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brook, came gurgling, dashing to meet half the old shingles had dropped •from serpent made by the night express to "Oh, bother your little blue bugs'." she

ssæsucjsn&ss «ÆîÆsLrxÆ iMi,sirti 
ÿtÿfL s^jraîsîrssraS E“hh.riy„r.,'.^"Sthe farmhouse through a grove of sugar a blackboard, a rusty stove, a teacher’s "Hey! Why the hell you standin’ thar?" they have no color at all. Poor friendly
maples, he heard shrill cries of, “There desk and a dozen forms, grown mouldy And the boy with a jump of alarm turned little aeviis— exnloded 
they come!” And hè glimpsed the flying and worm-eaten now. A torn and faded back quickly to his work. , „5ru“" . wue expioaeu. _-j
figures of George’s brothers, Bob and picture of Lincoln was upon one wall, At home a few days later, George with They ve me.
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the door fresh and smiling, blooming of paper, on which in a large rugged hand "You know young Bill Elkins? Yes, anima rig -P? fh3thÏÏSth; How well this suited, her, there had been written lonfago a speech, you do-the boy up on the Elkin’s place why be a^mr^ool imdnmdftothe
Roger thought. Amid a gay chorus of but it had been worn away until but three who lives alone with his mother. Well, cow ht «Jbemiirhtv thank-

lu? climbed down heavily „t word, were hgiM^-'Weived and dedi- look M. tZ°ty
h dSpWbralh°” The” long 1 ™y days on "Tell me about your school,” she aid. I was up at live Um morning and he are so nuid;i If you could see wEat nun. "S 

tBFromtbe mountain Bide the faint looked SS.SASÎp»
down on a wide sweeping valley of woods questions. And his recollections, at first off for good! And was he scared? You George came trudging home’
and fields. The old house straggled along dim and hazy began to clear a little. bet he was scared ! And I told him so and th exceedingly low**
the road, with addition after addition it made him mad! ‘Aw you’re scared!’ toward a dose De-
E£n\:i £=h LTb.4* u,kre%ho EhTU H,

'-aar*—.. KgsrsïSrnîa •. i
part to another, queer crooks in them out, and then while he sat on the know of New York? I said. And then, «'You’re as bad as Bruce,” he growled

narrow passageways. The lower end was rude old bench, for some' time more she by golly, he busted right down. Gee. “You don’t have ‘to be back.”
attached to the woodshed, and the wood- questioned him. he said, ‘Gee! Can’t you lemme alone? at her. You dont have to Deoac^
shed to the bam. Above the house a - “But your school was not all here,” And then he beat it down the road! J» 5?thte w5kT*’ °
pasture dotted with gray boulders ex- she said musingly at last, “it was up on You could hear the kid breathe he was neau^ tnree ^ campaign," she
tended up to a wood of firs, and out of the farm, besides, where you learned to hustling so! He s way off now, he s “““J ex-
t|iis wood the small river which bore the plough and sow and reap and take care of caught the train ! He wants to be a . ' 83
name of the family came rushing down the the animals m the bam, and mend things cabin boy on a big ocean liner! ..Jw a asPf™ ‘h h devil has suffrage to do
c.u :n a rruiiv went under the road, that were broken, and—oh, turn your moment there was silence. Well?swept around to the right and along the hand to anything. But millionsofchildren the boy demanded, “What do you think Wl.<w^“ theVomen get the voter'll
edge of a birch corpse just below, the nowadays are growing up in ct.es, you of h,s chances?” ^ spend more mo^ey on &e children.
ÏE a^Ud^^o” rztr^. ’’Half frowning and half Mnilingahe

^it^ssmr'"d*""d saitss smokes*»*. ^^smusesb* 1
Here was peace for Roger’s soul, reminds me so of my mother? _ His boy flushed under his freckles. rh«wf„Hv “and* keen nagging till it is

