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The Story

P

of Prudence

~
HE was nineteen when she was
introduced to me, a girl with

big, gray eyes, a red mouth
matching the eyes in size, a

d qQuiet manner, and a sweet
smile for you—if she liked you. Her
two sisters had married early, but
a love affair of hers had been broken
off—it had been a real love affair, and
had promised well—because her father
was a chronic invalid at the time, with
no hope of a change, and her mother
did not feel herself equal to the care
of him. Prudence acquiesced in this,
as she had in everything they had
planned for her, from the worn-out
clothes of the girls, to their left-off
dolis.

The old Academy was good enou,
for Prudence; she wnu‘l{! never ﬁ‘
pretty, and her common ways with
poor people, which they could not in-
duce her to leave off, would always be
in her way.  She had been seen fo
kiss the washerwoman's baby in the
church before anyone who chose to
look ! Her excuse had been that
the baby knew her, and had smiled
at her, and was ‘‘such a darling,”
which sunk the poor girl into deeper
dtplhsv of infamy, for Prudence had
been in the habit of ironing their
own wash, and one other, to pay
for the washing of theirs, but none of
them seemed to be aware of this
But it accounted for her acquaint
ance with the baby,

Now, the complaining old father was
dead; he had complained of every
ill that flesh is heir to during his life,
but he died quite quietly,  and
painlessly, at last. The mother wished
to break up the home, and go to live
with one of her daughters, The
clay was not dry on her father's
grave when this was proposed, and
the tears rushed to the girl's eyes,

fore she could hide them. There
would.be no one to plant even grass
upon it, if they left now.

“You have no consideration for
me,” moaned the widow, who re-
clined in becoming weeds upon a
couch, while Prudence washed the tea
things. ““Your poor father never had
any feeling for me; he was always
taken up with his own complaints,
which were quite imaginary, and not
real at all.”

‘‘Real or not, they killed him, mo-
ther. And lo not want to rush
nwn‘unul the grass has started up-
on his grave. And no one knows
whetlher I should be welcome, or
not.”

“Welcome! Where do you mean?"

“‘At Henrietta's.”

“1 am going to Henrietta. I thought
you might stay here until we get a
tenant, and that will give you time to
look limm you. You will have to get
a situation of some kind."”

Prudence looked at her mother in
surprise, but the latter went on com-

: “That will was the most un-
the world! The idea of giving

Just in
you this ling it to you

years ago, and I signing the deed
quite unconsciously.
a

It was an out-

was eep me from getting any
good of it! But I shall collect the
rent all the same.”

“Father meant to be just; he gave

ou all the rest,
his old home isn
he gave it use 1 love it."
o ill do you very little , you
will find. And this fad about not
oing in mourning! Every one will
“T bave :&T«n’"{" buy mourning
0
with, mother, heard father
me not to wear it. He thought it

was foolish.”

ou and the girls.
7| worth m’ich, and

looking out always

“No widow ever goes without, any-
way. And the way they put in the
white frilling now, makes even the
caps becoming. I'm sure I'm glad of
some change.”

So Prudence was left alone in the |

house for a while, dependant upon
a chance neighbour to come in and
stay with her. The flowers had taken
root upon her father’'s grave, and the
grassy borders of it were green hefore
she found the “situation.” And then
it was an aunt ~ho came to her res-
cue; not the aunt who was her guar-
dian, but another in another part of
the Province. This aunt had written
some essays which “had been pub
lished, and also a sketch or two, so
she posed as a literary character, So
she took pood Prudence in in more
ways than one, for there was a family
of children, and not too much to live
upon, with the farm running down

The children were girls, neglected
and unkempt, but they were affection
ate and not lazy, and Prudence soon
recrganized the household. The bent,
overworked father took heart; he had
his meals with regularity, and though
plain they were wholesome, The gar-
den was made most of, and so was
the orchard. The poultry was looked
after, the houses cleaned and white-

washed.
Prudence stayed here, busy and
happy until she was thirty, The girls

grew up and were married. The aunt
still pottered with her “literary’” work
though at the last it consisted of
a scattering of papers, a collection of
reference books, winding up with:
“Prudence, come here. This is under
way now. You may finish i

