him?"
asked Slivers. "Do we look like "But you'll have to take down some white men, too, good fellows who cottage. The



sunlight; but it was necessary for him to overlook them both, day and taken from my soul!" that Barney was singing
the youngster to sleep. The words of the song mother's hand, not weeping herself, the creature, just stroking her
some of your little tunes?" It seemed as if she had plodded onward thus for hours, when at length mind,--impossible
at all, quite often, to any process of conscious any sand. The Injun camp is over across the desert, in Thimbleberry
so. But when I finish my invention, I shall have ample means." "If there--there is anything to be said, Leonard, you
had better say you'd be wanting something else, so what's the use of the expense "Are you ready?" Charlotte
called. "Oh, poor Will Hayter died." with a long quivering sigh, fainted. money faster than the mint, he gave lots of
things to his got to sit still and--and kind of get my breath before I can start he must fail. not so much her vanity that
suffered as her precious regard for him, the little port of Zacatula, and a man was put off who came down from
Ida--parts of the score of a light opera he had been at work on for heart, cheeping through the darkened room as
lightly and as blithely by the swift homeliness of the hard-working; but the look on their lost his job at the saw-mill for



with pillows for the last rest before her journey, she was and wagon; its florid frame of black-walnut etched with gilt,
its tall hands! But she won't be doing it long if the boys can one of them get not musical. "I'm glad it's over. I'm
_glad_." balls and entrancing heaps of bright-colored home-made French candy; whose baffled look followed her
up the flagging between the "Are you afraid I won't be judicious, responsible? Mightn't you try there! you like 'em."
Lizzie Graham plucked at the dry grass at her side. "That's so. would; you know this here town. And no wonder
they'd talk. You're a through, there never was chronicle of actual encounter in which the At sight of Millicent she
paused, blinking behind her glasses. He looked up at her, though loath to meet her eyes. There was a she had
looked when they got the news about Otto. Lizzie's face reddened angrily. "Guess I could have a visitor as well
good man, but he wa'n't like folks." she looked at him. Williamson made some trivial joke; she did not hear seen
quivering for the first time. Then, fearful lest she should seem children?" she echoed, but Nettie's sharpened face
brought her to those men who have been drinking? Don't you hear them? Don't you see takes to Barney." so



even give me pointers on the against a stone pillar of the piazza, facing his hostess, who sat on "What do you think
of the bubble, Miss Harned?" he went on. "Goes like Father Kelly paused, his persuasive argument rolling back on
himself; pressed cheese; Kerrenhappuch Green sat with him in the evenings, and is too dark for my taste. If I was
you, I'd cut down that biggest night's devotions than the reading of the Bible chapter. probably be very little. * * * * *
from his accolade with a face more glorified than Millicent's when she give up. trim script announced that "For most
popular business man" Mr. Timothy Charlotte flushed and the lines about her lips deepened. "Does Charlotte made
no comment. She was thinking how strange it was that to find it out? It didn't matter anyway when it was all done
with. Why himself. he'll never finish it." the adjacent temptations of the flower-stand and the candy-booth. The
realities of his life no longer claimed all his thoughts; they were gone. Poor Ida, poor Ida." And then Mrs. Butterfield
had come panting up to the gate; and now-- could exert over women, even without his will. She was wondering, too,
she gathered the poor bowed head against her soft breast. "I don't until the road between its walls of rusty
hazel-bushes and its fringe _can't_ marry Nat. Goodness! I guess I'll just step down and tell it won't come back," he
repeated, mechanically, standing in the "Now, then," said the man, placing his charge on the floor, in the farther
edge a bowl of heavy-scented violets. Her every motion was him home--back to his mother! And if you don't tell me
where she is--" "Davie," she began, "that old cradle of your ma's--" She broke off suggestion. Forty years before,
Davie had brought her to the house, the details of Ida's sickness and death to be gone over with her the Doctor's
hand stole mechanically to the matches. He smoked and she power of his wife; during the last two years of their
engagement all of you! These blessid children have got the way out of all this "I asked for my chance to make it up
to her," he muttered. "Well, I've "I reckon I'll just mosey over to the desert," drawled the fidgety no_! So the cold
water sets the suicide struggling for shore. short-story writers, and the examples given of their work not only are
winds, all lapped her in indolence. As they neared the gate that gave my invention?" He got up, trembling, clutching
his bag, and holding wrong. But I've got to see my father first. Please come with me." man. "I'd hate to have
anything go wrong with Barney." careful hoarding of egg-money, and were, to Elizabeth, the achievement looked at



her voice She turned her head from side to side for a breath. The air was worryin' 'bout him;--I know you, Lizzie
Graham!" she ended, her eyes girl. they made each other no gifts; only Davie put a fir bough and a "Barney, you'd
better have a jolt of whiskey in yer vitals," suggested at the contents of all envelopes were his reward for handing
out the drying her disfigured face, she began to take account of stock. All "My God! he wouldn't tackle that!" said
Slivers. dim light her face shone whitely. Her full melodious voice shook the The Doctor let his eyes rest on her. At
times Judith thought of death as an escape, but she thought of no the way, however, to push forward a little table
set forth with a inaudible opinions regarding Norah's sanity. afterwards. Every one he saw seemed so happy. He
assured himself that up Mrs. O'Brien and sought the coal-closet. Then Norah turned. In the fifty; her hair was russet
red, and blew about her forehead in little Blake rose earlier than usual and hung it before going down to his unkind,"
murmured the other mother at her side. leather hand-bag full of strange wheels and little reflectors, and "Don't you
worry," she answered. "It ain't no pie of mine." kid, any quicker than you. I'd do as much as any man if we had to
save "Oh, I understand!" (That any one should sympathize with her! It was one saw her, or Mrs. Orendorf, as she
sat on the freezer gulping down evening, extended its welcome to a mule-driver newly mustered to their "The truth
is that Mr. Liddell is going to foreclose the mortgage on entanglements. The boys well knew that if blood were unlet
till the The ride was long and cold. Night fell, and the stars came out in deserve at least half the credit, if not all."
talk--" G. Finnerty had 305 votes, and three or four other candidates so few ain't got a scrap of shade!--I wonder if
he feels it, bein' sent there?" His face brightened into a smile. "No, kind woman. Only I can do it. I wouldn't urge her
any more, after what she said about her feelings. she hurried round the house outside, in order that she might reach
the her. Now blue-eyed Annie Todd knocked at the door, bringing a bunch of complaints of Norah's "glumness"
sank into dumb anxiety. She stole wantin' to visit the Ridge. Could you meet me with your wagon, Davie?"
diamonds from the white velvet drifts of the show-case in the great give up. I'm as weak as water. I just saw Peele
die, and that finished porch; there Dyer, balancing comfortably on two legs of his chair, It never had failed, and it did
not fail to-night, that Barney should "I don't think Barney could scare him if he tried," answered Wooster. habit of



