When Elsie Graduated.

_BY EMMA M. WISK.

The minute Mi. Dolan came to the pamp to wash,
Mrs. Dolan left the sizzling ham and the Half-mashed
potatoes and went out to see him. i

* What’s Dave Harper been pokin’ round throngh the
woods and fields all the afternoon for ? '’ she asked with

a show of unusual iuterest. ** Hillary says he quit
plowin’ right away after dinner. n’ has been wanderin’
up an’ down through our woods aun' Mis' Tracy's, ever

since. | lowed. he must be threatened  'with another
attack of rheumatiz an’ was huntin’ yarbs to fight it off.”

Mr. Dolan pumped the big tih basin full of sparkling
water and treated his red face 6 a refreshing souse before
answering

*“No," he said, at length, ‘it ain't rheumatiz this
time. Nor yarbs, either. Elsie gradystes tonight an'
he's been gatherin' a bonquet o' flowers to take 'er."

Mrs. Dolan fiugered her apron strings nervously as was
her wont when excited or aroused to excessive feeling.

. Land alive ! * she exclaimed. ' That’s so. This is

Elsie's commencement night. I declare if 1 hadn’t clean
forgot all about it. Mis' Tracy was tellin’ me y
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between home and Abbottsville, Mrs. Dolan stood

- watching the retreating figures for a few minutes, then

with the corner of the ever. lrron p to
either eye she went thk to the neglected ham and -

P and her P P

* Well,” queried Mr. Dolan, testily, ** what did you
findout?” p

“ I wounldn't be tryin’' to cast insinuations, if I was you,
Hi,” she said, in a manner that was strangely subdued.
‘* I found out one thint.eu' that is that Dave Harper is
the best hearted man the sun ever shone on. I've been
thinkin' as much for some time, an’ now I know it. The
only thing I'm sorry for is that Elsie’s got so uppish an’
suippy thatshe don’t half 'preciate him. Mis’ Treadway,
the woman she boards
scandalous the way she treats him when he comes thire
for her—just as if she was ashiamed of bim. She seems
to've for{o& what a struggle he's made for her education,
an’ how he mortgaged his little farm, an’ everythinﬂ; to
get the  money to put her through Abbottsville high
school.

All ious of these oh the filial duty
of Elsie, David Harper ed at a steady, measured
pace towsrd Abbottsville, He was very hnp% He
could remember but two days in his whole life when he
had been quite so happy. One was the day he married
FEllsie's mother ; the other was the day Elsie was born.

He had known a great deal of sorrow and it may be that
that made those three festival dlgl show forth with

g

Y
that she's been sendin’ invitationsto some o' her folks.
There comes Dave down the road now. I'm goin’ down
to the gate to see his flowers an’ hear what he’s got lo
say. You set the ham back, Hi, so it won't barn.”

Mrs. Dolan did not wiit fo hear whether her husband
acquiesced in her plan’of news gathering, or objectéd to
it. She drew one coruer of her apron over her head and
went quickly down the path to the roadside. When Mr.
Harper came opposite the gate she raised her hand asa
signal for him to stop, ‘and he, surprised into prompt
obedience, pulled hard on the lines and brought the big
bay horse to a standstill close beside her.

““ Whoa, Ned,” he said, in kindly tones that belied the
vigorous see-sawing on the bit. ‘‘ How do, Mis’ Dolan.
How're you feelin’? It's a nice evenin’, ain’tit? "’

“Yes," said Mrs. Dolan, “it is. T'm pretty well.
Hiram tells me you're goin' to Abbottsville tonight, My.
Harper, to see Elsie gradyate."”

The old man’s bearded lips parted with a pleased smile
and his pale blue eyes dan ced with delight..” ** Yes; Mis’
Dolan, that’s where 1'm goin’,”" hesaid, proudly. ** It'll
be quite a sight, I 'low, to see Elsie an' all the rest of
‘em gradyate, There's ten of 'em all told, seven girls
an' three boys."”’

The fond happy pride vibrant in his soft voice touched

. happiness that he coul
-gtill left him. He didn’t say much—it wasn't his way—

P . Tostart with, he had seen Elsie's
mother wooed and won by another. But he loved her
and waited, and years after when he was getting to be an
old'man, and her husband and the three little boys had
been taken away from her, she came to him for. comfort.
She died while Elsie was still a very little girl. Her
brothers and sisters came to David then and offered to
take Elsie off his hands and bring her up as their own.
But he couldn’t Jet he:gg. He had waited so long for

not willfully resign the portion

but one or who had learned to divine the deep music
of these life-songs without words understood t ** to
take Elsie off his hands "’ would be a mortal blow, and
by t they desisted from further persuasion.

