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her, and she turned to hide from him in his arms,
tremblingly afraid, no longer asking love, but
pleading against it.

Time passes with them. The old farm-house
has had some architectural additions—a tiny
conservatory, a long dining-room, with quaint
porches and latticed windows: for Andrew and
his wife appreciate too keenly the beauties of
their home to mar its character by modernizing
it. Andrew has learned to wear evening clothes
as casily as he does his old velveteens, and—
0 st sic omnic I~—himself often buys the little
high-heeled shoes in which Judith’s heart de-
lights, for Judith never put off the old Eve of
her harmless vanities.

Every winter Andrew and his wife go to town
for a while, and visitors ecome to the farm-house
who fairly electrify the village with their
“cranks.”

The best known of these is a little black-
a-vised man with big diamonds, a profane
tongue and a guilty but “thankful eart.” He
cherishes, so he says, a hopeless passion for Miss
Myers, and indeed Miss Myers likes the new
rdgime very well, for she was never ousted
from the house-keeping department, and if it
was a glory and a credit to manage well for
Andrew and herself, how much greater it is to



