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seoms a dreadful lot to

best
1 wouldn’t do that for any-

all day long, and thal

Mother's Holiday

By FANNY E. SHEPHERD
(Continued from last week)
ways had no end of a job to get her

647 think it's nice to know all about
I everybody, don’t you?"’ she con-
tinued  loquaciously. “You
cume and sit by me presently and lll
show you & new stitch of knitting,
and she trotted off to find her own spe-
cial chair in the rotunda
Left to herself, there was plenty to
amuse Mrs. Hall in the fresh people
coming in. Everything was hod no;

Mmmhuutwhp
ing to be ill. I'm sure 1 am suffering (hemsels

66 VA! Edith! Helen! Do come
l here, girls, and see how beau-
tifully our Easter lily is opening
out! Won't he be pleased, girls, and
won't it brighten up that quy little
front room of his cabin?’ And
Blanche Hoffman executed a cake
walk in pure happiness, and her three
quieter sisters smiled in sympathy.
Nature in all her moods and phases
was a beautiful revelation to each of
the Hoffman sisters, and they had
been greatly interested in watching
the gradual development of the beau-
oful Easter lily, and planning how
best to extend the happiness it occa-
sioned to others less fortunate than
ves

'he next day again there was only
letter and they clustered mng‘i'.,

have been to a pictmx
know I always thought

ed places; b
1 laughed till 1 eried when

the fat old man fell over the pail of
white-wash, and then of course

church, or to town,
monch-;’ and now she seems to quite

Dollie laughed as she picked
ter. ‘It seems to me thal

fell
find his slippers for instance—."" But held my breath when the girl fell over

and so strange, and yet
familiar. Scarcely having had & meal
away from home all those years, she
felt almost like Enoch :\rtlwll‘-ln\l
she found the simplest things keenly
interest.ng.

Pmntg the superintendent, “"ho
has the sweetost face I ever saw,” a8
she wrote home afterwards, came and
sat down by her and had a chat with
her, telling her the aims o!. the
Y.W.0.A. Mrs. Hall fell quite in
love with her, as she sat talking; for
it is not only the young folks who take
violent likes and dislikes; older folks
do it almost as often. There was o
be a gymnastic class during the even-

ing and s song service to which she

was cordially invited.

¥
Presently the sound of the piano

attracted her to the drawing rooms
and she made her way there, carefully
aveiding her loguacious friend of the
supper table, as she most

ing the intricacies of
B s o study, Hyma &
buman interests to -::' e L. oy

wed , some E
:utol’tll,::nold old favorites, some

Mthmd;th-W’-m. pail

joined in with her still sweet con-
Erh:h:nnduuh-lnnodhnkmth
comfortable easy-chair and closed her
the years seemed to roll away and
rmld imagine she was in the Bible
da-.l:‘th country rectory of dear old
next afternoon Mr. Hall drove

into town, “just on the ol-dnn-:

coming back, )
said half shamefa “1 wouldn't
have her come and nobody

a post-oard, and r. Hall
ble he remarked rue-
.f:n:.‘mrmnh.m;&

Mr. Ball was out of hearing; and
Dollie w

the
bottom; and there was onme or two of
Oh it was beautiful,
, sand when it wus
over, and I came out, winking and

did was to stop a little newsboy and
asked him to direct me the nearest
way to another pictnr.luhov.

X most of them useful but some p
“But the were best

Into their neighborhood but a short
time before had unobtrusively entered
a stranger, old and shabby and bowed
with rheumausm. ‘‘Momsie” Hoff-
man, as the girls lovingly called their
mother, had immediately shown a
neighborly interest in the forlorn
stranger, who perceptibly brightened
under the kindly smiles and minis-
trations of the motherly little woman,
“Daddy’’ Hoffman plowed the old
man’s little garden spot, gave him
pasture for his cow, and did the num-
berless little things that a younger
man can do for the old.

The four sisters, from the depths
of their loving, unselfish natures,
pitied his loneliness and ministered to
his helplessness. They read and
sang to him and chatted of the neigh-
borhood news or helped him in the
little household tasks about the tiny
cabin, 50 near their own comfortable

me.

“Their own,” did I say? A shadow
always came over their sky when their
thoughts went out to the efforts they
were 80 heroically making to keep for
their own the dear old farm home
whose associations bad become so
dear 0 all their hearts. They re-

» membered the long illness cn the part

of Edith, when it seemed that in spite
of every effort her dear presence must
be lost from their family circle, until
the noted specialist from the city had
been called and saved her life; but
they were also forced to remember
added expenge of those anxious days,
as a result of which a dreaded mort-
gage had been placed upon their little
home. True, it was not much, but
neither was their income, and so it
had meant the closest economy to
meet the yearly payments and at the
same time keep up the living expenses
and make the necessary improve-
ments, Bravely and cheerily they had
met discouragements, until mow they
believed they could see cheir way clear

% to final annulment of the wlortgage,

should the crops prove as good as
usual this year.

And so the Easter season came up-
on them and they were happier than
they had been since those trying days
three years before; and the Easter lily
seemed to know their happiness and
to join in the rejoicing,

Late in the day before Easter the
four girls took the lily they had tend-
ed so carefully and started for the
little cabin just showing above the
ridge. Easter was late that year and
the glories of springtime were full
upon
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“Let’s stop in and show the lily to
Mrs, Ko Iva, as they
neared the home of another neighbor.
The others assented, and as they
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