
THE WEsTrERN HOME MONTHLY

flooRan' git tea! You have that ire out,
ye hear!"

Mary AMm heard. She wrapped her
square about her well built shoulders,
tojok up her knitting and sat obedientl m
th~e kitchen window at her work. ler

gystraggbng bair was combed straight
acher eyes, a littie too cloeely set,

squinted over hier knitting and fine lines
gathered mi her forehead between ber
eyes. Her ingers were stiff with chili.

She had been at her knitting perhaps
bal an hour wben her next door neighbor,
Miss Delilah Carpenteit, the tailoress,
"«peeked" in on her way down town to the
"lshop" with the newly finished coat she
had made. She was powdered, as Mary
Ann's straightforward New England-

* seech would have put it, "to be fair'n a
Iyanid her false front was prixnly

crimped. "Delily," as she was known in
Sagrneyer waste anything herself1

sheVbouht her cheese by the two oentsý
worth and then, to quote the old rhyme,
"put it on the sheif," but cbarity for
others likçe her was not one of ber savmng
virtuies, and it was a favorite item of
gosslp with ber how "old Jerry Musbrush
stints bis wife on ire an' vitties."

"Look kind o' like a picked chicken,
Mary An" said she, ber inquisitiv eyes
rearnig the kitchen over. "Colde as a
barn in bere, ain't it?"

lihet "pike chicken" axswered meely.
Mary Ann neyer calied old Jerry axiytbing
but 'he" in speaking of him.

"Be do't want as how I should have a
ire these fa days. Seems like 1 can't
git warm, but he says time enough when
snow files. Seema like if I had my way
r'dlike to git this here whole yard full o'
wood an' cobs furt burnin'. Seems like 1

would. Dunno wbat be'd say. . . . I'd
like teseso much tbere'd beno end
Her voie droned on monotonously.

"Land o' mercy!" sbreked the bor-
rified "Deily." "Mary Anxi Musbrusb
don't let your mind dwell on ,thigs like
that! The wbole yard fuit! 1He ain't a
millionaire! It's sinful . . . y

Mary Ann's eyes in wbicb no expression
dawned beyond that anxious, furtive look
they always wore, were ixed on Delilah
Carpenter's amply powdered vizage. The
subjeet of wood was dear te bier beart and
she would have gone on talkixig about it,
"sinful" thougb it was bad flot ber neigb-
bor eut her short. ýhe bad oceans of
gossip ta retail and oceans more te gatber,
and imust he about it.

"Well, I must be movin'. Mebbe 1 kmn
~tsomnething f ur you i twn, Mis'

It was fated that Delily, not -ilteen
innutes after ber parting witb Mary Ana,
should he t he first ta see old Jerry Musbi-
rush fait on Main Street as lie stepped
from Blrowni's harness sbop teward bis
oWfl IWIctv wtte-,%agon. 1He bad just
Bad^ a ssionate altercation witb Hi

ron over the price of tbe barnessalbe bad
mnended atid apparently bis beart bad
failed l ii. MWhen they reacbed bim aid
Jery w:L, d(eadl; he had bickered for the

last tiin1e andl saved bis last penny.
DelYii;- ieçf ran home ta Mary Ann

MýfC ii ,trta knoovwhat ta
Say,"s:ii! N (ss Crpenter in telling over

the st,jxt infilisitive housgewives of
Saege "legi%-e- me one laok an' then
up-a~! :l-~A the wood frainitbe bin

rigbt t h tv.Thon ahesets down
ngain,

"Do you waxit I should ight the ire fur
you, Mary Min?" I asks ber, but she
shakeç ber head. Appears like she don't
ri.ghtly realie.
g"'duinno' she as Wttïlh

cornes home.'" as W'l iih
Durin the tbree days when old Jerry

Musbrsb av dead in bis own cheerles
best room, Mary Ann, bis wife, scarcely
stirred from ber chair. Thie'neigbbor
women wbo came to sweep) and dust the
speckless bouse and prepare it for the
funeral, built a big tie in the kitchen
range. The widow had sat listiess,
seemingly dazed by the abrupt talcing
off of "hlm," but something roused to life
li ber eyes at tbe crackling of the flames.
Sbe partly rose from ber chair and sent the
quick, fnightened gace behind ber at tbe
door opening ito the best room as if
somebow sbe bal expected old Jerry bim-
self to emerge on tiptoe and voice a
cracked anid angry protcst. Always in
111e wben sbe thougbt bim fart best away,
he proved nearest and would pounce li on
ber itb no more noise than a cat at the
most uxiexpected moments, tilt she had
grown superstitions about bîm; she could
not believe even now but that be migbt
be lurking bebind a door or just inside tbe
cellar way, waiting to "ketch ber at it."

She tnied timidly to express ber fears
to the matter-of-fact neighbor women wbo
wcre busy at work li ber kitchen and
bedroom, getting tbings "ready."

"Better not build a ire, Mis' Peck.
Hell not like it, there bei' so bot a ire
an' it not December yet . . . What'Il
be Say..

But tbougb tbe ncigbbors i Saeger
were tbrifty souls and saving of tbeir own
wood, now that old Jerry was gone, tbey

seemed te tbink littie af saving bis. It
migbt weli have f urnislhed the fancif ut
housewrife-if any sucb. rare species
existed in Saegcr, Indiana-witb food for
speculation te wonder just wbat Jerry
Musbruali would have said, if lie could by
chance have seen bis cherished wood-Pile
diminishing by leaps and bounds and in
bis lionor, at any rate while bc lay in state
la tbe cool front room whicb in real ie lie
bad scarcely ever entered. The very
daring of it migbt bave struck hlm
speechiess, wbo knows. Stili, old Jerry
witbout bis sharp tangue and caustic
jibe? Na, imagination could not picture
It.

So small wonder it was that poor
plucked Mary Ana glanced about ber
witb apprebension as îeaelî fresb stick of
wood went in. But whcn notbing bap-
pened and the first day hiad worn on
toward nigbt, wben after the long nigbt
of vigil and word ablaze the night througb
not even the gbost of an old Jerry bestirrea
itself ta fume and rail, Mary Ann's look
lost some af its appreliensiveness. The
second day abe approached thle cheerlul
blaze and on the third, the rnorning of the
luneral, she actually witb ber awn bands
neacbed aut ta put a goad sized 11mb (if
hickory over the bot embers. To bc
sure, the next moment, blazing as it was,
she had eaugbt it out again, but the
tbaugbt had penetrated lber duli brain ai
last: she could, if she m-ould, bave now
ail the fire she îvanted. She coul use ail
the wood she wanted. But even old
Jerry dead w-as a factor ta he rcckoned
with; wbîle he lay in the bouse.

That nigbt tbe fire wcnt out, but a new
meolution came with the morning. MarY
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Send in four new subseriptions to TNt Western Homàe
Monthly and we will forward, post paid, a generous
assortment of Coamunity Par Plate Silverware.

Westclox
IITET LOX is a short way of saying

VWsZtern docks. It means a line of good
alarm clocks made by the Western Clock
Company. Every dlock in the Westclox
family is manufactured by the patented proc-
ess that made Big Ben famous. Whether
you select Big Ben, Sleep-Meter, America, or
Baby Ben you know you're getting a good clock
because each one is a Westdlox.

To .make it easy for'you to recognize our
dlocks, we print the family--name, Westctox, on
the dial right above the name of the dlock.-
We also attach an orange colored, 8ix-sided
Westclox tag. These are marks of good time-
keeping. Look for them on the alarm you buy.

Western Clock Co.-makers of WTstc loi
Offices at La Sallte-Factories at Feru, Ill., U.S.A.
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