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THE LITTLE PEACE-MAKERS.

BY SUSAN COOLIDGR.

It wasa cool afterncon in late September, when
Miss Maroia Deunett, closing bohind her the heavy
door of her old-fushioned house, locked it with tromu-
lous fingers, pocketed the key, aad wound slowly
down tho path toward the gate, leaving silonco and
ewptiness behind her.

‘Tho spectaclo of Miss Marcia going out for a walk
was 50 unusual as to attract attention from the neigh.
bours. Miss Usher, the dressmaker, who lived oppo-
sito, was so startled theraby that she called her two
assistants from their work to look at it.

*Ain't it peculiar,” sho said, * that she shounld be
goin’ out 80 ?  She ain't been outside that gate, to my
krowledge, for these six months back, oexcept just to
t..0 funeral the other day, and theun it was in a close
back with all the blinds down. She was afraid of
seein’ some of the Ilnzards there, I suppose, but she
needn’t have beon, for they didn't even know about
Priscilla’s being dead till after the buryin’, Miss Allen
says, down to the Point. Miss Dennett kept it close
on purpose, I guess. There wa'an't even s notice in
the paper ; and I don't call that payin’ proper respect,
when folks have lived with you 25 long as Priscilla
did with her. Well—it's ail curious. Where“do you
suppose that old crcetur bas gone?”

It was toward the cemetary that the * old creetur
was going. It was quite fiftcen years since Miss
Deunett had taken so long a walk, and the variatior
upon her habit of close home.keeping affected her
strongly. The sunshine in ber face, tho movemeont
of the wind made her giddy, the passers-by, in the by
no means crowded street, scemed to be staring at her.
She was thavkiul to find herself at the gravo.yard
gate, though, sooth to say, the enclosure which it
guarded was a bare, unlovely spo! enough. Many
New England villages and towns c¢an show such an
ono; & huddle of time-stained headstones, rising
without order or regularity from long, ragged grasses,
and the seed-pods of innumerable weeds, with here
and there a pretentious monument of marble, daz-
zlingly white, and now and again one carefully tended
plot, an oasis in the general desolation, to mark the
contrast between the love that remembers and the
carelessness which shuns.

Tho aspect of tie place struck painfully upon Miss
Dennett, as she made lher way along the irregular
foot-path to the remoto corner where her old servant
—her only friend—had recently been laid. It wasa
sentiment of late remorso and genuine rogret which
brought ber there. Priscilla wasg tho one creature who
for years past bad stood constant to her through good
and through evil. Miss Marcia had hectored, brow-
beaten, contradicted her, not infrequently, but all the
time she Lad counted on Priscilla’s absolate faithful-
ness, and had never counted in vain. Her death was
the removal of a prop. Miss Dennett realized it, and
felt shaken and weakened as sho looked at the for-
lorn mound of barely sodded earth under tho shadow
of a tall grey fence, which covered all that remained
of that long and loyal service. Shesat downon a
shabby litile beneh near by, for her limbs shook with
fatigue, and fell to thinking.

Priscills should bave a bezd-stone. That look of
neglect was too dreadful. A large, bandsome hegd-
stono she should bave, 20d & fenco, sand something
must bo plauted. Miss Marcia grow puzzled. She
d’d not know how people did such things nowadays.
Then her *houghts swept into a gentler chznnel as a
tido of recollection wellod up in moemory. How
bard.working Priscilla had been, and how paticat :
patient always, oven whon things wero at their
herdsst. She recalled those last foew moments, when
Priscilla, bor faco already gray with the shadow of
coming deatls, had faltered out one last ploa: ** Yon'll
bo so lontsome,” the faiot voico bad said; “Ob,
forgive Miss Alice, if it's only for my sake. It'll be
hard, I know, but you'll be glad, once it’s over.”

*“Hard!" Priscilla might well call it so. For
fifteen years Miss Dennett bad not looked on tho face
of tho nitce who bad once beon to her as her
own child. They bad parted finally and forover on
the day when Alice had marned Wallace Haiard
against her aunt's express prolnbition.  Much plesd-
ing, many tearful argumecnts bad been tried beforo

tho girl decided on the stop which lod to this sovor-
anco.

