
Itt THE WOMAN DEBORAH

aJI^ "^^"^ ^? ^^''^^ you-he's a reasonable man."Alma spoke m low and very tender tones, then sheput a hght hand on Mary's forehead and strokedl»ck a loose wave of hair. " Come. dear, you mustthink of other things now." she whispered, "iust
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'^ *^^ "^"^^ ^0'«^e does not reach us—Oh Mary. Mary, the time has come when we must allput our hou^ m order and prepare to meet our God."Mary nodded her head, then both girls—for Annawas httle more than a girl her^If-lflned over tSe

^H^r^.!,*"'^.'*"^'^
**^" ^^°S line of distant hills,and the httle missionary bride thought of her husband

.nL!^^7 i!" V.
"""^y ^"^^ °^ ^^'^ '"^ who had justcome into her hf^merely at its stormy close, perhips.He s commg-I can hear his footsteps." Marvmuttered the words low-half under her breath-

then she glanced wistfully at her friend, and Anna

mut^^al.*^^
^^ '"-- -«^* *° --y'^^:

•Tm going, dear; I shaU be with David in ourroom If you want me. He's lying down now; youknow he was on picket duty all night
"

JJ ^"""''^y.^i^^P^red back, and then shekept her qmet station by the wall, vaguely aware
that Amia had shpped softly, ahnost siStly a^!
nor was she m the least surprised when she pLentlyheard her name pronounced in a man's deep yet clearvc«ce; but a tell-tale blush dyed her cheek-4he fl^wthe woman's flag at once.

«il?°"'*
^^^^ ^^'^ ^y *^^ w^' watching those

silent sangars; come back to the Mission House

LTi H "".f ?!
^^"^ '^'''^' y°" ^°w. Miss Fielder!and I don t often give vent to my sentiments, but Iassure you I feel most frightfully cut up on vouraccount-I hate to think of'you hie, shut^ in7^


