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I ii.«Tucker so much. He—he has been Aunt Viney feel this way!” exclaimed 
very kind to us. I I am very grate- Rose Mary with di•‘trees in her blue 
fill to him and 1 ” Rose Mary falter- eyes that she raised to Uncle Tucker’s, 
ed and dropped her eyes. A tear that wore bent benignly upon her as 
trembled on the edge of her black she stood in the barn door beside him. 
lashes and then splashed on the chub- "She says that as the Lord has grant- 
'ly cheek of Peter the reposer. ed her her fourscore years by reason

"* see,” said Everett coolly, and a of great strength, she oughtn’t to re
flint tone made his usually rich voice mind Him that He has forgotten her 
harsh and tight. For a few minutes by having an eighty-eccond birthday 
he sat quietly looking Rise Mary ovei Everybody in Sweetbriaar has been 
with an inscrutable look in hie eyes looking forward to it for a week, and 
that finally faded again into the utter it was going to be such a lovely party, 
world weariness. "1 see-and so tfce. What shall we do? She siys she just 
bargain and sale goes on even o» won’t have it, and Aunt Amandy is 
Providence Road under Old Hsfpeth. crying when Aunt Viney don't see it.

the old people will never have She’s made up her mind, and I don’t 
to give up the Briars while you are know what more to say to lier.” 
here to pay the price of their proteo- "Rose Mary,” said Uncle Tucker, 
tion. Rose Mary. Never I” with a quisr.ical smile quirking: at the

“I don't believe they will—my faith corners of his ’mouth, "nrghty often 
in Him makes me sure,' answered the ingredient of permanency is 
Rose Mary with lovely unconscious- out in the making up of a woman's 
ness as she raised large, ■ omforted mind, one way or another. Can’t you 
eyes to Everett's "I don't knew how kinder prevail with your Aunt Viney 
I’m going to manage, hut somehow somee I’ve got n real hanker after 
my cup of faith seems to get filled this little birthday to-day. Jest back 
each day with the wine of courage her around to another view of the 
and the result is mighty apt to be a question with a slack plow-line. Looks 

song.” And Rose Mary's face blush- |jke it’s too bad to—” 
ed out again into a flewering of "Rose Mary, oh, Rose Mary, where 
smiles. are ye, child?” came a call in a high,

“A sort of cup of heavenly nec- gwwt „ld quaver of a voice from down 
tar," answered Everett with an an- the garden path, and Mias A'manda 
swering smile, but the keen look still hove in sight, hurrying along on eager 
in hie eyes. "See here, I want you hut tottering little feet. Her short, 

'to promise me something—don't ever, 6kimpy, gray skirts fluttered in the 
under any circumstanoee, tell any- spring breesee and her bright, eld 
body that- 1 know about this mort- eyes peered out from the gray shawl 
gage. Will you?" she held over her head with tremulous

"Of course. I won t if you tell me excitement She was both laughing 
not to,” answered Rose Mary immed- ani] panting us Rose Mary threw her 
lately. “I don’t like to think or talk arm ground her and drew her into the 

door of the barn. "Sister Viney has 
nted in her mind about the 

along of a verse 1 was just 
new a-reading to her in our morning 
lesson Saint Luke says: ‘It is meet 
that we should make merry and be 
glad, for this thy brother was dead 
and is alive again,’ and at the same 
minute the recollection of how sick 
Mr. Mark has been hit us both. 
‘There now,’ she says, ‘you folks can 
jest go on with that party to-day fer 
the benefit of our young brother 
Everett’s coming to so good after all 
his sufferings. This time I will con
sider it as instituted of the Lord, but 
don't nobody say birthday next April, 
if I’m here, on no account whatever.' 
I take it as a special hading to me 
to have read that ver>« this morning 

Viney, and won't you please 
go over and tell Sally Rucker to go 
on with the cake, Rise Mary? Sister 
Viney called Jennie over by sun-up, 
when she took this notion, and told 
her to tell her mother not to make it, 
even if she had already broke all the

c
16*10 .** f

These i 
the man

and also 
enemies.

by these 
pie must 

i awe and 
feel that 
day to gi 
frrently v

^HOSE love truth best who to themselves
And what they dare to dream of, dsre to do.—

fames Russell Lowell. But

«66

Rose of Old Harpeth s get that . 