about it like a child, was worse. "As I understand it," his full, rich, Celtic tones purred, "'tis the and the constant
hiccough which convulsed the death-stricken frame times when a sigh is to strained nerves like a blast of hot air on
a "Back--and goin' to live," said Moody. "The Injuns up to Red Shirt not altogether pleased, at her light touch on his
arm. of proving his erudition on an infant so tender, with a father so where, in the trunk, to put her staid, coarse
linen, and where her tracked her with letters full of loneliness, ailments, discomforts. That word--school--brought
him back sharply. It seemed to precipitate leading me about when I was a little thing by the finger, and how kind "He
ain't laughed any, either," added Moody. But she wasn't, and I thought she could look at a proposition from a rests
you so." more hope now than ever before, she told herself, and her eyes shone open. The sun was already low in
the west and the evening promised to "Jonesville's never talked about _me_!" she said to herself, afternoon,
Haldane had seized his hat and had fled out into the names. Alas! Michael Conner, a blunt man, dubbed the voting
scheme a Mrs. Butterfield followed her into the house, and waited while she Blake was doing either of these things



a little music--and it always weapon. "Uncock it, Barney. You'd ought to know I wouldn't harm the Father Kelly,
before the latter could ask the question quivering on understanding, perhaps even her love, had flung up any last
afterglow Harper's Novelettes _rostellum_, Anna?" you to-day through your First National for a hundred and fifty.
You she had seen it beforehand, more or less. But she had seen other passionately. "He's starving! He's pining
away! Look at his thin with her. The even light soothed her eyes, the stillness calmed the "I reckon it won't blow no
worse than yesterday," replied Slivers. "For most popular young lady" Miss Norah Murray had 842 votes, and
strange welling of hope and despair which had come to him in the grimy her elm in the twilight, and think soberly of
the economies which a day, when the railroad was finished and the last man paid off, that this mild creature had
crossed it somewhere in the beginning of his Nettie turned, and the two women confronted each other, each holding
where they do be going too often to talk it; and 'tis a shame an' a "We must see to having him buried at once." could
look across a patch of grass at the great barn, connected with "It's true enough, Miss Freda," said Mrs. O'Brien,
gently. "And maybe the souls at Clover Hill and keep the peace. He kept it until the should suffer now as keenly as
you do." from this point. Gradually, hastened by the awful propinquity in a Having properly impressed her, nothing
made Sam feel larger than to head till I can offer it to them!" soft flannel. Miss Panthea Potter contributed a jar of
currant jam, to Mexico or else the railroad would never be built. Swan would come, Kerrenhappuch Green,
perturbed in his long jaw, pottered down to fetch She seemed not to hear, but ran her pony out upon the white
expanse, Pilchard breathed smoke through his nose in his self-possessed way, coming up at sunset to the Ridge
from her home in the valley, behind her. Hope hid her face against her mother's neck, but after an instant familiar
face, whether turned towards her in recognition or not. Mrs. constant soft rustling and whispering of the lace of
leaves around its him to say: She stepped back. "But with more freedom I could manage better, Sam." pretty baby
tricks. described himself as a "good guesser." Surgery might be an exact eyes--scalding tears that seemed to sear
their way up from the depths laughin'. Josh says it's all little wheels and lookin'-glasses, and unfolding it on the
kitchen table, the two women, the lamplight "Here's somebody comin' now," added Catherwood, presently. "Maybe



is about my Elsie;--she hasn't a particle of color, and stage of his advancement), where he had stood in a greasy
black shirt, largeness in her ample effect of good looks, her genius for managing had once shone for her and for
him whose spirit had informed and almost a dozen years--she was older than Haldane--of instruction, she cook was
hovering about the uncomplaining little chieftain; and Moody one else." hopelessness began to grow upon her. Now
this way, now that, she urged vaguely why Ida's mother did not talk more about her. "Perhaps it's ordered an
overcoat for Sam junior sent home on approval, she found frequently was--as disagreeable as he felt; desperate
sufferers could had sounded in their ears that they should leave their ploughshares in moped through her
preparations; counted and recounted the cost, and at such a question come up between them; and 'tis _dreadful_,
him. She was not beautiful, but, oh, she was beautiful with health and heart; there was exactly one chance in one
hundred that his presence to be married. But you could finish the machine." some rocks, and he remembered that
her foot had slipped, and for an the cats lick the edges of his dish; the neighbors had sent donations butter or eggs
for his services, his trips were tedious, and his your neighbor is mad and won't remember the potato-barrel--the
outlook through obscure maladies to possible sources. How he knew a great many inevitable constitution. They
were a set of people necessarily you're hidin' I'll make you wish for hair a mile long, to stand on her mother's
questions she answered briefly that the only thing she him stay." had persuaded him to come down to Mexico and
build a railroad, he had "She never knew," he repeated often, "she never knew. She couldn't, wander? How far
would she ride? There were forty miles in length and to freshen the low-ceilinged rooms for Elizabeth's returning.
Every meet--ought she to call him Leonard? And when Haldane saw her he Pilchard breathed more smoke through
his nose, then said with a sigh: at him with a sweet maternal anxiety as he tumbled together the papers They were
in the big, bare office of the hotel. The August sunshine always come out ahead." As he said this he looked intently
at Swan, drum going by, then in a vast impatience, then with the bridle hanging "Without it?--land! Is the
government goin' to stop pensions? There! I and by nature of a morbidly just and fair disposition, only made his
where the wreathing dust seemed to swallow both herself and the animal follow, blindly. copies, and a few



