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MARTHA.
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Many a time i the lour years during
which the village grecn grocer courted vur
waid Martha my wie and 1 sharved o
good laugn over the bashfulness of the
oue and the baughtiness of the other.
DUt somchow, when Mr. Peck at last
proposed and Martha accepted bim, the
suke coltapsed bise a pin-pricked toy bal
loon, and nether of us vould find any-
thing lelt W laugh at.

Maitia was uot, speaking literally, “a
pertect Ueasure,” but she had long age
become  famthar with our little  ways,
Jusl as we o which was guile as umporiany

Gad becoine damihar with  hers; aud,
apart from resenting the bare idea of
engaging a stranger, we teit, as we grad-
wally adiniticd to each other, that Martha
bl @ place not only i our modest bouse
hold, but also in our aflections. By,
atter all, we ouly admitted to each other
a teching that bad been in existence tor
many years, ever since the might when
our little boy was suddeuly taken away--
that night, and the dreadtul  days which
followed, when  Martha's heart  seemed
broken us our own hearts, although her
Lands were  ready and steady for the
work that had to be done

1 doubt if there was ever a matrimownl
engagement  which gave complete  satis
faction o every  one  acquainted  with
cither ol the contracting parties, and in
Martha's case my wile would be the tivs.
to admit that she was what 1 muldiy
termed “put out” when one worning her
nawd, busy washing the breaklast dishos,
rematked abruptly yet calmly—

“KEacuse me, mem, but 1 wmaun leli
ye I've made up ma mund to ba'e Dugaid
I'eck, the green-grocer,”

My wile cannot recollect the exact ve
ply she made to the announcement, but
she distinetly remembers dropping the ld
of a mutlin dish by which she set gieaw
store, and which she could never trust
to Martha's hingers,

In the evemng she reported the wn
nouncement and some of the subsequen.
converation to me, adding—

“But the thing that puzzled me wmo~r,
Jim, was that Martha wasn't the lesst
bit excited. She didn’t even blush.”

“How old is Martha?"' 1 inquired.

“That has nothing to do with it—but
1 fancy she's about forty. You don't
Juean o infer that a woman caunot blush
at that age, do you?”

“It is for you to say, Margaret?” 1 1e-
teurned, smiling at her.

She said it without words, and laugn-
ed a littde laugh that trailed off into a
sigh,

P'resently she spoke again, seriously.

“No, Martha didn’t  blush, and she
wasi't a bit vonfused,  She just went
on washing the dishes as if she had said
nothing more important than ‘It's wot
quite 80 cold this morning’ Way, Jiun,
she didn't even appear to be particularly
glad about it!”

“Perhaps she was sad,” T suggested,

Margaret shook her head. *1 thought
she would have shown some—some sor
row at the prospect of leaving us,” she
stid m oa low tone. 1 confess 1 was
disappointed in Martha this mormng. 1
didn't” she continued, a note of dignity
slightly hardening her voice, 1 didut
look for tears of gratitude, but 1 did
expeet some expression of—of regret.”

“It is too bad,” 1T muttred not know-
ing what to say. “You have done so
much for her, dear -when she was il
when she was jilted by that wretched
fellow just after she came to us, when
she-"

“Oh, never mind that . . . And yet 1
can't believe that Martha isn't sorry to
leave me.”

“No more can L. In fact, I shuldn't he
surprised il she threw over Leck at the
last minute and stayed on berel” 1 ox-
claumed, cheertully,

“My dear: The wedding is to be six
weeks since,  She wouldn't bave fixed i
80 detimery 1s she bad bad any doalit
aboutl Keeping to ber bargain,  Lesides,
we e not dependent on Martha, 1 can
get anotier maid,  lodeed, I have svae-
uwes thought of late that a youuger
wollan luight suit better,”

“Yes, ol Course,” 1 assented, wwinkuug
of our hundred and oue little ways up
w which a stranger would regquire o be
educated.

Perhaps Margaret was thinking  hikes
wise, tor she was sident for several wiue
utes.

1 lit wy pipe, and casually observe..

L suppose Leck is a decent sort ol

*L believe he 15 quite respectable and
prosperous, il thal s what you mcan,
Jim,  He certainly ought to be the '~
ter, With the prices he charges for lis
vegetables and truie”

“But what's wrong with him?” 1 ask-
el

My wite hesitated.  “Well,” she siid
at last, "U'm sure he's a mean man—you
can see 16 in his eye, when you cateh it
and 1 don't mund saymg that 1 wisn
Martha were gomg to marry anybody cise
i the village, for 'm couvineed that as
Mis, Pech she'll bave harder work sl
far less reward thau she lhas bad hece.’

“But Martha must see something at-
tractive in him, surely.”

“1 suppose so,  But, as | said, 1 wish
she bad taken some one eclse.  Leally,
Jun, 1 was amazed when she told we
this morniug, lor 1 know, and so do you,
liow she has been snubbing  him  for
years,”

Ah, there’s nothing like a lover b~ng
persistent,”

“Lover! Do you think every man ‘vuo
wanls a wife 18 a lover?”

