
JOHN TRUES DECORATION DAY.

John listened. to them as he sat smok-
ing on the back: door-steps. H1e looked
over the potato-field; the arnis of the
cherry-tree leaned around the corner of
the house 'towvard him; the chickens came
up an(l pecked confidingly at bis boots,
but the rooster disliked tobacco, and kept
at a distance. Tommny came out and
strangled himi fromn behinci with two littie
green-checked arms. The cbil's kisses
produccd tbe effeet of a vertigo upon the
manî. fe got up to put away bis pipe,
and stood staggering.

lus wife came out and talked about
the chierries and the chickens. 8he hunig
upon imii, anci they wanidered about the
littie yard an(l gai'den tili the sun sank
bellind the mneeting-bouse belfry, -and the
eurrant leaves looked no longer like thingold, but like thick agate or lava, n
(lroo)ped with dew. In the sky, purpie
fornis, like banners, canle up and on1, anci
the mists in the valley mnoved solemiidy,
as if they liad been thOuglits. In the
fading of the day the womnan's face seemned
to grow shrunken aiid desolate.

You look thin," said john.
1 don'tfeel thiii," said Mary.

It seemned she was not tbinking about
the sunseÛt, but about the Potatoes. Shehad many qluestions. Sliould they plant
pink-eyex niext year 1 How did the new
fertilizei' affect the cabbages 'i Might,t
mlhe have a fusehia and three geraiiiuiiis
under the Lwindow i Tommny must havea sîwing ont the cherry tree. In the fallwliere should we puit 8issy's teeter-1>oard iShe'(1 beeîi prom îsed elle in Iiepteml>er.
And whenl should the chicken-house bepainted red 1 And, John,ý cou id we get arabl>it for Tom?1 Ami, John, did Sissy
grow so fast that we inust eut lier hair 1IlDon't you think it's getting a littie
dainp 1" askecl John.

lie spoke in the high throatvoice hiswife was used to when he hiad the tooth-
ache. She said;

IlWhat 1 that old wisdoni at it again?

Poor fellow! " and reached Up to pat him
upon the cbeek before she took the boy in.

He watched tbem, as they went. Ton'-
n'Y, baif asleep, leaned heavily, tugging
at his mother's bright calico dress, which
in the dusk liad faded to a gloomny color.

Mary haif lifted, baif led the littie fel-
low. The baby woke, and cried faintlY
from the dark bouse.

John True stood under tbe cherry tree
and stared after tbem. Hie did not smoke
any more. 11e feit the delicate wbite
blossoms falling to the ground around
biinf.

He was a man to whom nothing biad
ever happened. The impossibility Of
change was like the remoteness of deatb.
H-e tried to fix bis mmid upon the passing
hour. Hie thougbt of littie things. It
occu rred to him that be would go into
the house and look at the green check on
Tomniy's apron.

The lamps were lighted before he got
in, and lie groped dizzily toward thema
tbrough the beavy, sweet-scented nigbt
air, across the narrow yard. His wife
glanced at him as lie came iii, but did
not at the moment speak. She bad
brown eyes and brown hair, and alwayS
looked prettier by lamp-light. She hiad
put the cinnanion rose into her hair be-
cause the baby snatched at it.

John sat dowil on the hair-cloth sofa
in the sitting-room while Tommy was be-
ing put to bec. fie feit like a visîtor in
bis own bouse. Tommy kissed hini good
nliglit hilariousîy, and said his prayers forPuppor i a mnetrical inanner, closely re-
sembling the tune of IlThree Little Kit-
tens, "and replacing by an empbatic Amen
the bistoric "lbasket of saw-aw-dust"'

Then Sissy came home from tbe picnlic.
Sissy was a tall, bleached girl with freck-
les, and wore bier bair in two long braids
behind. She did not look like ber niother
or bier father, but like a queer great-aunt
who made an unfortunate niarriage. Itwas necessary tu talk a great deal about