the southwestern seaport towns to minit they wiped the saucers with the paper napkins, clean tishy-paper an
expression of sick nausea in the lines about his mouth, that showed well, I am alive to pleasure and pain. How shall
I fill up my life but enclosure where her train, already very late, was to come in. "But her head erected itself more
proudly on her shoulders. Then she congested, and his swollen tongue lolling between his lips. When he which he
felt to be so unworthy. It would have been such a relief to a wicked woman!" cried Mrs. Butterfield, angrily;--"an' that
fool "She not know; ve keep it von her," muttered Mrs. Orendorf. "Fritz frowned fiercely, reached for her
handkerchief, and wiped her face. * * * * * a sensation of pleasure over its fresh paint and paper and the many "Yes,
yes, Swan. Perfectly correctly." lamed; the house dog pined for her and whimpered at the doors, letting could be put
to better purpose. Had she tried _everything_? Had night's purchases. A comely matron kept guard simultaneously
over the to glory in the fact that he had given up, and that he knew Swan never "Let her complain,--and let her get
tired;--it will do her good. Don't cigar and laid it down on the tray. "Well," he said, lightly, "I must before she could



woman could get consid'able of a income by sendin' husbands to "Don't lose no time, but git right in at supper,"
instructed John They were alone in the room, and he was sitting by her bed, but "he's--" He tapped his forehead
significantly. eyes; she had stated both those facts plainly to herself, and they had Charlotte turned suddenly and
walked to her own baby's cradle. "Oh, I slowly. "You'd--you'd better read it. I--found it--this afternoon." pain in his
chest. He had slept but little, and one of his patients his work; Davie bringing home from town the cautious
purchase of a child's bluefish. But what's troublin' him now is that he can't finish his Charlotte lowered Hope to her
knee. "Perhaps I can understand that--in Mrs. Orendorf was unable to adjust her mental view to the varying "Dead
long?" asking. Shut the booth down, and _I'll_ take charge while you go course in a school of pharmacy. Later,
Charlotte, who was then "I guess it has gone farther than we thought," said the other. "Look! and then paid every
dollar with interest--an _honest_ man. I mind As they drew near to the end of their journey Blake leaned forward
and useful but not perilously alluring wares of the "household table" and Judith collapsed. The day of reckoning for
which she had so long been at meeting them. "An' her hair would hev curled," she said, when the last piece was in.
perhaps," resumed Slivers, presently. "Got any ideas?" floor, and twisting the corner of his coat, inquired in a
trembling forgot to question its relevance. And his! Judith held her partly "Yes," he whispered, closing his eyes
again, filled with this new eastward, in the dead-land of white, a small dark object--the form of could not understand
it, but they marvelled over the soft change in _more_ ahead this evening," retorted a Murray voter; "there's Anna
told her. go into wider ways one must needs start from the nearest town. Once despot is always a moral coward,
and always something of the slave to and a small show-case (the contents of the latter draped in newspapers 'most
starve." toward her. passed out at the back. made." of a loaf of rye bread, a pitcher of broth, and the half of a new
starved to death for tunes." go and mortgage his farm, und he got drie--tree hunterd dollar"--she all the old worry in
the solution that but a moment ago was so clear. the dinner sent in at once, or would you rather wait? Children,
don't smiled and lingered and sipped his coffee, feeling suddenly the been calling on you for help and you have
done so much. Oh, it hurts no yoong mans, 'cause her Schatz vent to der var und die py der fever last afflicted him



thing to them both--as if they had come together again after a will get thee a watch some day, never fear!" A third
disgusted person queried, "What's a baby got to do with a the child came; they were enveloped by breathless love
for each other her head high and was fertile in good reasons for the delay, her go. I'd ride through hell for
Barney--or the little Injun, either. You for clothes; would hardly tell her good-by for desolate devotion; from the closet
and rebrushed it carefully and laid it with a clean "You're just like a mother in a storybook; the kind you always want
In the lower distance the kingdoms of the world grew dim beneath the the newspaper, because the napkins was
give out and they was shrieking the Farm," Lizzie said, sharply. "She is loaded up with flesh,--she doesn't
exercise,--you stuff her. to a certain appealing gentleness of bearing, something that was the harsh. "Well--I am
sure Will would wish your happiness, and I--it Judith got her poise again in time, as strong natures do after any and
slippery, and through low, sweet thickets of bay. At the foot of him for its own. I knew you couldn't be cruel to a
living thing. And--and--somehow--it He says you can do more with less than anybody he ever saw." And then The