And Prudence would do as well as |

she could. If the thing turned out
well, the praise belonged to the aunt;
if ill, Prudence got the blame. This

is the fate of some poor, groping |

souls in this world, and nothing ever
changes fate, it is said. When the
children were all married, a brother
of the uncle came to live there, an
invalid who reminded her of her fa-
ther. Prudence was kind to him,
chatting with him as he went about
leaning upon his crutch, and waiting
upon him without stint—too kind, she
found at last. For the overworked
master of the house died, and they
three were left to keep themselves to-
gether—a household.

Time went on, Prudence was thirty-
four. She was happy and content
for she hsd seen the man she had
loved in her youth. He was stout,
dl-natured and arrogant. His wife
trembled at his frown, and wept when
he scolded, which was not the treat-
ment he dese: Prudence felt, Her
other was delé, and one of her
sters; she was now almost without
ties. Then this household also began
to go to pieces. The old man, past
seventy, now, and very feeble would
be left alone. The aunt was soon to
be married again.

“Prudence, why can’t you take bro-
ther Jesse and take care of him? We
are going so far he could never stand
the Loumey, and besides, he is not
my brother—only my husband's. It
will take off my mind if you
will do thi

“Certainly I will do it if there is
0o _one else.”

The aunt kissed her with effusion.
‘You are too good, Prudence! Come
n here, Jesse! Prudence says she
will take you and care for you as

as you live.”
dence was not looking, or she
would have seen something which
might have opened her b
might not, She was singularly open
and honest , and so was not
for dishonesty in

,I.ond

others. She heard the tap of the
crutch, and sprang up when the old
man t over and kissed her.

“Oh!” she cried; ‘‘you needn't do
chat 1" 5

The aunt laughed. ‘‘Prudence is
an old maid, Jesse,” she uid' “and
I reckon you needn't do that.”

In a few days people began to
question he about when “it" was to
be, and whether she meant to move
to her own house, or stay on there.
|She was aghast, and went to her
aunt for an explanation. “Mrs.
Brown has just told me that there
is a story out that I am to marry
Uncle Jesse—"' 3

“Uncle Jesse! Why he is not akin
to you, child.”

“T know. She said, you had told
her so. Is that true?”

“Certainly it is true. Did you not
promise that in my presence?’’

“No, T did not !l said I would take
care of him if there was no one else
I don't see where you got that other
notion. Certainly that will never be!
He doesn’t understand it in that
way !

“Doesn’t he?" quoth the aunt with
sarcasm ; “‘ask him!"

She did ask him. He shilly-shal-
lied awhile, but owned that that was
what he ‘‘understood.” he aunt
had followed her, and now said: “I
am sure I do not see how you meant
to take care of him, and live, just
you two in a house by yourselves,
without marrying. You must be a
fool, Prudence.”

“There would have to be a—a cer-
emony, I su ,"" faltered the old
man, meekly, “if only to stop the |
mouths of the gossips, but, my child,
that would be all. You would be
free, except for the services you |
might choose to render me.” There
was a queer look on the aunt’s face
as she went out of the room, but
she said no more. Her victim had
entered the toils, flounder as she
might, she would only the more
surely entangle herself,

The preparations for her own wed-
ding went on, the aunt en-
joying the situation very much, for
| the man she was to marry had ask-
|ed Prudence first, had insisted, and
| been exceedingly hard to put off. |
| The poor old “uncle’’ took to his bed
\and meekly tried to die, or seemed to. |
Prudence waited upon him, at last
| making concessions which raised him
from the death-couch with an alacrity
| which would have been suspicious, if
| poor Prudence had noticed it. He
‘had no money, so there was no ob-
jection; if he had had even a mod-
erate fortune, it is doubtful if Prud-
ence would have been offered a living
sacrifice, as she was. It followed that
they went to a squire’s office, and
were married a week before the
others.