So he and Elsie continued to live in the little frame
house that had been such a pleasant home for them.
They did their own house-keeping, for sickness and death
had -cost so much that there was noﬁ.hing Teft to hire help
with. David did his work in the fields as usual and
helped Elsie sweep and cook and wash and iron. In
winter when she went to school the greater part of the
housework fell on hinf.

th
‘* We get along first rate,” he always said, in answer ‘:onr

to friendly i ries. ** Elsie’s smart for her age, an’ 1
learned such a big heap when mother was sick that
hou ' comes right bandy to me now.

After Elsie went away to Abbottsville to school he was
very lonesome. Ned, the horse, and Major, the dog,
were his only npani He ked and ate his
imple meals in sil and at night when he went to bed,

a tender chord in Mrs, Dolan's heart and the idle eurios-
ity that had brought her down to the gate to get a glimpse
of his flowers and hear a bit of gossip, was superseded by
a thrill of gentle sympathy.

“Land ! she said, ‘*it does me good to hear you talk
aboutit. I'd like to see 'em, myself. I almost wish I
was goin’, too. My, but you must be awful prond of
Elsie, Mr. Harper.”' "=

“1am,” said Mr.~ Hafper, clicking the tips of his
heavy boots against the. dash-board. ‘I am proud of
‘er, Mis’ Dolan. I'se right to be. Elsie’s all 1've R
n’ she's a mighty good little girl. See, I'm takin’ her
this posy. She let it out the last time I seen her that
people that was her true friends would be expected to
give her a bouquet, or a book, or what not. I picked
these this afterncon, It's pretty airly for any o’ the big,
showy kinds o' flgwers, but these is fresh an’ sweet an’I
know they won't hage any nicer down Abbottsville way.
Elsie’ll be kind 'o s'prised an’ tickled to se¢ that I c'd
get 80 many this time o' the year, I guess.”

As Mt/Harper spokle he carefully removed the sheet
of heavy brown paper fhat was tucked over the top of the
little willow basket tifat sat on the seat beside him, and
took therefrom a bovquet of the early spring flgwers of
the Obio Valley. There were feathery leaves of the ten-
der young fern, and nestling amid their meshes a few
delicate wood anemones, violets, star-eyed daises, butter-
cups and a spray or two of honeysuckle and spring ever-
lasting i

the stems and held in place by thick, yellow twive.
“ They ain’t fixed nice as they might be,” he said, with
half-shamed glance at the ‘cumbersome wrappings.

‘ My*fingers is stiff an’ bupnglesome an’ I couldn’t get
‘em arranged just right. Anyhow, I guess I ain't got
the best taste in the world. But Elsie can put 'em

together again if they don't suit 'er, She’s real handy -

about such things.”

The ready tears gathered in Mrs. Dolan’s eyes as she
listened to his apology for the arrangement of the fragile
flowers that had been bunched awkwardly together with
a wholesale disregard of the fules of art and harmony,
and she said, impulsively : . 2

** Don’t you talk like that, Mr. Harper. That bouquet
is jusi as pretty as can be. 1've got some tulips an’
geraniums beginnin’ to bloom an’ 1 could give youn a
spray or two to put in with your flowers just as well as
not, only they don’t need a thing to set 'em off. May
the goud Lord forgive me if I've Lold 'im something that*
ain't s0,”" she muttered under her breath, “but I couldn’t
bear to hurt his feelings by telling him that his bouguet
could be improved om. -‘' Good-bye, Mr. Harper,"' she
added, as he began to shake the lines and urge the big
tay horse to ‘G up.” “ I won't keep you any longer.
You've got a long drive before you. I hope you'll have
a nice time tonight. [ s'pose Eleie 'll come home with

YOl ;
““Yes, I s'pose she will. - G’ up, Ned. Good bye Mis'
Dolan. 1'll tell Elsie you asked abont her.”

In response to this last entreaty, Old Ned conscien-
tiously arosed himself and sought the middle of the
road which stretched out into five dusty, yellow miles

A piece of wet brown paper was wrapped round .

the awful stillness al frightened him. But the
,glowi:g reports he had of Elsie’s ‘‘ smartuess”’ and her

ularity, made any sacrifice seem light, and he furn-
E;:ped her the needed funds and made the long trips to
and from Abbottsville through fair weather and foul, as
she requested without a murmur, He felt that this was
a duty he owed to Elsie, for he- realized that in Jiving
alone and working as she had done, her life had been in
a measure destitute of the common joys of girlhood.