“If you would only give areason. If you would
only tell me why you objeot to Wallace,” ;sho urgod.
*How can you expect me to give him up when youn
won't explain?”

*Tako your own way if you must,” was all the
roply. *Tako it; but the day you marry Wallace
Hazard you bid good-bye to me.” \Was Miss Marcia
likely to explain that her opposition to hier nicce's
lover arose from the fact that he was son to the man
who in her own youth had done her the irreparable
wrong of first gaining her affections and then pre-
ferring and wodding another woman? The pride of
the Dennett’s Lad sealed her lips at the time and
forever after ; but none tho less fiery keen was her
resentmeant, and years had but added toit. No, sho
could not explain, but neither could she tolerate or
forgivo.

Alice waited,”Alico wopt ; thon she married her
lover. For a long time the hope of reconciliation
sustained her. She wrote letters, she camo to the
house ; but the letters were not answered, and the
door, which till then had always opened to her so
gladly, was closed in her faco by tho weeping Pris-
<illa, who'must perforco obey the orders of her im-
placable mistress. * Don't como again, Miss Alice,”
sho whispered, on the last of these oceasions. * It's
1o use ye!— she's as hard as hard.”

So Alico ceased to come, but none the less did
Priscilla plead her cause whenever sho dared. When
s little girl was born, to whom was given the name of
Marecia, Priscilla bore the tidings to ber mistress in
hopes of a softening. But Miss_Dennett only closed
her lips tightly, and not a word escaped hor when, a
few months later, Priscilla, weeping, told her of the
child's death.

When relations who are at variance live in the
same place, there is a constant painfulness. Though
thoy may not meet, there is always tho risk of meet-
ing ; cach day doepens the irritating apprehonsion.
It was to avoid Alice that Aiss Dennett formed the
habit of home-keeping which had become the rule
of hor life. But now, as she sat looking at poor Pris-
cilla’s shabby mound, & sense of petulant ard illogical
injury swept over her.

“ Forgive Alice,” she muttered to herself. *Pray,
how did she expect me to set about it, even if I had
the mind, which I haven't? It is years since sho
came near tbe house. Priscilla was always unreason-
ablo!"

She was still sitting on the bench in the rhadow of
s large bemlock, lingering, sho scarce knew why,
but in reality, I think, becauss the thought of the
locked and empty houso to which sho must retarn
was dreadful to her, when a sound of children’s voices,
fell upon her car, and presently two littlo girls
came in sight. They were sturdy, fair-haire@ crea-
turcs, one appareotly about ten years old, the other
perhaps eight. They had long masses of rippling
hair tied with black ribbons ; their frocks were black,
too—Miss Marcia noted that—and thoy carried be-
tween them a basketful of 1ate garden flowers. They
did not notice the figuro in the shadow of tho hem-
lock, but Miss Marcia could hear overy word thoy
said.

*Do you suppoae little Oliver knows when wo
mako him look 5o prefty 1" asked the younger.

* Mamms says perhape bo does,” replied tho older.
 She says angels cap s*0 overything.”

*Then I think mamma oughtn't to cry so when she
talks to us about him,"” pursued the littlo ono. It
would make bim feel dreadfully if he wero alive.”

**Ob, hush, Prills, mamms2 can’t help it. Yon
mustn't say that.”

Tho children were close to Miss Marcia now. Thoy
paused in their walk. .

* Oh, Prilla—soo that,” said tho older girl. ** That
poor, poor gravoe ever thero under tho fence, without
any stone or fenco or anything. Isn't it dreadful.
It makes mo feel badly just to lock at it.”

¢ Yes, becanso it looks 50 lonesome,™ said the other;
“why don’t somebody comoe and make it pretty liko
Oliver's? Didn't anyoue care, Lilly 2"

1 don't know,” replied Lally, keeping her oyos on
the gravo, as if fascinatied by itsvory bareness. * Prill,
1 am thioking about sometlhing; wo've got a good
many flowers to-day, you know. Let's save somo of
them, and pick a good many wild ones to pnt with

them, and como back here after we'vo dono Oliver's

and try to make this poor gravo look better. Don't
you think it,would bo nice?