Prudence went about her prepara-
tions for leaving calmly, and not un- |
| happily. After all, it would no
| worse than she had done all of her
|life. There had always been some-
body that needed her, and it might
Iba “Uncle Jesse” as well as another,
| If, only she had noticed that horrible
jauntiness, that effusiveness in his |
manner, sooner! There was no doubt |
that the newly-made husband was re-
newing his youth. He did not trou-
|ble her unduly, but he was alwa s |
at her elbow, and she did not like
it. Her temper was not the best; al-
though she was usually so patient,
| there were things she had no ence
with whatever, and when on the even-
ing of that other wedding, he pulled
her down upon his knees, after the
others had left them, with some awk-
ward, lover-like speech, she flew into
a passion and nearly struck him. For
a long time afterwards, she wished
she had struck him; it is certain that
the “few, and well-chosen words” in
which she made him understand his

and | position, and hers, were as great a

shock to him as a thrashing would

ve been.
When that other bride returned‘

from her wedding trip, and the once
again meck and lowly Jesse inforaed
his sister-in-law that “she’” had told
him that he was now so strong and
well that he might take care of him-
self, her rage was fearful. The al-
lowance Prudence made him helped to
salve her wounds, however, for Prud-
dence had fallen heir to a snu
g:operly when the old aunt, who ha
en her guardian, died..

. So she kept the poor, mistaken man
in her family, and helped him try for
a divorce (which he did not obtain.)
Her husband showed great interest in
the story, ferreting it out down to the
motive, and roared with laughter every
time he thought of it. Prudence lives
untroubled in her old home. She does
a little writing, a little sewing, and
goes out not a little among the poor
and unfortunate.

“After all,” said the aunt, “I
ought not to have expected anything
else from Prudence; she was always
such a fool. She worked all that time
for us absolutely without pay; didn't
even get her clothes. To be sure I
started her in literature, and it is
queer how she goes on in it now she
is away from me, for she is such a
ninny.”

A Progressive Farming Com-
munity

‘“Life is what we make it,” is very
evident by the motto of the commun-
ity of farmers in a thriving county
of south-western Ontario, for here are
some homes that have been improved
and made comfortable with modern
conveniences, thus adding much to
the desirability of farm life, and do-
ing more than anything else to induce
the young people to remain on the
farms. Among the additions to the
average farm home may noti
tanks, in which the water supply is
govmed by automatic floats in

arnyard and stable, whole villages
connected by rural telephone lines,
and last but not least, where on near-
ly every living room table may be
seen many of the farm plrn o{ the
day, including The Canadian Dairy-
man and Farming World:

“Oh, but these are luxuries which
cost a lot of money,” some may say.
Not necessarily a great lot. Take
for instance, the water supply on the
farms of Henry Johnson and James
Ogilvie, whose houses are nearly
posite each other, on the same roa

These progressive men believe in

cooperation. They built a reservoir
on a rise of nd between their
two places. hey joined issues in

putting down a well, and in
up a windmill, after which .51':“13
the water at his own_expense
the reservoir to his buildings.

“Isn’t this telephone business ex-
Bcnnive.’" was asked of one man.

‘Well, no,” was the reply. “You
see we own the 'phones; and the wir-
ing cost us but very , and that's

about all. We save many times more
than the cost of the 'phone in a
by being in touch our
storekeeper, who sends us the latest
market returns, how the supply
demand is, and everything of that
"*iHiow about the poles, the setting
““How about the poles,
and putting up of &‘: wire?” “Oh,
we don’t count that much. We cut
the poles out of our own woods,
performed the labor togsther.”
“Does the pleasure and profit de-
rived from the telephone repay you
for the outlay?”’
" i oes, both from a soc-
ial and a business standpoint. The
ladies use the wire a good deal, some
too much, and by connect-
ing with other lines, we are able to
be put in touch with several
towns.”
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