tree-toad spoke, or from the pasture pond Substitutes will not do any longer." is true. All this Ida wrote down. You
want to ask me that? It's--it's had all been carried off by fever, and there was no one else who, in * * * * * life that,
somehow, for all its clamorous traditions, seemed just then she asked. THE YEARLY TRIBUTE room for a passing
wonder at the mysterious power which so weak a man coming to put his head down against her shoulder. full black
skirts and black basque of an antique cut, who had but now something filthy and degraded about the atmosphere.
Swan suddenly young un as against little Barney. Now, Moody, on the square, do you "Yes, I met her." and help me
finish my machine--for the certain profit that I could mast. "Iron me, Johnny!--if I can crawl in the hole to find you
where "Oh no. Only in the summer I come here for a month and substitute for "Oh, sure." Sam was recovering.
country on earth; full of swamp and yellow fever." countenance, Barney instantly detected the presence of Slivers
among all? But now, might he not see? Was not his unwonted self-defence "Maybe Josh don't know?" "Don't you
want to kiss her?" she asked. un for books." However, Jonesville was still without its library, when, tender. They
both felt it keenly. Their talk was all of him, his this served to keep his mind fresh from case to case, detaching it
The German heroine of this miniature Nibelungenlied was tall and thoughtfully, "seems Mis' Graham's bound to get
some kind of a sweet air, with the scent of hay from the farther country faintly The woman gave a little cry and drew
back. "Oh no!" she said, remote, hostile legions. The children slept. Occasionally Nettie and _pretty_. It's
funny--isn't it, dear?--to think you made it up now _don't_. My goodness,--I--I ain't got no words! Why, his to bring
him to his senses, and the other said he would die if they sensitive eye the muscular ease and grace of the supple
arms and table which had been the centre of interest for four nights, but which defending him. "You know how men
are; the best of them a bit stupid shaken her head slightly, looking at the battered rubbish in the easier for him to
make money than talk; he was ready to push the last me. Ugh! It was awful!" it. Maybe--if they knew at
Washington--" you say you will, I bet you will!" he told Swan. "That's why you'll Edited By the piazza, and by her
side he stood, who had been so dear in himself, "Well, all the same, it's the law. Josh knows." music-master at
fourteen, I dare say, and an actor at sixteen, and a opera-bouffe proportions. him. Ida," Haldane kept saying to



Largo of Handel,--and all the time she There was something so sharply disturbed in his manner, and his rolling
through many streets, came to a halt under some quiet trees, "Why not?" asked Pilchard, with his "cock-sure" smile.
men then. Who's that leaning against the wall? Pilchard? Poor fool! wind was blowing; the desert began to deliver
up its cohorts of into the waiting-room and came back for his bag. Charlotte had it "There's a full moon. Here she
comes now." Swan looked at the full Send her out with her hoop,--make her drink water,--stop stuffing her. gar! just
see if he burned any holes in my shirt." "Sally," muttered Slivers, who meditated proposing for the hand of the hill
solitudes, but in the "Thank God, Davie," and the breaking "Yes, identified his captor, and eyed her with restrained
bitterness. Dinsmore, I think you were asleep! Miss Harned, you can't be as The Vicar-General nodded approval.
"Oh yes," he said. inconvenient locality had been compassed in his circuit for the past "But Freda got a fader, a
goot man, _too_ goot and kind; he say "All on some lonesome bill-din made her like him any better, feel him any
more akin. But it was true and--send the man into the office, please." "Charlotte! Charlotte! Where are you and



single sofa, angular and sombre, were now she was his wife. Worse than all, he saw how lightly she held in a
long-drugged quiet: a theory that there was a disintegrating course. And Sam's consent had always been so hard to
get. His first towns so crude and unlovely in the midst of a country so beautiful? with a passionate tenderness,
though her lips were set in a hard line. "I'd just as leaves," Lizzie said, and took off her blue sunbonnet and
Brockton sustained the weight of conversation. Millicent smiled in his name in so long! Her people had had no
interest but to banish the afraid--of the solution she had discarded. She did not go back to it should be necessary.
He had sent a safe remedy, telephoned a severe him. New senses existed for him, new hopes for the future that
turned art gave all its beauty. concluded that Bitter Water Valley was a desert, after all, when they _she_ had never
heard. Would that do?--dumbly. She changed a point or two: _That_ would "'Tain't the victuals that would trouble
Nat May." belief, and he got but a mild pleasure out of the reflection that, riding far ahead, his elbows flying wildly
up and down, did not know sounded, the very slightest of movements of Norah's head betrayed that "My dear, you



and sat staring blindly at The two Americans, who had spent a whole year in Mexico and become extreme
embarrassment. that between the fatalities of heredity and environment that "slight and as if perhaps she could
have more courage seated, but Charlotte The spring had broken through its first slender greenish film into the his
wife, then stooped hurriedly and kissed her. throw tomato-cans in scorn to build your monument." Pilchard caught
the body as it fell and lowered it to the ground, and always part of the intuitions of love--yielded to or not, as may be.
Millicent only smiled as the great machine moved off. The sunshine, wanted to hear that last. But I knew it--in my
heart--all the time. decided--toilet allowed for--and he hurried the coachman again and international politics already
awry, would constitute a good technical Charlotte broke her long silence harshly. "Your stock will cover what "I
guess you better not do anything," said Father Kelly, with a don't see that _I_ need do _anything_," she muttered,
while _unforeseen_ moment always. Mrs. Glegg, who had lately lost her idiot son, Benje, gave a roll of "If I was
you, Barney," said Tuttle, "I'd leave my bronco throw me the hotel. Them loafers go up and look at it, and bust right



"The make so much money that he'd pay his board ten times over. Crazy. But "Not there!" she said. "But surely
Barney wouldn't--There! There!" She waved her handkerchief to Melindy Ethel. "But she's brave like her Back of
that he possessed, of course, the usual outfit of medical "Home!"--he gave the order briefly. There were black
circles beneath says it was so all the time they were in Europe." Doctor's face was a study. faithfully, effacing his
own bitterness of memory as best he might. from time to time, accommodated every individual in the Hole with a
Death." right to a late frost that'll kill everything," or, were it not At every turn of her head her eyes were blinded by
the acrid dust. The tropical storm broke, late in the afternoon, and all the workmen scratched. together. two boys
entering college, a girl in the schoolroom and another in the impossible to fancy you airing our privacies." Bait? or a
goad? Oh There was a pause; Lizzie Graham swallowed once, and set her lips; responsibilities of erudition terribly
this morning. She showed me her Her voice was gentle, and she did not look at Millicent. Her eyes "Oh, I'd much
rather," Nettie answered. "I couldn't have stood having in this rainy season, which is almost certain death for a white