“ Very nico. Olivor wouldn't caro a bit if wo did
give away somo of his flowers ; and mamma will be
glad, too. We'll tell her when we get back."”

The childish voices died away. Miss Marcia, bend-
ing o branch asido, could seco them at a distance, busy
in ono of the fow carofully enclosod and tended plots,
whoro several small head-stones showed above neatly
out turf. Later, thoy became visible, questing too
and fro, in search of flowers, apparently. And eho
had relapsed into her dreary musings, broken only
with ouricsity as to whether they would really carry
out their scheme, when sho saw them coming back,
still bearing the basket, heapod now with purple and
white asters, and plumes of goldon-rod. They went
straight to Prisoilla's grave.

“Let's make it like a bed—all flowers,” said little
Prill.  *That wouid be nicest, don't you think so?"

“Yes—and bide all this yellow grass.”

Touched almost to tears, moved and affected as
sho had scldom beon in her lifo beforo, Miss Marcia
watched as the fair little baunds arranged one flower
after another on the bare mound, clothing its ua.
comeliness with graco and bloom, ordering aund
smoothing all with tender and reverent touches. The
wild flowers wero heaped in a thick garland round
the edges, little I’rill running off now and then for
another branch of asters or a little more golden rod,
or reaching up to the boughs of a low tree for sprays
of crimson leaves. With a delicate perception of
taste, the choicest blossoms were reserved for the
widdle of the grave, white honeysuckle, mignonette,
a few clusters of heliotrope, one or two late roses.

* There,” said the elder, as the last flowor was

placed, *‘that looks a great, great deal better. It
doesn't make me feel badly at all now.”
“ No, it's pretty now,” declared her sister. “If

anybody comes to look at it, as we come to Oliver,
thoy'll bo pleased, I think, don't you?"

*“ Now, Prilly, wo ought to go, for it's gatting near
tea-timo, and I want to tell mamma what we've done,
awfully.”

*So do I;" and the little one gave a happy skip as
sho went off with the empty basket. Moved by an
impulse which sho could neither define nor contradict,
Miss Marcin aroso aud followed.

“1f I could just ses their mother n moment, snd
tell her what they've done, and how plessed I am,”
sho said to berself, hardly realizing that the sudden
emotion awakened within her was leading her to the
unaccustomed sct of seeking out the home of a
strangor. Step by step sho followed, keeping the
children in sight. The walk was a long one, bat the
idea of turning back never occarred to her mind.

The part ot tho town te which the littlo ones led
was new to Miss Dennett. It had grown up within
a few years, and her rare walks had never lain in that
direction. They entered a small house, standing in
a neat garden trimmed with flowers, and a minute
Iater Miss Dennett rang at the same door.

Tho fair-haired Lilly opcned it.  Sho still wore her
hat, and, while Miss Denunett hositatod, ata loss how
to oxplain her errand, little Prilla dashed downstairs,
crying, in a disappointed voice: ** Mamma is not in
herroom. Do you suppose she’s gore out, Lilly 7"

At tho sound of her call, a door in tho farther end
of tho hall opened hastily, and a Iady appeared.
** Hero I am, children,” sho said ; then, realizing the
presonco of a stranger, sho advanced, blinking at the
sudden light from the open door.

*\What is it, Lilly ?" sho asked.

“It's a lady, mamms,” began Lilly, then stopped
amazod, for her mother, looking palo and strangely
excited, had rushed forward. There was s cry:
‘ Aunty, sunty, bave you como to mo at 1ast?"’ Miss
Marcia, pale as her ziece, stood speechless for &
moment, then, as if arged Ly an irresistiblo impulso,
she slowly opened hor arms, and, With s deep sob,
closed them rourd Alice, who, with a burst of wild
weeping, stroked the stero face, kissed it, and poured
forth a torrent of rapid words.

*Oh, Aunty, that you shounld come to me now/!
Did you hear about it, sunty? Aboat my boy, my
datling Iittle boy, my hittle Ohiver? It is six months
since hio died, but it does not scom a woek. Did you
only just hear of it, Auoty? Was it that brought
sou?"”

*¢ No, it wasn't that. I didn't know that you bad
a boy, Alice, or that yon had lost him. It was Pris-



