
the and of a frilled white petticoat 
with a huge clod of earth and 
stretched it so as to cover quite two 
yards of the green shoots. “I haven’t 
taken a thing of yours but two 
shirts and one orf your last 
seersucker coats. Im going to mend 
the split up the back in it for the 
wash Monday. Aunt Amauidy lent 
me two aprons and a sack and a 
petticoat for the peony bushes, and 
Aunt V’iney gave me this shawl and 
three chemises that cover all the 
pinks. I’ve taken all the tablecloths 
for the early peas, and Stonie's shirts 
each one of them, have covered a lot 
of the poet's narcissus. All the rest 
of the things are my own clothes, 
and I’ve still got a clean dress for 
to-morrow. If I can just cover every­
thing to-night, 1 won't be afraid of 
the frost any more. You don1 
all the lovely little green thi 
die, do you.
.h peas or peo

“Oh, fly-away!” answered Uncle 
Tucker as he tucked in the last end 
of a ncmde*ript frill over a group 
of tiny cabbage plants, ‘‘there’s not 
even a smack of frost in the air! It’s 
all in your mind.”

‘‘Well, a mind ought to be sensi­
tive about covering up its friends 
from frost hurts," answered Rose 
Mary propitiatingly as she took a

7THE Easter glory dawns for all of every race and 
creed,

And every soul is thrilled with joy,
Since Christ is risen indeed.—Elisabeth Hardy.

ê * ê

any snaps
Rose of Old Harpeth

, and not have a 
peonies at all ?”BylMARIA THOMPSON DAVIESS 

“Copyright, 1911, Tkr Bobbs-Uerrill Company"
(Cuntipved from last week)

iioess,” an- 
Mary gently. 

•‘Things were very hard for me 
the first year 1 had to come back 
from college. I used to sit here by 
the hour and watch Providence Road 
wind away over the Ridge and no­
thing ever seemed to come or go for 
me. But that was only for a little 
while, and now 1 never get the time 
to breathe between the things that 
happen along Providence Road for 
me to attend to. 1 came back to 
Sweetbriar like an empty crock, with 
just dregs of disappointment a 
bottom, and now I’m all ready everv 
morning to have five gallons of love­
ly folks-happening poured into a 
two-and-a-half-gallon capacity.

"TTt
* swered Rose

his cheeks will look hollow in the 
morning. I’m the mother bird, and 
while 1 know He watches with me 
all through the night, sometimes I 
sing in the dark because 1 and my 
nesties are close to Him 
the least bit afraid."

and I'm

1 were twins or twice as m

“Why, you have never told me be­
fore, Rose Mary, that you be lot g to 
the new-woman persuasion, with a 
college hall-mark and suffragist lean­
ings. I have made the mistake of 
putting you in the home-gu ird bri- | 
gade and classing you fifty years j 
behind your times. Don't tell me 
you have an M A I can't stand it | 
to-night. "

“No, 1 haven’t got one,” answered , 
Rose Mary with both ., smile and a 
longing in her vçice. "1 came home | 
in the winter of my junior year. Mv , 
father was one of the Harpeth Valley 
boys who went out into the world, 
and he came back to die under the 
roof where his fathers had fought 
off the Indians, and he brought poor 
little motherless me to live with the 
aunts and Uncle Tuc 
ed me and cared for 
did Uncle Tuck
motherless, too, and a few ye 
after he went out into the world 
seek the fortune he felt so sure 
I was given my chance at college. 
In my senior year his tragedy came 
and 1 hurried back to find Uncle 
Tucker old and broken with the hor­
ror of it, end with the place practi­
cally sold to avoid open disgrace. 
His son died that year and left—left 
— some day I will tell you the rest 
of it. I might have gone back 
the world and made a success of 
things and helped them in that way, 
from a distance--but what they need­
ed was—was me. And so I sat here 
many sunset hours of loneliness and 
looked along Providence Road until 
-until I think the Master must have 

this way and left me His 
peace, though my mortal eyes didn’t 
see Him. And now there lies mv 
home nest swung in a bower of blos­
soms full of the old sweetie birds, 
the boy, the calf, puppv babies, pes­
ter chickens and—and I'm going to

:ker. They lov- 
me just as they 

er’s son, who was

*

"I Hope You Feel Easy le Year Mind Now”
CHAPTER IV.

MOONLIGHT AND APPLE-BLOW.
"I hope you feel easy in your mind, 

child, now you’ve put this whole 
garden to bed and tucked ’em under 
rover, heads and all,” said Uncle 

he spread the last bit

~ * Harden

2.o
satisfied survey of the bedded gar­
den, which looked like the scene of 
a disorganized washday. “Thank 
you. Uncle Tucker, for helping me— 
keep off the frost from my dreams, 

Don’t you think—”
“Well, howdy, folks?” came a 

cheerfully interruptive hail from 
the brick wall that separated 

the garden from the cinder walk 
lay along providence Road, w 
ran as the only street through Sweet- 
briar, and Caleb Rucker’s long face 
presented itself framed in a wreath 
of budding rose briars that topped 
the wall in their garden growth.

Tucker, as he spread
of old sacking down over the__
the row of little sproutine 
vines. "When I look at the gar. 
I’m half sheared to go in the ho 
to bed 
to my jc

S3f sheared to go in the house 
for fear I haven’t got a quilt 
joints.” 
v, honey sweet,

rose from

you know bet­
tered Rose Mary 
weighting down

take a large, grey, prowling night- 
bird back and tuck him away for tear
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