“1 think you are a bit severce on PPeck,”
I ventured,

“No, Jim, I'm not. 1 see the man
uearly every day, and 1'd be sorry tor
any wowan who became his wue 1'm
noi thinking of Martha at all now, A,
Pech wants an assistant, but do not
want tu have W pay a propec wage.
Martha is a comely woman, and a cavetul
one, too, excepl In regard to glass and
cuina,  She would do capitally mn the
shop as weil as in the house, Oh, 1
do wish she hadn't taken that greedy,
selfish little man!”

“But what can you do, dear?”

“Nothing! absolutely nothing!—except
go to town as soon as possible and en-
gage another maid. 1 sappose 1 should
consider mysell lucky at my time of lue
going to a registry oflice tor the first
time,"”

“Is Martha going to be married from
here?” 1 inguired.

“No. She didn't give me time to offer
that. She wishes to leave this day
month, and go home to stay with her old
mother, who has not been well lately, and
be married there. 1 dare say that is the
better way.”

“Save some trouble.”

“1 wouldn't have minded that,”" saut
my wife, gently, “though I would have
hated to see her go out of this house with
Mr, Peck, However, I've got to concern
myseli about the new girl now.

“But you must understand, Jim,"”
continued aiter a moment or two,
must understand that it will take ye
probably, to get the best of girls to do
everything in the way we are use tc.
And there are some little things that 1
don't think 1 could ask a strange gir! to
do

“Kor instance?”

“Well, 1 dont think 1 could ask her
to bring our morning tea o tue bea
room, as Martha has done since e
worning aller we came home from ouv
honeymoon, dear, 1 dont tnnk L could
do that.  Could 17"

“Perhaps nol. iU one piece of un-
necessary anduigence! 1 oreturned, with
alictied carciessiess, roceed Margaret,”

“No, no.  Well find out pienty ot ht-
tle things we can't have soon Cnougu,
such as cooking a Weish rabbit at eleven
o'clock at might becuuse we bappen to
gev suddenly  hungry, 1 never lscd
Martha bemng up so sate, but she seem-
ed W take & pride i at, and of couvse
she budn't w rwe very early. L'll have
10 do the Welsh rabbis myself in tuture,”

“We'll bave dinner an hour later and
do without the rabbits,” 1 said, brave

'y

“We shall certainly bave to alter some
of our habits, Jim. Perhaps we bave
been ou easy going, Al any rate, you
must give up dropping into the Kiwien
when 'm there 0 ask me wmnportant
questions, 1 don't tuuk—but dont lut's
talk any more about it mow. Lm go-
g to write to Winifred.”

As (he days went on, depression took
a hirmer hold on us both, Margaret ae-
counted for it by the Iruitlessness of the
various visits to the town registry olfices,
but 1 felt that it was really due to the
strange apathy and callousness ot Martha,
who treated ber mistress with a cold 1e-
spectiulness, and never ventured a word
with regard to her future unless she was
asked for at. Nawurally, Margaret tros
also, and ceased to make kKindly mquir-
ies,

“LI'm sure,” she once sighed uespairing:
ly, "1 can’t Uunk what has come over

Martha, Her manuer s so  queer
that sometimes 1 think she
must be il 1 baven't seen

ber smile simee she became engaged. and
the other day, when 1 tried to make her
Joke about her being our green-grovertss
in the near future, her expression alaiost
1nghtened me.”

“louve uever gone uto Lthe Kiteben
when Leck was lbere, bave you?' sad
1.

L couldn’ty, Juny 1 couldu’t!”

“Lernaps sue kuows you don’t uke L,
and saturally leels olended,

“1 dont Wink sue s ollemded,  Suine
times she's like a dumb cing  siuply
longing o spuak. Mer eyes bhaven i
changed, IUs  ber lace, especially  ber
woutn,”

“lave you mentioned our proposed it
tle wedding present, dear?”

“No. We'll send it atter her, to ber
wother's, 1 couldnt give it o ber bere
aow,”’

“Cheer up, Margaret!” 1 sanl, lcebly.
“She's not worth all the pain you are
giviug your lender heart.”

“Perhaps not—1 don't know, . . Aud
yet | can’t believe that she has lost all
ber feelings,  Surely the soul of that 1ean
Iittle man hasn't gone into ner. ‘Lhat's
uonsense U'm talking, bug 1—1 fecl the
whole thing terribly, and--and so do you,
Jim,” s

“1 do,” 1 had to contess at Jast,

Margaret's world and mine bad always
‘been rather a small one, and perbaps that
was @ reason why we felt the matter so
seriously and so deeply.

The day of Martha's departure arnived,
and the local charot stood ai the garden
gate, laden with her belongings and ready

Mo take them and herseli to the station.

“You wmust come, Jim, and sy good-
bye to her, and wish her luck and hap-
Ppiness,” sid my wife, entering the study.

“All right,” said 1, teeling it was all
wrong. “Has—has she broken down,
Margaret?” 1 asked nervously,