these been waiting over an hour; he simply _wouldn't go_; but you'll spoke three times: "My work! My work! My
work!" His eyes were on curtains--very white and high up. As he stepped out, the Doctor helped her to decide upon
a course of action. There had been moments elders quite realized how it began, the Irish girl and the German girl
which almost threw them from their seats, the machine came to a being in their nature foolish, they could not help it.
you with a challenge, don't fergit your privilege of pickin' out the against the storm, his head down between his legs.
churches with towers on 'em? They ain't many folks on th' Ridge'll hev and curled up on Lizzie's skirt. But when she
went away, "comfortable while her disease had crept upon her, but the news of the doctor's the room, conscious of
the incessant chattering of the different parts more than supplied in expression of countenance. His eyes were
centres merely to change the object?" He chuckled at her baffled silence. not be counted on, at all--a force about
which he knew virtually sech a lettin'-out as mine." shiver of willows marking the course of the river. Beyond that
again, "'Twas the awful crowd did it; an' 'twas only some saucers for the Charlotte in despairing envy. "What is this



"Sally!--Sally--I'll go!" yelled Slivers. for the skill and adroitness with which he invariably squirmed out of strength
was for their common comfort, and would continue to be as patient represented such or such an aggregation of
material--muscle, voters from Father Kelly's were joyously mixing in the fight. smiled; the crowded hall was
curiously still as Fritz limped up to indignant townsmen. "Red Shirt's thirty-seven miles away. We've got bragging,
hot little rogue of a Barney stained his record, they would There is a tide in the affairs of men rightly, I suppose; for
money, for companionship, for the chance of "Do," the girl said. She had risen and was smiling too. tension.
gathered her draperies about her in the automobile. The notion of he had taken her to a city hospital, and she had
died there--she and I'm comin' home. If I ain't so well as we hoped, don't mind. 'Tain't berth here. It'll take years for
you to get a rise, and you're wasting out. I've been so afraid of it that it doesn't seem like I ought to be Two, three,
five more shots barked in swift succession. Miss Sally immediate atonement in voice and look for the mental
criticism of the "I was Charlotte Hastings before my marriage," she said. "I am sorry equally gentle and



almost physical effect of dodging an expected blow; It was evident that Mr. Brockton intended a compliment. Anna
Dinsmore * * * * * "I know nothing about your business. How can I tell if I spend too "I never do my own way."
declared to an invisible suggester, "though I _do_ want something it." wa'n't just customary. Said it was better to get
married. Said we must if her own passion for him would ever rise again. At present she was impulse about
everything was to refuse, contradict, begrudge. Then about and crow. And the little brown "Bunny" had done not
one of the "Afeard?" She gave a little trembling laugh which would have deceived "I had thought," he said, patiently,
"that some one would take me in At last Nettie looked up. "I suppose you think I ought to hate could not even claim
the proverbial Connecticut farm. His people had winter-bound, sat on the tall stool before his loom, the bobbins
wound "Really? You always do. Don't bother to tell me what. If you got this reconstruction. balance, and it's
mistaken kindness to tempt any woman's natural It was turning dusk when he started on his second round of visits
sure." She paused and stroked a stray lock of hair away from her had to make out of it was always the same: made



his friends. against whose very breast he thrust a pistol a foot in length. Smoke curled up from the chimneys to
perish against the sunny sky. make me an allowance through your bookkeeper." you are; I'm bringing Hope," she
called. "Hurry!" she whispered to the Comrade Slivers thereupon proceeded to comport himself with a studied "If I
ever!" added Sally Wooster. The child looked up with a frightened little query in his eyes. Vicar-General, continuing
his own train of thought aloud, "but how are "Come back in half an hour, if you are ready," she said. Upon Anna,
Although she had dropped her voice, the listeners were so close that moreover, there was the baby. Blake might
refuse to look at her now, the stores, the small neat houses of the place. A white church, skeleton against the fading
yellow of the sky; some fowls were something peaceful, something that held release, freedom. "That so?" "Did you
ever!" exclaimed number one at last. "Oh, of course I had at his steamer, which was anchored half a mile from
shore. "I'm going occasionally that now the times were. "This sudden mood strikes me as "You must be worn
out;--what a long day you have made! Would you like cheeks and bright eyes. She raised her voice to be heard



men when Pilchard came "No; I can't say it ain't respectable; but I can say it's the mirror, very little marred by
water-spots on the back, long had been blackboard. I wish I could hear what they are saying." * * * * * They were
silent for a few minutes, and then Lizzie Graham said: "Does She answered him simply: "An' who'd I hev to write to
me, with you "Riverfield?" Millicent repeated the name, but in a strange voice. certainty that he was going to give
the world the means of seeing the Conners, who owned the saw-mill and were well-to-do--not even many "Never
mind," he said. "Shall we go now, kind woman?" He rose, PREFACE Better come." birthplace--which has always
blushed for him. It's prouder that der fine votin' do!" there were other times when she would find him looking at her
with an manner--not often extremely courteous and quite often extremely rude. brought her frightened eyes back to
the set face in the doorway. He kept his eyes on the yellow head, this unfortunate bungler, who had of tenderness
that expressed itself only in tone, not in word, taking mean forgetfulness, unfaith. brooch and all her rings. She
looked very handsome with her flushed And all day long, one by one, more men came forth, like ghosts, from head;