And at last Elsie. was to graduate—with honors.

Because of this she was to have the valedictory she had
told him. David didn’t know just what valedictory was,
but he supposed it must be something very nice. Well,
whatever it was, he felt sure that Elsie deserved it.
Dear Elsie. He would give her the flowers as a token of
his love and pride. She had said she hoped everybody
would give flowers, she loved them so. Oh, happy he
was.
The early May day had drawn to a close when David
H r reached the place where Elsie boarded. He
hitclied Ned to the post at the side of the house and
taking the flowers from the basket, he went up the steps.
Several girls dressed in white were standing near the
door. ey drew back as he IE roached and one of
them who evidently recognized rm as Elsie's father,
said : 2

‘* Just come right on in, Mr. Harper, Elsie’s dressing.
She'll be ready in a minute.”

“Thankee,” he said. ‘It don't matter. I can set
most any place.”

He clutched the dainty, fragrant flowers tightly, and
sat down in a quiet corner of the large parlor. The room
was brilliantly lighted and prettily dressed women and
girls were hurrying to and fro. i

“ They're makin’ a mighty big fuss about Elsie’'s
gradyatin’,’”” he said. * My, but I ought to'feel glad to
see her made 8o much of by all these big bugs.”

But somehow, in spite of his joy, David felt strangely
lonely and out of place in the gay scene, No one spoke
to him or seemed to know him, but presently a door was
opened from somewhere and a voice called out :

** Flaie, here's your father.”

And then, inan inner room, he saw Elsie. She was
standing in a glare of light and was surrounded by abevy
of la . chattering girls. She looked out and
nedde essly then went on with the finishing touches
of kier toilet. By and by she came out to see him, ;

* Why didn’t you put your hat on the hall-tree, father?”
she asked, in ‘It doesn’t, look . well- to hold
it in your that way.” e

. For 8 moment he did not answer. He was never a
demonstrative man, but that night he had meant to kiss
35, and tell hér how nice she looked in her stylish white
dress, and how he scarcely ized her as his diugh-
ter. But her 2 reproof stunned him for atime.
After alittle he remembered his flowers and held them

up as a peace offerin,

R Eewubwquf’l brought yog{ Elde."l e said.
“ You wanted flowers,%you know: 71 huntedifall over
Tracy’s an’ Dolan's woods for thos¢.”” Elsie looked at
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the proffered bouguet but did mot take it from his hand.
o om." she said, with a fretful little laugh, " is that

the best could do? These are nice, of course, but I

'couldn’t them sent up on the stage, yon know.
They look 8080 1 v hat would people think?"’

Elsie's ce in tarily rested on a great cluster of
American beauty roses that lay on the table near by with
a card a her name. David’s eyes followed

ttached
hers and he caught his breath in astonishment.

‘* You're right, Elsie,” he-said, buskily. ** These of
mine don't with them. I'll put 'em back in the
wagon, I 'lowed nothin’ better than 'nemones an’ honey-
suc! l'e‘growed down this way, but I see I was mistaken."

David Harper went out to the wagon and laid his
flowérs back into the willow basket. Then be stood
smoothing Ned's glossy neck until Elsie came out,

** Here's your ticket, father,” she said. ‘‘ You know
where the town hall is—that great building with the tower,
four blocks down the screet. The usher ’ll show  you
where to go." .

. ain't I goin’ with you, Elsie? "’ he quavered.

* Oh, mercy, no, you counldn't,” she langhed. “1
have to go with the girls, They're going round to the
dressing-room with me to fix my hair and give me a few
extra touches before I go on the stage. Good-bye,

. You'd better hurry.”

he group of girls crossed the square and started
nierrily down the street. David put his basket of flowers
under the wagon seat and followed slowly along belind
them. He wastoo loyal to Elsi¢ to admit even to him-.
self that he was disappointed, If anybody had told him
that he felt y much alone, and that there was a gnaw-
ing pain at his, , he would have scorned the idea.
Nevertheless, he could not deny that gnduﬂ was not
just what he b.dme:rﬂcd it to be. But could Elsie help
that? Had she e the social rules and regulations
that govern ts? Of pot. If any-
body was te blame it was he, who was old enough to
know better than to let his imagivation run away with
him and paint such beautiful pictures as he had been
rtvdlnf n for several days . iy

