February, 1908

&/Hre Western Home Monthly

for several seconds, before she saw
him. = She was pleasing to the eye
with her smooth brown hair and
rounded cheeks; not yet faded from
their bloom.  Just now they were
deeply flushed with the effort of stab-
bing her trowel intq the turf and
bringing it up again in a fruitless
fashion. Ezra laid down his scythe
and pottered over to her.

“Look here, Mis’ Penfield,” he
said, kindly, “you gimme that trowel.
Mebbe I can kinder loosen the earth
for ye, if that’s what ye want.”

Martha Penfield looked up and
smiled at him in a neighborly way.
She was only five or six years young-
er than he, and she had known
trouble, yet she seemed miraculously
young.

“I kinder wanted to set out some
pinks,” she explained. “But I don’t
seem to make much headway, an’
that’s a fact.”

Ezra took her trowel and essayed
the task; but he, too, forebore.

“You can’t get anywheres ‘with
this,” he said. ’'Tain’t much better’n
a teaspoon. See here! You leave it
to-day, an’ to-morrer I'll come up an’
spade it over for ye. Where you
want the pinks to set? Right here
close to the stone?”

‘“You'’re real good,’’
said the widow.

‘“1 hate to trouble
you, but I ain’t got
any menfolks to turn
tonow. Yes, Ithought
I'd have the whole to
here set over wi

pinks. He was ter-
rible fond of 'em.”’ -

Her eyes filled with
tears, and she evident-
ly forgot Ezra, save
as one ely con-
cerned in her trouble
through a kindred
misery. 1o

Ezra followed her
glance to the head- |
stone, and he read the
date.

«“Sho!” said he,
meditatively. ‘¢ Six

ear ago! I did’nt
{now fhe Cap’t °d
been gone so long as
that! y

¢ It seems a good
many times six  to
me,”’ said the widow,
crying a little. ‘“Meb~
be you think its queer |
I never set out any
flowers before. You
see I kinder liked the
grass ; but this year it
come over me I want-
ed to do some little
thing for him, more to
make up my mind
than anything else.

But you know how
’tis, Mr. Timmins,
You've lost too."”’

‘“Yes,” said Ezra,
mournfully, “I've
lost as good a woman
asever drew the breath
o’ life.”

‘I never see much
o’ Mis’ Timmins,”
said the widow, with
the air of admitling
her to the conversa-
tion, ‘‘livin’ t’other
side o’ the river as we
did, an’ she keepin’
so close to home. But
I was always pleased
when we did meet..

Do you think " your
daughter favors her ?”’

“No!” returned
Ezra, bitterly. ¢ She
don’t. My daughter
don’t favor anytody
but herself ’’ There
he stopped, in some
vague trouble at his
own betrayal They
were both sitting now,
he on Grandsire East-
man’s grave and she
on Aunt Susan’s, and
as they talked, they
tidied the spot absent-
ly, pulling a weed here
and there Martha
Penfield even smooth-

l
l
|
l

ered the turf with her hand, as if she
loved it. Yet she was not thinking
of the dead at that moment, only of
Ezra Timmins.
the petty tyranny of Jane Ann. It
was an old subject of common talk
that her husband, Josh: Moxom, be-
came a peddler to escape the crisis
of domestic life. The town knew al-
so that Jane Ann was goaded by
visions of a stepmother, and that she
goaded her father in turn. But the
widow never harped on unpleasant
themes.
“So you’re livin’ with Jane Ann?”
said she, with a cheerfylness propor-
tionate to his need. ’

“I dunno whether I'm livin’ any-
wheres or whether I'm only stayin’.”
The words rushed forth- unbidden.

For the two years of his bereavement

he had not opened his poor heart
to human friendliness, and now it
would be heard. “Jane Ann’s house
is_terrible small, so I stay there
nights when Josh is off on the cart;
but when he comes home, I sleep over
t' the old place. But that ain’t big
enough for three, and I've thought
some o’ buyin’ a place where we can
all live together.”

“Do tell!”

“Yes,” pursued Ezra quite happily

She knew all about)

like a child who-has at last found a
sympathetic mate to enjoy his form
of game. “Angeline Pratt thinks
some o’ goin’ out West to jine her
brother. 1've got the refusal of héer
place. Don't ye say one word. Jane
Ann don’t know it.” I’'m sick to death
o’ talk.” ;

“That’s a proper big house,” said
the widow, warmly,
too! The kitchen’s on the south
side. Well, you can’t say but that’s
big enough for three of ye. I ex-
pect Josh'd give up peddlin’ an’ come
home for good?”

.“I dunno,” said Ezra, with sudden
gloom. “That’s what I had in mind
when I talked with Angeline Pratt;
but I dunno.” . .In. the. light

thtof - his

last encounter with Jane Ann, he had
no very sanguine be : 10881
bility ‘of peace, : gi“ d
house. 8
“The day went softly
them. . It was.June, and
on the upper heights were
leaves.  Everywhere t
smell of earth and the p
bark and root. Their
uietly, touching often upo
ead, but as if the dead were
At that moment the two felt
grief nor loss, because an

living,
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“Convenient, |

ungency of
talk ‘flowed

8

sympathy made all things one. It
seemed not long before a  shado
cleared off the headsto
that Widow Penfield knew: :
been here many a noon in row
musing and-seen it fleet away, an
she did not heed the twelve tremb
ling strokes from the old c¢hurc
tower, 2 3
CVIt's twelve  o'cl

rising -hastily. .. ¢

come o' the day.

rose, - too, with

smiled at

ifrow by the side
'n Penfield’s gra