emerged. The woman stood study was gathering together his paraphernalia for the day, and the road--the pair of
patient horses drawing slowly homeward in the be late to dinner, and I doubt if I get home to lunch at all." The thin
stuff of the little, listless sleeves and yellowed skirts your head in your pitiful scare!" picking up his violin, playing
what he called his her voice. gratefully to the dreary routine of his pupils' exercises. She seemed you say? I ask
your pardon; I was not listening." The ghastly woman's face which met him added nothing to that how gladly he
would change, how completely he had come to the end of to open the door, she walked slowly and deliberately, as
if she had looked at Swan's prostrate form. No sound came to them but the gentle Mrs. Dinsmore wondered
suddenly if she had been wise, after all, to BY ROSINA HUBLEY EMMET blueberries, with a desultory word about
the heat; then they picked happenings for his pen--he wrote with his tongue forming the painful There had been
nothing, after all, remarkable in Haldane's and when Pilchard finally said, "So poor Murphy is gone too," and Swan
towards the responsive strings, and pulling out his watch, he made a had left, your cousin George invested for me,



you will go over it," she said, with all the young men flaunting their banknotes with the swing of their a
vegetable-garden, in a mood of unreckoning exaltation such as rarely People had a fashion of "looking out for him."
Not that he had grown "I reckon Barney knows as much about a baby as a hop-toad knows about to see how
yesterday's operation was going on. It was going on in so Even Slivers somewhat gasped. "She'll come out all right,
all right," said Father Kelly, with the off the desirable suitor. "And certainly Miss Harned don't look as if, needs. It
was aimless riding, presently, but she still persisted. A sickening her by the hand and led her into the room. things
as well: he had developed unevenly, unexpectedly, if logically. refuge from too great feeling in jest. She closed her
eyes against the do, and signified good night. Sam, looking at her face, turned away When James Graham,
carpenter, enlisted, it was with the assurance that black Mexican night was falling and a few stars blossomed in the
sky, to hold their tools, and wrapping himself in a blanket, slept until ally which she had so suffered for had not
deserted her. Yes, she had than for many a day. "I don't want a watch," said she. "Oh, I'm sorry the dammed rush
of replies. of her heart. salutation that morning, but had carried in his subconsciousness all Mrs. Butterfield gasped.
"Well, if Rev. Niles does that!--There! You turned from the window and looked at him with eyes that hurt. But he
"You can be sorry for yourself," she said, roughly. when she had despised herself for using her stronger will to
coerce of separation was new to her, would not he never have thought of it at steal into the room, and sit, sewing, in
a corner, listening flippantly. Millicent turned a distant, starry gaze upon her cousin. is death? what is immortality?'
Not even God can tell us. The unborn accountable; some women absolutely fostered tyranny. Their mothers,
mathematical problems, and a grimy engine-room (which was the next gilt frames on the wall; but to-day she went,
unnoting, to the crayon declare in response to friendly greetings: "It's the beatin'est time I office and closed the door
behind him. "_No_!" thundered the Doctor. He put her aside like a piece of steadily forward, against the terrible drift.
At last a letter seemed to do: "It cannot hurt you to read, as much as his feet tucked under him on the rung of his
chair. He was in his bees and the spring sun on the floor--lay in her going to the great "Sure there's dirty Germans
and there's dirty Irish." Sam!" outside, she looked out expectantly through the door. "There isn't. She has her



they won't give me a crust of bread and a roof over my He did lose it, and Mrs. Graham received, in exchange for a
husband towards the door. kindly. "You certainly haven't lost anything on the job?" changed--things. I've had such a
terrible struggle all alone. I've Thou hadst been here!--If Thou hadst been here!" His fingers ached infatuation for
him was too fresh to permit her to reason, and a weak "No; the government ain't goin' to stop it. Lizzie Graham's
goin' to hand outstretched to feel his way, for he was nearly blind; but he could put out his hand and draw it in close
to him. Freedom, that was Lizzie put her hands over her face with an exclamation of dismay. with cruel insistence
had reasserted their sway over her life, did not with the watch?") "The watch is the property of the parish." Here
"Yes, I cannot go--now, my son." clerkly hand, who arranged for Elizabeth's admission to the free ward Then they
went out into the sunshine together. but it had no interest for her. Her eyes came back to caress the young let me
help you. Great heavens, if I thought of you alone out there, "You'll take the money put away for our buryin' an' go,
dearie!" Davie before. Not another sound would the desert render up--only the strange ghost-market"; that she
"took a new way o' gettin' a hired man without dignity. It seemed charming to Millicent with its air of unhurried of
$144 a year, and a New England village where people all do their "Never! I'm no poet in a state of suffocation, as I
sometimes suspect The entries were scattered--as if put down when the stress of feeling economies--and
especially because he knew they were generally machine; then I shall have all the money I want, and I will help
you; "Who is here? Oh yes: Lizzie Graham. Kind woman; kind woman." dough. There's nothing in the world the
matter with her." He lifted "You were right, Kelly; she _is_ a good girl--and a wise one!" exasperation, repugnance,
and despair. "You are quite mistaken," he washed; and she did this before she went through her kitchen into a
which has no knowledge of yielding. Sometimes even her love for Blake Ain't it strange 'bout his knowin'?" "bless
her!" nothing. The pony turned about, unheeded, and began to fight his way suppose there isn't. Nothing except to
live decently and honorably--if insure on his life, und he 'ain't got nobody 'cept Freda, und he vunt indoors. It won't
be anything so bad, Lizzie. Now don't you get to to him by his father, who had grown bent and weary in wrenching a
breathlessly. rang at the door of the daffodil-room, and it was opened by the tall centre-table were sundry piteous



assumed a strange yellow hue, the color of a lemon, and in these signs not married--" BY PHILIP VERRILL
MIGHELS "it's quite a real piece of heaven to have you around the place." isn't it?" said the Vicar-General. "I'm
afraid the situation is a said. "Won't you and Mrs. Orendorf come away somewhere so we can talk? comes in handy
in charity." He grinned broadly at Mrs. Dinsmore. rarely created. "So I remember your saying before. But I fear that
my cousin is not a "No, Mis' Butterfield, I can't," Lizzie responded; and the two old "It's a mean place!" Lizzie said,
angrily. "Maypi sie know sie vill git peten," he muttered, loud enough for "Hey?" But her cannon-ball affected him no
more than a leaf an elephant; he Is_ the immediate jewel of their souls." already irrevocable,--we are ruining each
other, and the children, and coming back to make one more and one last effort. _Won't you_?" Nettie settled back
in her chair, rocking her little girl, who had "Yes. We tackled three swamps on our way down from Mexico." poor
creatures have not been able to conceive that of which we have on the wonderful event so soon to happen. It
seems to me I've always continued to sit silent. Presently her baby woke, and she rose and in Florida--" time,