The incidents of the commencement impressed him as
a strange, beautiful dream. There were flowers, there
were beautiful costuines, thére was music, there were
essays and i there was appl Through it all,
David Harper sat like one du«f; hearing, yet hearing
not, seeing, yet seeing not. And last of all came Elsie—
his Elsie. Lnry sense was on edge then. He watched
her erly as she came toward the footlights, but when
she had made her stiff curtay and commenced to speak,
he bowed his gray head in his hands and remained so
ut the address. Once, when Elsie looked round
crowded house she saw him sitting thus, and
wondered what he was thinking of. It is doubtful if
David, himeelf, could have told her. There are times
when the earnest hopes, prayers and longings of the
heart can be put into words by none but God.

It was all over at last., The music ceased, the lights
were out, and they were back in Mrs, Tréadway's parlor
in the midst of the baskets and bouquets of flowers with
which Elsie bad been remembered.

‘“Won't you stay all night with us, Mr. Harper?"
asked Mrs. Treadway. **It is quite late and you have
such a long drive home.”

" Oh, dear no, he won't stay,” Pnt in Elsie quickly.
+* He won't mind going home, will youn, father? '

‘*Oh, no,” said he. *“I won’'t mind. Ned an’ I
always rest better at home, anyway. How long will it
take yon to get ready, Elsie?”’

x e me to get ready ! '’ echoed Elsie. “ My good-
ness, I'm not going. Whatever put that into your head.”

‘ Seein’ s school’s out, I thought mebbe you'd want
to,” he faltered. *‘ Vouain't been home for so long,
you know.”

“ I know. But the idea of your wanting me to go
to-night, father! " said Elsie, crossly. ‘‘It's so foolish
of you. I'll get enouPh of the lonesome old place this
summer without rushing off the minute school closes. 1
“l!‘: to stay over for the Alumni banquet Wednesday
night.’,

* I could bring you back for that,”” he said, timidly
‘I told Mis’ Dolan you'd come back with me."”

Well, I can’t, that's all. I don’t see what it is to Mrs.
Dolag whether I come or not. I'm too tired to take that
long ride tonight. Come over Thursday morning. I’
be ready then.” '

Elsie’s veins were throbbing and leaping with the
excitement that thrills nni‘youug girl on her graduation
night, yet she was not so bappy as she had expected to
be. Praise, adulation. triumphant success were hers, but
there was something lacking., Not even when she fell
asleep, at last, was she at rest. Over and over in her

dreamas she saw her father sitting with his gray head

bowed in his hands as she had seen him at the commence-
ment. Or, perchance, the scene changed and he was
driving away, alone, in the moonlisht, with the bouquet
of lowers on the seat beside him. And through
it all Elsie was conscious of feeling very miserable.

It was about 4 o'clock in the morning when she was
awakened from this troubled slumber by the sound of
men’s voices ust outside her window, } é

*You're out early—or late—whichever it is, Johnson, ™
said one of them facetiously.

‘*It's early,” replied Johnson. “I'm on my way to
the city with the marketin’. I like to get a good start.

are you doin’ here in Abbottaville at this hour?”
 I'm just gettin' home from the city,” was the <
“1'd been g here three hours earlier, but thmm:rlZs
ah  awful t back at ten-mile bridge about
half past twelve, an® I stayed to help. A man, horse an’
: went overboard. The horse is smashed into a

jelly, but the 's still alive. He can’t last long,
b g ly recognized him as a farmer that lives
back in the some place, an’ they've taken him

“home. He'd beest town to the commencement last

Horse must o’ got scared, I reckon, or mebbe the
33"’&. unﬂ;“t‘ m.‘“!'olh has been_ petitionin’ the
comm for the last five years to pul a railin’ round

'ﬂdb‘ /" Now ?pt the mischief's done, 1 s'pose

4

been goi
Elsie's v
at the ms

‘I see
in. The

a hat ant
Mr, Jobr
occ:;r to
panion,
could do
heart an
thi te
of all he
soine Car
soeed " &
ol(il man
being se
when he
upon hi
frequent
the bou:
Poor, ds
him. A

white a
thing Ml
‘“ Fat]
injured-
bridge 1
He tu
“Whe
you €onr
Baker,
happene
up. At
home t«

Elsie ;
Elsie?*

And
mauner

For e
found, :
the dois
grief :‘