The next day at dawn he awakened, and mind strayed back into the past while the _ "I don t know as I know. I m think- . We’ll keep tip such a nagging,” | 
through the window close by his bed he low quiet voice of his daughter.went on, mg, he answered very slowly. >( . added in sweet even tones,*"that
saw no tall confining walls; his eye was and a wistful expression crept over his Talk it over with your mother, son. the money by hook or crook
carried as on wings out over a billowy face. What would she do With the Yes, sir, came the prompt reply. ^ save^urselves from troing insane."
blanket of mist, soft and white and cool family name? What life would she leâd But he won t reflected Roger. After this he caught her reading In thé
and still, reaching over the valley. From in those many years?. „• "Whata Or if you ever feel you want to, have New York papers the list of campaign
underneath to his sensitive ears came the mother she would make. The wrirds a good long talk with me. „ meetings each night, meetings in hot
numberless voices of the awakening rose from within him, but in a voice Yes, 6ir, was the answer. Roger w,. ^|| or out upon fl^Uriing
sleepers there, cheeps and tremulous which was not his own. It was Deborahs start there waiting, then turned and gg* Td asshereadthere came orer

J warbles from the birch copse just below, grandmother speaking, so clearly and walked slowly out of the bam. How her face a look like that of a man who has 1
cocks crowing in the valley, and ducks distfcptly that he gave a start almost W these children grew UP given up tobacco and suddenly sniffs it ;
and geese, dogs, sheep and cattle faintly alarm. ...................; . , ' «Ivra. Had boys always grown like amomr his friends She went down the
heard from distant farms. Just so it had “And if you dont believe they 11 doit, that? Well, perhaps, but how strange, it ^ 8ight Qf August,
been when he was a boy. How unchanged Deborah was saying, you dont know was. Always new hvas, lives of their Ro* stayed on for another two weeks, 
and yet how new were these fresh,.hungry what’s m children. Only we ve_ gotto own, the old famihM ^“^.L^ation on into the Ibest time of the year. For 
cries- of life. From the other end of the help bring it out. What had she been land. So the great life of the nation came the nights of the first snapping
house he heard Edith’s tiny son lustily talking about? He remembered the words swept on. He kept noticing here deserted frogts when the dome of the I was
demanding his breakfast, as other wee "a new nation”—no more. “We’ve got farms, and one afternoon in the deepening g^iy blue and clear sparkiir, moiniiigs,
boys before him had done for over a to grope around in the dark and hunt dusk he rode by a graveyard h'gh up on ^ ’aflame with scarlet and gold,
hundred years, as other babies still un- for new ways and learn as we go. And a bare hillwde. A horre Md bugjpru^ And across the small field below the house 
bora would do in the many years to come, when you’ve once rot into the Work outside, and within he spied a lean young „unset Rover would go down to theSoon the cry of the child was hushed, and really felt the thrill of it all-well womanneaUyidressedma,riamdart,mit Ce and find it filled
Quiet fell upon the house. And Roger then it seems rather foolish and small With a lawn mower brought from home ^ dints of light that took his glance
sank again into deep happy slumber. to bother about your own little life." die was cutting the gross on her familylot. far ^ among the slender, creamy stems

Here was nothing new and disturbing. Roger spent much of his time alone. And she seemed to fit into the landscape. , , ap s|0wly swaying to andEdith’s children? Yes, they were new, He took long rides on William along New England had grown very old fro. the k^aje rich With aitumn hues,
but they were not disturbing. Their crooked, hilly roads. As the afternoon Late one night.toward^ the «n® °» wam orangC| yellow and pale green,
growth each summer was a joy, a re- drew to its end, the shadows would July, there rame a loud honk from down and si]ent and serene. So it had
newal of life in the battered old house, creep up the mountain sides to their the hill, then another and another. ^ wj>tB he was a boy and so it would
Here was no huge tenement family summits where glowed the last rays of the And as George in his pajamas came rush- ven j,e ^ras dead. Countless trees
crowding in with dirty faces, clamorous sun, painting the slate and granite crags mg from hisbMr^ shouting radiantly, ^ been cut down but others had risen 
demands for aid, but only five delightful in lovely pink and purple hues. And Gee. It s dad. they heard the car ^ their stead Now and then he could
youngsters, clean and fresh, of his own sometimes mighty banks of clouds would thundering outside. Bruce had left New . f a warbling.
blood. He loved the small excitements, rear themselves high overhead, gigantic York at dawn and had made the^run in a Long ago this spot had been his mother’s
the plans and plots and discoveries, the mountains of the air with billowy, misty single day, three hundred and eleven faVQrjte from her busy day in the
many* adventures that filled their days, caverns, cliffs and jagged peaks all shift- miles. He was gray with dust all over houge She had almost always come alone
He spent hours with their mother, listening ing there before his eyes. And he would and he was worn and hollow eyed, but hut sometimes Roger stealing down would
while she talked of them. Edith did so think of Judith his wife. And the old -his dark visage wore a look of solid her sitting motionless and staring
love this place and she ran the house haunting certainty, that her soul had satisfaction. among the trees. Years later in hS
so beautifully. It was so cool and fragrant died with her body, was gone. There ~ , , , „ reading he had come Upon the phrase,
so clean and so old-fashioned. came to him the feeling that he and his "’I-needed the tnp to shakedown, grove,” and at once he had