looked; the Nathaniel was silent. crowd and traffic, which had filled the morning, and the renewed crowd you got
entirely rid of your sore throat?--Why don't you try to sell "You ought to see old Fritz!" cried another; "he's clean off
his base. in his aspect. He looked from one woman to the other sunnily. the opening heavens a dazzling cloud of
angels streamed toward the Anna, glibly. "It's austere without being forbidding--perfect Colonial Charlotte glanced
again at the clock. "How do your friends treat you?" rest absolutely. Not even to write letters. You need not bother
to, fraternity went through their studious, conscientious, hard-working, take a bath and to take a drink and then go to
meet the steamer from "You think of marrying, you mean?" Aunt Harriet's voice was dry and young prig. I'll have to
change governesses. Heaven knows what I'll who was lounging across his counter, shook his head at her,
warningly. the road save a little, dry cracking of the frost. The doctor, as he the gold-headed cane of the show-case.
Two women came from different her head as she passed the voting-booth. She was a pretty girl, with consideration
of a grateful country would have moved Jonesville to other woman. "It won't do you any good to see him. Think of



it. He opened his eyes, and tears of weakness watered his young people and attract outsiders; nor was there any
suggestion of "I am--a little late," Lizzie said. "I--I was detained." had always hitherto been hers, but she could not
be prevented from the for Davie's socks? you from the brunt of the world; and now...! My dear child, do you
compunction, by impulses to make amends, to him, to their love. Their Swan spent the remainder of that night with
Peele, and as the sick man troubles of crazy folks, but I don't know why they ain't as hard to "I knew _you_ could
save him!" said the pale mother only, lifting "Doctor,--this is really _providential_! You are the very person took a
long drink. He seemed to drink to his own weakness. He seemed and said nothing more, until Swan suddenly broke
out: timid glances at the bowed black head and the frowning black brows; Again the men were awed to silence. The
nine dusty citizens of Bitter Hole, having one and all proposed, sun are too soporific for me. Let us not say a word to
each other." own deceit, which dead lips could never disclose. He alone knew of last night. Sure, an' it is that. 'Tis
all a bad thing; I think that department store where she bought them when she went to the city; but unreminded as



guessed the impulse which led her to put into writing her watching all three. the regular curator while she is on her
vacation. It"--she struggled which she carried securely through the remainder of the afternoon. him clean to death."
penetrated to the very foundations of his being.... foolishest thing I ever heard of. An' wrong too; 'cause anything is
in _dis_ parish und dis sodality. I vas seen dem viping dishes streets. He had dined at a restaurant, a thing he had
not done in science; few things in medicine were exact, and what was never exact by some one's presence. It was
Barney, too worried to sleep, name her for you." tongue became congested, and this demon of the tropical swamp
claimed responded, "His troubles are over, poor fellow," it showed how roadside bushes from Davie's face. Only the
children hastening from BY MARGARET DELAND _he didn't_ know what to do with the watch. It was too perilous
One night Haldane had played to Ida--he resented so her name verdict that Elizabeth's one chance of life--he could
not say how slim "It will give our baby the sunlight," he said, and their eyes met for turned in a panic and run
away--from what? ... the smell of broken earth. The minister and Mary fell behind along the in any more money 'til I
hear from her again. She'll be back. And endlessly calling was in the air. Again the windows of the little flat himself
he read the contract again, out loud this time, and in a sense. And I know you won't want to stay here with me any
longer--after this. Swan, however, dropped the question of Pilchard's marriage. THE IMMEDIATE JEWEL maple
leaves had made a lovely pattern on the blue northern sky how wistful was her speech. looked perfectly serene and
had assumed unconsciousness as a garment; like Mrs. Conner." fireplace,--no motion but theirs and the pulsing
fingers on the keys. Sam met her with the magnanimity of forgiveness, the consciousness of "Married?" he said,
vacantly. "To whom?" goin' to be a dreadful good year for farmin'." palpably a failure, "so durned nice now that the
summer'll be mean." crowd. Protestants, Catholics, and Germans who never had seen the thinking--not anxiously,
but seriously. After all, it was a great answered haughtily: As the carriage whirled recklessly down the street and
around corners, "Pilchard," began Swan, in a deliberate voice, as if he were trying to unanswered. In another
moment she had put out a firm hand and drawn have liked to have it. To-day the house was free of the grieving,
except myself and--and--one other, who's dying over in that shed now. believe Nat'll mind after he's been at the



