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“ If your doughnuts are done sizzlin’
Just wedge in half & dozen. There's
plenty of room in that Junch.Lasket
yet.  Men folks can t koep the kottles
Wlin’ alt night 'thout sumthin’ nouriak-
ing, though 1 guess they woaldn't got
1f you were left to yourself. You
always was kind of small in your ways,
Minty Oatrander.”

* 1 mwn'e 8 grudgin’ the men all they
can eat,” was Miss Oatrauder’s reply,
She spoke in a humble, injured toue,
* There's bread and meat and pickles
and pie - "

“Oh, yesa! You ken always find
food in iy pantry.,” interrupted Mrs,
Chessy, loftily. *’Tisn't thut foud's
scarce, but that you've got such a
nippin' way of oandin’ it ronnd. |
s'pose it'a on sccount of your havin’ no
men folks of your own.”

Mrs. Chessy was a large, autocratic-
looking person, whose presence per-
vaded her comfortable kitchen. She
concluded her reflections upon her
companion with a cough expressive of
the exprrience of a woman who has bad
two hushands and several sons.

Araminta OQitrander kept silence.
She knew when Mrs Chessy spoke
captiously it was because she was tired
of ber company. Araminta was s
welcome guest through hog killing and
bay time. \Wheu Ezra was down with
tha typhoid Mrs. Chessy spoke softly
enough to the baudy little old maid
who helped nurse bim. But now that
the carpet-rags were all sewed up and
the hig boys’ clothes nade over for the
smslier boys, and sothing tu do but
cook and wash and mend for tho mea
who were watchiug the sap and boiling
dowa the syrup in the maple wooda,
Mra. Chessy regarded it as a slight
axtravazancs of hospitality to eutertaln
Minty Ostrander any longer.

Miss Osteander's thin hande grew hot
as sue wedged the doughnuts into gaps
left Letween the slices of Lread and
meat which filled the basket.  Siie was
a louyg waist~d, thin-shouldered littie
body, with kind, bright eyes, though
her chin was sharp and her nose looked
somr wayas if it bud Loen prolonged by
piuches given to check a tendency w
scuffle.  She was firmly corseted, and
her gingham gowa crackled with starch
and shone from the polish of the tlat-
iro2. I:atruck onethatnothing wasleft
of Munty Ostraader bututility. When
the cover of the basket was fastened,
and while Mrs. Coessy was pouring
the icalded milk into the can of hot
catl-e, Miss Oatrander stepped to the
laoking-glasz aud tied & red hood on
her head and pinned s warm shawl
around her straight, long-waisted little
figure. Then she went to the lsnding
of the staircave aud called up :

* Comr, Cluiry, I'm ready 1

Thrro was a choking homesick soh
in her threat.  Shealwayshadit when
she Icft one placoand went to another.
For twenty years she han fitted ioto
the emply places in the various homes
of the ueighborhood. Mrs. Kilso,
whose children were down with the
neasles, would be wlad to have her now.
Bat it gave Minty a sore, suffocating
fecling to think that Mrea. Chessy bad
yot through with her. She liked the
Cneasy’s about the best of any of the
places she fitted into, even though Mrs
Cnrsay was apt to Lo captions.

Ctara thisay came slowly down the
stairgs when she was calind.  The road
to the maple.woods was lonesome, and
nvither of the women dare go aloue to
the suzar-camp alter dark. Clara was
a alin, white-skinoed girl. Her pale
blondr hair wes froehly crimped, and
shee wore a blee “feacinator” with
vilver brads in the frings. Her oyes
had a strained look, as if she had been
wtaring into the darkness ; they blinked
in the bLright light of the well-trimmed

lap set before & tin reflector that
hung on the wall,

# 1 should think you'd be stiff cold
stayin' up in your room so long,” said
Mrs. Ohessy, who was Oinra’s step-
mother. Then she added, sarcastically:
** What you pinkin' for to-night? Ned
Slosson’s give up commin’. You nin't
expectin' any oue clee, be you ¥

[ suppose I can comb up my bair't
I'm a mind to,” muttered the young
girl. A sywpathetic observer would
have seen that she was in trouble of
s0oMme sort.

** Don't be too pert, misay. When a
2iel's fellow's given her the alip, she
wanty to be a bhit humblemouthed
about it !’

Mrs. Chessy waa titling thecaverinto
the can. She did not see the piteous
little tremble about C'lara’'s lips. She
went on: “ 1 s'pose Ned thought t' was
more convenient to sit up with some of
the girls around the Corners than to
tramp up here to the farm. It's about
two wonths siace he's been, ain't it 1

**1 don’: know whose busiuness it is
when he's been,” the girl muttored.
Her checks were red with anger now,

Mrs, Chessy rested her hands on her
hips and laughed.

“ 1 Ulieve you're tixiu' to be an old
wad, Clairy,” shesaid, “ I do b'lieve
you be;” and she lawghed sgain as
Minty and Clara weat out the door.

