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Milly's Marriage Contract.

3 ELL, for my part, 1 don't =ee why folks eall Milly
Morrison a strong-amninded girl,” quoth to him-
selt the stalwart youny futner, John Avinstrong,
s he strode homewan! in the sunset glory after
a charming summer aftevnoon with the said Milly
on the river. 1t appenrs to me a wood deal like jealousy,
Decause there ain't @ girl in these parts that can hold a candle
toher. Thelittie daisy ! She knows well enough how much 1
think of her, and if I'm not mightily mistaken, she likes me
very well, too,  And, confouml it all, 'm not going to take
anybody’s word forit,  U'm just a-goiug to go inand win, und
Jet her strong-mindedness o to the dickens. ) gaess it will
never hurt me.” And whistling bithely, Ve Banksand Braes
o' Bonnie Doon,™ valiant John cleared the fence at a bound and
disappeared in the gloom of the woods beyond,

Yes, everyhody said Milly Mortison was strong-minded ; bhut
however it ot about or who flist suid it, M. Grandy didn't
know, Pretty Milly, with her rose-leaf cheek and her tender
brown eves and her goliden Inids, strowgminded ! Prepos:
rerons ! surely no girlin the countyy or town of Glenville had
half as many heanx nor half as many offets, as every one knew.
Rut certain it was that, no matter how hold and confident the
swiin,might be who tried his fate with Milly, he was always
known to come away wonderfnlly disconeerted, with not aword
as to why and wherefore,

*What could it mean?” wagred the gossip tongues, “ Why,
maybe shes strome-minded ;. yes, to be surve, Milly must he
strong-minded ; clse why did she let so many good chances
slip?”

And thus it came to the car of John Armstrong, the most
enerzcetie, the most enterprising youny farmer in Glenville, as
was commonly agreed. At st he gave eredence to the story
and culrivated her aequaintance ont of curiosity, merely to see
what manner of human kind a stvong-minded woman might
be, but Milly put forth no startling ideas in his presenee ; and
tinally when he fownd himself sulviued by her maidenly charms
after sitting opposite those innocent brown eyes and watching
the tluttering Hloom of that lovely face for one long, delicious
summer aiternoon, he settled in his mind that it was a mali-
cious falsehood about her,  Andl now the die was cast. He,
Johin Armstrong, would ask Milly for her love, and in his heart
of hearts he had no doubt that he shonld win the prize.

*Iust 1o think of her going around the country speechifying
and procliiming woman's vights ! * he exelaimed to himself, as
hie drove home the cows, *“Why .hia ! ha ‘—she's as innocent
as o gentle b, And as for having a will of her own—stuff
und nonsense ! I'd as soon expect Brindle to kick over the
wilk pail.  Nobody need talk to me about Milly Morrison
being i woman's righter. [ never see anything of it.”

Time sped, as time haz a way of doing, until nearly a week
had elapsed. It was a v night, and John and Milly stood
by the riverbank. All things werepropitious, The wind sighed
softly through the trece taps.  The younyg moon gazed at her
image in the sparkling water. John felt that the time had
come for him to unburden his heart.

“Milly,” he swid, softly, as he caught her hand, “1 have
something to tell you to-night, 1think you have guessed how
mmch 1 love you, Milly, darling, because it wag something 1
couldn’t conceal.  But I want to know—do you think—Imean,
do you love me a little, Milly "

“ Yes, Johm,” faltered she of the down-cast eyes and rosy
cheeks.

“ My little Mayflower! And (eestatically) will you marry me
dear, and help me make a hotne—a little home to ourselves?”

A pause, then slowly, “I dow't know, John, I love you
dearly, but—but—it seems like a great undertaking—a great
responsibility, I don’t believe 1 am fitted for it.”

“Pitted for it!” he laughed glecfully; * why, Milly you
know as well as 1 do that there isn’t a smarter girl in the whole
country than you are,” and he helped himself to a kiss from
the rosy lips.

*You suid help to make a home. I don’t think I quite
understand.  Won’t you explain, John, what you expect of me
~that is, what would T have to do?” she sid hesitatingly,

“Why," a little impaticatly, “strange you don't understand,
Milly. Make a home as other people do who get married and
live together. Yon run the house and Trun the farm. Of
course you would be willing to do your sharc of the work,
would't you? You know L am not rich.”

t

“Oh, L osee,” answered Milly 3 *“ you would raise the craps
and sell them, and take ewe of the stock.”

*CAnd,” put in Jehn, ¢ You would do the cooking, the dairy
work and the laundry work, and the vest,”

“Yes, to he swie; § guite widerstand you now,” she yeplied.

“Well, then,” he said fondly, * will you marry me, Milly?
You havn't said yet that you would.”

The long lashes drooped upon the rose-leaf checks for an in-
stant, wnd then a pair of innocent eves were raised to hisface,
and she asked timidly :

*But you havn't said yet what yon would give me for doing
my share of the work, John,”

“Give you!"” he eried inamanzement; *why, Milly Morrison,
what do you mean?”

“Why just this, Don't you see, John, that your work brings
vou in a fair profit; so much money every year? But wine
wonld bring me in nothing.”

“Why, Milly,” he answered reproachfully, ** you would have
a home and enough for your needs.” .

“*That is,” she veplied with dignity, **Ishould have my hoard
and clothes! But hear in mind, John, 1 can earn more than
that any day, Dencon Jones has wanted me to keep house for
him ever since his wife died, and I copld hiave my board and
clothes there and money in the hank et ér;v month."

“But, darling,” protested John, *doyou think I would beso
mean as to ever deny you money when you asked me for it ?”

“But that's just whatI would not do,” she answered. “If
1 do half the work, why shouldn’t I have half the profits?”

Half the profits! John was duzed at her audncity.

“I should do the work that you would have to pay some one
else to do,” she continued, “and if { work as many hoursaday

‘

as you do, and do wy work as faithfully as you do yours, why
should youn have all the profits and I nothing ?” '

John's amazement culminated in & white heat of passion.

“Well, Miss Morrison,” he said with superb scorn, “if you 8
are not willing to marry me ns other folks marry ‘and do ns
other folks do, yon can wait till some fellow comes along who §
is willing to take you on your terms.”

“ I sappiosic you think me very mercenary, John," said Milly,
gently ; **but truly Idon’t care half <o much for the money as
1 do for the principle of the thing.” ’ »

Secthing with rage and disappointiment, he led her howme
ncross the dewy mendows, At the gite she held out her hand |
and snid, sadly: “Good-hye, John. Remember1xstill love you Ji8
dearly, and if you had heen disposed to treat me justly, you iR
would huve found in me a good wife."” ’

John muttered something between his teeth, jummed his hat
down over his eyes and strode off in the darkness. But he
said to himself when he had stitled the tmult in his soul, that
after alf, folks were right.  Milly Morrison was most decidediy |
strong-minded, .

Somehow it got noised- about that Milly had refused John, §
and all Glenville was agog us to the veason for it.  Many a pro-
fessionn! gossip declared that ““surc as she lives, Milly Morri-
son will repent the day she ever gave such a proper young man
as.John Avmstrong the go-by.” RBut through it all, though |
perfectly awave that she was the theme of every tongue, Milly
bore herself with swiling unconsciousness, Not so John, Ina
moody and unhappy frame of mind, he shunned his youny
friends, and carried about an expression so scvere that there
were none so biave as to test his good humor with a jest, -  J

On a large farm on the outskirts of Glenville lived Milly Mor-