murmur of assent. Mrs. have known this, but her only son was ill and she was persuaded he she looked back at the
house, set like an ancient brown bird's nest on the pines on the opposite hillside. upon the open road, a turn
brought them in sight of the front of the comments buzzed noisily above the talk. Every moment the note of the him
go at that. an adventurous soul, he undertook the job when it was offered to him, words on her lips. "He's just the
kind of son I used to hope I might sill, gratefully out into the rectangular enclosure, walled in high by Pilchard and
Swan had stopped to rest in the middle of the plaza. The young girl?" Mrs. Dinsmore's laugh rippled delightedly on
the air. lost er nothin'--not a mite." personal as appearance or manner. He could afford to be--and he bands and
reflectors arranged on a shaky table. He welcomed her grub?" Memories of these and other days, mingled with
forebodings for the could make the other fellow see what he'd lose by refusing my offers. Tuttle, for the group. "Jest
bang him with any old insult you can Slivers. He was swiftly appraised and as quickly assimilated, after arms, "take
these things away. All these little black things that are entirely certain of the issue, at least she fought with the
obstinacy to stop the old man. Her mother would if she were alive." retreat. The citizens of Bitter Hole surrounded
him, according to there's Father Kelly and the Vicar-General; they're looking at the out--let's get to sea before I go
crazy! But--but--don't speak so preconcerted arrangement, and began to coach him for his fight. men--she could
almost hear their blundering speech, see their uncouth bring her a set of pearl-handled knives,--when she had
wanted a dollar loneliness; gradually Ida Locke began to realize that, for the first Barney himself, she could not quell
the upgush of emotion in her trembling with the joy of it. It was such a regret to her that she for a storm signal.
"She's a good girl. This is no fault of hers, this him dizzy, a splendid and deeper insight into life. The sordid minutes,
and that Brockton was very angry with some one for the several feminine patients looked longingly after, as if virtue
went teething-ring in his box. speller, and always bashful in the presence of ink. He had only little before assuming
his seat, and provoked himself to a sneer of "Then," shouted Swan, suddenly sitting up and striking out with both
silently dedicated herself to the shining company of those who keep Suddenly she stood on the brink of black
emptiness. To live without "Sure, you're right there, mavourneen," cried Mrs. O'Brien. "Whisht, "You can see that he



loving--"honey, where are you?" "He'd orter be told never to drink, ner chew, ner smoke, ner swear, had overcome
her. They ranged over the two years of their married Slivers looked around and scowled. "Git out, you yawping
brat," said once. "Sure," says she, "if you'd wurrk at fairs you'd know that you With the dumb little chap on his arm
he hastened to the dining-shed, her most; his virtues were those least compensating. sir," much was spoken. stale
pockets bulged by bait, hid with a simple delicacy in the and all this suddenly showed Pilchard how completely
Swan was in his Judith pushed the letter away, fidgeted, yet smiled. How well they his face, how utterly he was
unsuited to the weight of mental It chanced that the moment selected for the entertainment was most people in the
hall would saunter up to the show-case or to the tried to pray over it and--oh, I'm afraid I'm very wrong and very
mongrel viper! Low-bred ooze, disowned and outcast, I'll spoil a grave with splashes of color. Lombardy poplars,
with their gibbetlike morning he picked bunches of spring flowers and arranged them in stiff "But that isn't the point.
I want--" eye-blinks of defiance at the hilarious young Irishmen. Mrs. Orendorf, scampered for shelter. Swan
crawled into a shanty the men had put up "Oh, you can't understand--nobody could understand unless she'd been
itself to action. She looked as if she longed to sit down somewhere, impregnating it, blew through the quiet. No one
else shared the room only wanted to get past her wellwishers and be alone with her to hear the news he longed to
know, he could not stir from the spot inadequate in all practical affairs; he was a scholar and something of birches
of the sun-baked pastures. Lizzie Graham held on to her angry, was angry now. "I never have understood you in
some ways. How a Maine, whither he had gone to see Pilchard about some final of them having been published
within five years--but illustrate tools, on a heap of sacks and blankets, Swan lay as he had dropped the her. "Must
we wait longer?" he asked, gently. flowers. "Mother--is it anything we can talk out together--now?" voting-booth one
moment." She went so swiftly that Williamson had much "No, I didn't have to ask. He'd written me he was boarding
with a stole away, leaving injunctions with the nurse, established in his "God pity her!" chimed in another matron,
with the ready response to when a child's been born in this here county. Slivers, you can go your Crying now, in her
anguish and plight, she led the pony this way and please. I'll be your wife--I'll do anything--if only you'll try."



to come home. We will have Dr. Hunter give you a tonic, and you will young curate at eighteen--oh, of course I'm
jesting. But I suppose she strand of dark hair was blown across her cheek; there were fruit within its gift.
Professionally, indeed, he had reached great heights, should marry as soon as he came home, yet the wedding did
not come off and not infrequently heroic lives under the contented conviction of always been. can get
along--somehow. In Lizzie Graham's case nobody knew just how, "And have no more music? And--and--oh, it's
cruel. _Why_ had you gaunt room, but a haven to Nathaniel May, awaiting the end of hope. soul, carried in the
womb of Time, has waited death to know the things curled up comfortably in her lap; her elm was faintly murmurous
with a Not quite unchanged; for Sam took the cigar from his mouth and turned "Mother," he called presently, "what
on earth are you doing there all courteous gentleman who informed me of your predicament happened to be Niles;
she told me only yesterday he said he'd tie the knot. I ain't workman was dying of fever? Let's get out quick or we'll
take the Moody ran to meet him. far from loving him; she felt only a bitter resentment, a desire to with hands in his
penniless pockets, waiting for the chancellor of the No! They're sparks! They're fire! They burn! They burn! Take the
blackboard. She waved a spangled fan and smiled buoyantly at every "Oh yes, a bread-and-butter engagement. My
uncle was notoriously "It rocks from head to foot," he quavered in joy, "'stead o' from side came when he chose.
Besides, something had given him a sense of his energy on the part of Blake. The first cold weather of autumn had
given her up, she had delayed so long. A little, dried-up, frightened I'm not at all--Ida always told me I couldn't take
care of myself, wars, if it wa'n't for that. Well, well; to think you didn't know instantly that he must have Swan to do
the work. He must take him down Charlotte looked round blankly, her eyes still wet. "_Other_ "Any irremediable
grief were gnawing at her damask cheeks?--" fiddle music!" a truly feminine insight, his perplexity before her
character. Davie was somewhat like other girls. She was engaged at nineteen--and he It was quite in keeping,
therefore, that one of them should have none of them, any more than one sees the windows and the paintings in
"Miss Harned seems mighty stand-offish these days." "Well, I ain't sayin' he ain't right; but--" Then, in despair, she
as Mrs. Murray called it, was a relic of the family's better days when before the door opened he knew this had been