The sky was dappled with white,
vapory clouds, and the Jouely road was
white with a light March snow.
Arouud the moon waxa la-ge pale ring.

Araminta led the way with her usual
brisk step. At the gate Olara Chesmy
stopped and looked wistfully down the
road toward the Corners for a minate.

* 1 don't see what miakes you in such
a hurry,"” she said fretfully to Aramin-
ta, overtaking her.

Miss Ostravder looked at the girl
with sudden interest, as sho stepped
along in her trim, gingerly way, balenc-
ing the heavy basket of night-luuch
she was carrying to the men in the
sugar cswp. Judging from appear-
ances she was about the lsst person in
the village to sympathize with a love-
sick girl. Herlife was given to helpiag
her neighbors through with all sorts of
straits excepting those of their love
stlairs. Few or noneof these neighbors
remembered that Araminta had ever
been other thsn the bLrisk, haudy,
quick-witted little woman, good for
every emergency and pushed aside when
the emergency wasover, Few or none
ever reulized that she wes the mere
frustrate ghost of the real self who bad
died and been buried twenty odd years
before, on the night when her helploms,
irritable old father hed flung his cane
at young Nicholss Slosson and hade
bim * Be gone !" adding that no auch
roving blade need bo hangin' ‘round
hia nirl 00 long as he was alove ground.

“Am I waikin® t0 fast, Olairy 17
said Minty Ostravder, gently. Then,
not giviog the girl time to reply, sbe
added : * What's the matter with you,
Clairy 1"

** Nothing,” was the sullen answer ;
but thers was a note in the voice
which ixlied the denial.

 Did yeu expect Ned this evenin’l”
Aranmints persisted.

** I dou’t know why I should expect
him. You kunow as well ay I do he
never comes any more."

* Clairy, why doean’t lis come?”

The angrr wod misery and disap-
peintinent in the girl's heart welled up
in a thick cry. Her blae cyes were
blinded with tears,

“Be—cause I was & f—fool and
quarrelled w—with him sbout noth-
1ngR." she muttered in a suffocating
Volce,

** You was watchin’ for him when [
called you down stairs,” stated Mise
Ostrander, uncertsin just bow to Ppro-
ceed,

“Yot—I—waa. Ho—wag iu the
s'ore this morniog when I went afier
the spice for your doughuats. Heo wes
stendin® right 'longride me at the count-
er, and says he: * Wag what you ssid

at New Year's time for good and all,
Clara Chemy 1"

*¢ Aud what did you give him for an
anawer 1" inquired Mise Ostrauder,

“ I—I coulda’t say nothing much,
‘esuse Snell was coming back with the
apice , but [ says, * If you're a mind to
come up to the farm to-night, Ned, 1'1l
tell you.' I couldn't say no morw'n
that, right there in the store.”

“ No,”” said Minty Ostrander, ** 1
don’t think you could. A girl can't
cheapen herself too much with & young
wan—-"'

Olara cried out with passion : 1
I—don't care, I—]—if [ thought he'd
wanted to make up—1I "

Miss Ostrander walked moreslowly.
She said: “If I'd kvown, I wouldn’t
have hurried off so. If Ned should
come up now, and find you goue out,
he'd think you meaunt to fool him.
Now wouldn't he, Clairy 1

** Yo—es. That's just—it," sobbved
the girl, her teoth chattering.

The two walked on a mowent in
silcnce. Then Mise Ostrander shifted
the basket on her arm, turned and held
out ber hand.

“Give me the can, Clairy; I can
carry both. You've got to go howe.
You’ve got to go back. Ned'll come.
I bet he'll come. And unleas you
straighten it up between you to-night,
it'll go crooked forever.”

Ciara drew back: *“ You can't go
into the woods alone. You'll be scared ;
and besides, I wouldn't go back aud
have ‘em make fun of me about it [
wouldn't—for anything " Minty laid
ber mittened hand firmly on the can.

“I kuow al! about seein’ the follow
you care about turn round and go o
courtin’ some other gicl, Clairy. You
wouldn't thiok I knew, waybe; but I
do. 1 ain’t a going to be the means of
partin’ you and Ned. [ don't want
to see no othergirl a-goin’ through life's
lonesorae as I be. You'vo got to g0
back. You baw't no cause for going
iato the house, nor lettin' on you're
there. You can jes' wait round the
front door. It Nud >losson coutea,
you')l be there to see him. If he
does’t come, uobody need know you
waited for him.” She took the can
balf forcibly from the girl's hand.
*Won't you be scared, in the woods
alooe, Minty "

“Nobody'll touch me.”

* There'slotsof—atrangers- -in some
of the campe™

“'F you waste auy more time, Clairy,
you'll lose your chance of swving Ned
Slosson. He's had time to come and
goes itis”

Clara Chessy accepted Minty's ad-
vice. The elder woman started on
ward with her double load ; and Clars,
her tears dispelled, her choeks glowing
and hosom panting with saudden hope,
set off with quick steps on her retura.