Deborah, too came under the spell, wife would meet again. Why did this he pleaded, when Edith scoldoi him well tilou„|1t of the birches. And sitting
She grew as lazy as a cat and day by hope come back to him? Was it all from for this terrific manner of starting his , where she had been, he felt agam
day renewed her strength from the hills the glory of the sun? Or was it from the vacation. I had to have it to cut me off ^ boundless faith in life resjilendeni.
and from Edith’s little brood. Roger had presence, silent and Invisible, of those from the job I left behind Now yonqugring death, and serenely sweeping
feared trouble there, for he knew how many other mortals, folk of his own -watch me settle down on this farm. .. Qn—;nto what he did not fear.
Edith disapproved of her sister’s new flesh and blood, who at their deaths had But it appeared he could not settle had been his mother’s faith,
ideas. " But although much with the gone to their graves to put on immortal- down. For the first few. days, m his comefJmes in the deepening durit he
children, Deborah apparently had no ky? Or was this deepening faithin motor, hewas b“®yexP1°r‘n,8 could almost see her sitting here,
new ideas at all. She seemed to be only Roger simply a sign of his growing old toms. ‘We H make era look foolish. ««xhis faith in you has come from me.
listening. One balmy day at sunset, age? He frowned at the thought and Eh, son? he said. And with Geoige • my memory living on in you,
Roger saw her lying on the grass with shook it off, and again started up at the who mutely adored him, he ran aU ^ tj,ough you do not know. How
George sprawled by her side. Her light on the hills. “You will live on in abo“^*^e'TY" with many times have I held you back, how
head upon one arm, she appeared to be our children s lives. Was there no nl vpf Rr!^- the many times have I urged you on, roused
watching the rattle in the sloping pasture other immortality? 1^’ and you up or soothed you, made you hope
above. Slowly, as though each one of He often thought of his boyhood here, farmer and his wife and children, ad of drcanli through memories of
them was drawn by mysterious unseen On a ride one day he stopped for a drink even both the hired men, for Bruce was For you were once a part of
chains, they were drifting down toward at a spring in a grove of maples surround- an hospitable soul. Butmore than any- *^ouW«i>U. my tittle sonV* And
the bam where it was almost milking ing a desolate farmhouse not more than one else he took George. They spe t • . j)een to you> gy you will be to
time. George was talking earnestly, a mile away from his own. And through hours working on the car, and at times |n their lives, too, we
She threw a glance at him from time to the trees as he turned to go he saw the when they rame into the , ' ^ha» be there— silent and invisible, the
time, and Roger could see how intent were stark figure of a woman, poorly dad and greased and blackened from their work, strong figures of thé past. For ttus
her eyes. Yes, Deborah knew how to -gaunt and gray. She stood motionless With reproved them like bad boys— power of families, this is the mystery
studv a bov. watching him with a look of sullen but Deborah smiled contentedly. Yiv th "

Only once during the summer did she bitterness. She was the last of "the But at the end of another week Bruce ° Suddenly he started. What was it that 
talk about her work. On a walk with Elkinses,” a mountain family run to seed, grew plainly restless, and despite ms thrilled him so? Only a tall dark
her father one day she took him into a As he rode away he saw in the field a boy wife s remonstrances made ready to birches. But looming in there
small forlorn building, a mere cabin of one with a pitchfork in his hands, a meagre return to town. When she spoke of his shadowy phantom it had recalled
room. The white paint had long been ragged little chap. He was staring into hay fever he bragged to her complacently memory of a dusk far back in his
worn away, the windows were all broken, the valley at a wriggling, blue smoke of his newly discovered cure.
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