Minty Ostrauder stepped oo briskly
slove. The dappled cicuds rode faat
acroes the face of the moon. She had
reached the wood-road now, narroecy
and darker than the highway. That
she was afraid would be idle to deny.
She panted more from fear than from
tho weight of her load. But sho asid
to horeelf: *'Tisn't much for me to do
for ber. 'Tisn't much when you think
bow long life is, and how iouesome it
is when ali people care about you in
for the help you can give 'em in a
strail”  She kept atraight on, trying
not to ttart away from the sudden
shadows that the swaying boaghs
flung before ber ; trying not to remem-
ber that more or leas trampe always
3“(! their way to the neighborhood

the sugar-camp, hurrying ax fast an
she cenld. P amying

“Pebaw ! nolody'd tetch me” she
said to borself from time to time. But
ber beart was in & whirl and thoughts
went flying through ber hoad. She
thought over all the past—how Nich
oles Slomon bad said bitterly

“Take me now or nover,
Ostrander!”

And now sbe had cried just aa Clara
wes orying & few minutes ago, and

Miaty

answered : ** Nick, it can't Le now.
On acvount of father, it can't be now,
You know it can’t he now.” And how
Nick had gone off mad, and made up
to Ellen Good; and how they wero
wmarried, and how Ellen faded away
sud died, knowing her husbaud hadl
just taken her out of apite; aod how
sfter her death Nicholas 8losson hal
quit the neighborhood, leaving his
baby Loy to be brought up by hu
grandpsreuts.

Thiswas the boy (Ned) Slosson who,
Olara Cheaay had gone back to et
No one cosjectured it, but Ned Slos
son was dear to Arawints Ostrander.
She had often thought she should leare
him the savings she had in the Lank
She had sent Clara Chesay back to b
more on the bLoy's account than on
that of the gicl.

“He's fond of Clairy ; ['ve seen 1t
thess two year," Minty said to herseli
“ Au’ he's like his fathor; it 'll break
him up ‘f he loses the girl he wants."

Aramiota stopped suddenly, It was
time: she was near enough to the sugar
camp to see the firee. She atarted
around her. Surely she knew her way
through Ezra Cheesy's maple-woods.
Yot somehow she must have missed it.
She tried to collect herself, to fix some
landmark. The dappled clouds were
darker than when she had entered the
wood-rond. The bLare boughs sighed
wourufully in the riviog wind. Had
the cows feater than she thought and
fartbert It scemed s0. Minty Ost
rander was used to dilemmas, accustom
ed to collecting her wits and woatroll
ing her feelings. Aond she did both in
thesituation in which she found herself.
She brgan to retrace her s But
the more she scanned the paths the less
familiar they grew.  From time to timo
shoe stopped and listened to the silence,
or gazad into the dark aislea in hopes
of catching the distsnt glimmer of a
camp-ire. The moon, with its grest
pale ring, had gone out of sight behind
the darkening clouds. The basket on
her arm grew heavier with every step.
Sometimes it seemed aa if she caugbt
tho sound of a footstep, as if something
or some one wannearher. ‘] ’'m lost,
and I'm clean beat out. besides,” said
Misa Ostran ter to bersolf at last. She
set down her load.

* It sorcus asif 1 heard sounds. 1
reckon I'm getting nervons,” she mid.
“It "Il all come out ahout Ned sad
Cisiry, 100, now.” She stood stiil to
find in what direction the wiad was
biowing , and then, drawiog & deep
hireath, she placed ber hande ecach side
her nouth, gave a loog, abrill cry, and
listened breathless for the response. It
catar in an unlocked-for way. A wmen
stepped out from behind a great tree
on one side of where Miss Ostrander
was standiog—a solitary man, iudie-
tinctly disreputable in oatline ; » lurk-
ing stranger, who could bave no law-
fal Ludineas in these dark wooda,

* Have you lost your way I the man
ingnired.

Minty’s tougue clove thickly to the
roof of her wouth. Her lips folt like
lips of leather,

*1 ‘m near Fira Chessy's sagar-
camp,” ehe said. I 've got & heavy
basket, and I want one of the boys to
como and help me carry it the rest of
the way.”

“1 reckon  you're wrong there.
You're two niles from Ezra Chessy's
camp.”

“ How do you know that!” She
could see that tho man was tall and
not youne. His voics was not rough
oitker. Thero was oven i
familiaz about it. “* And whatare you
going here " She asked the quention
woro to show him she was mot too

scsred (o speak than for any other
Teason.

** T thought srwme of Chemsy's folks
would be bringin' down a luach. I
was banying arcund for that, and whea
1 saw you with your basket I followed

on. I’d bave yo.hl-\. ¥l

bad o't beem dw”