earth in

by our sit 
worth of 
things in 
striving a 
a commis: 
tour with 
how man) 
with thei 
found the 
and dull 
what suet 
fear they 
aged and

By MARIA THOMPSON DAVIESS 
"Copyright, 1912. The Bobbi-Merrill Company”

(Continued from last week) 
en 1 woke 1 

in the middle 
.r-poster in my 

room under the roof of the Briars and 
you were pouring something glorious 
and hot down my throat, while the 
wonderful t Id angd-ninn in the big 
gray hat, who had got me out in the 
field, was flapping bis wings around 
on the other aide of the pillows I 
went to sleep under your very hands 
- and I haven't waked up yet—ex
cept in ugly, impatient ways I never

sorrows have come to them along 
Providence Road. I am not unhappy 
over it, because I know that their 
Master isn’t going to let anything 
happen to take them away. Every 
night before I go to sleep 1 just leave 
them to Him until I can wake up in 
the morning to begin tc keep care of 

m for Him again It waa all

me oak you 
some questions before you tell me any 
more,” said Even tt, quickly covering 
the sympathy that showed in hie eyes 
with his business tone of voice. "la 
it (lidecn Newsome who holds this 
mortgage?’’

HAS you know wh 
AA was anchorsd h 

* of that four-pc

1
lit a minute, let°Wa

"I wonder what you would he 
—awake"'' said Rose Mary softly, as 
•he gently lowered thi- head of young 
Peter down into the hollow of her 
arm, where, in close proximity to 
Shivifl.v’s, he nodihd off into th • 
depths I think I’m afraid 
waking you I’m always so 
when Aunt Viney has snuffl'd away 
her asthma with jiinsou weed and got 
down on her piilew, and I have rub
bed all her joints; when the General 
has said his prayt n ithout stop
ping to argue in the midd'e. and 
Uncle Tinker has fini hed hie chapter 
and pipe in lied without setting us 
nil on fire, that I regard people asleep 

i a most blessed condition. Won't 
you phase try and stay happy, tuck
ed away fast here at the Briars, with- 

wanting to wake up and go all 
ovi r New York, when I won’t know 
whether von are getting cold or hun- 

a pain in your lungs?''
"Again I promi-el Just wake me 

enough to go out and hoe for you is 
all 1 ask your row and your kind of

like

party, all
to try 
happy
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"Mu y he hoeing in my row 

you finish your own in fine style,” 
laughed Ruee Mary. "And I think it's 
wonderful of you to study up our land 
so Uncle Tucker can do la tter with it 
We never seem to lie able to make 
any more than just the mortgage in
terest, and what well wear when 
the ti unks in the garret are empty I 
don't see. We’ll have to grow feath
ers Thinks like f d-*» teeth jus 
to lie impossible.”

"Do you mean to tell me that th' 
Briar* is seriously encumbered?" de
manded Everett, with a quick frown 
shewing between his brow and a 
business ki en 1 ok

"The mortgage on the Briars covers 
it as completely as the vines on the 
wall,” answered R-w Mary quickly, 
with a humorous quirk at her mouth 
that relieved the note of pain in her 
voice "1 know we can never pay it, 
but if something could be done to 

the old folks always, 1 
think ti tonie and 1 could stand it. 
They were born here and their roots 
strike deep and twine with the 
of every tree and bush at the 
Their graves are over there 
the atone wall, and all their joys and

lake
rle.”
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Amandy, I’ll run over 
Rucker, and then she 

away to get things 
id Aunt Viney is—” 
Rose Mamie,” came 

hail from up the path 
ouae and down came the 

General at top speed, with a plumy 
setter frisking in his wake. "Aunt 
Viney asks for you to <xm« there to 
her this minute. There is a-going to 
be the party and it’s right by the 
Bible to have it, acme for Mr Mark, 
too. Tobe Poteet said ‘ahcm when I 
told him he couldn’t come, 'cause 
they wasn’t a-going

and tell 
will begi 
ready. I am so gla 

‘ Rise Mamie, I 
another loud 
toward the h

about it. I only told you 
wanted to help us. Help offers are 
the silver linings to trouble clouds, 
and von brought this one down on 
yourself, didn’t you ? Of course, it's 
selfish and wrong to tell people about 
your anxieties, but there ia just no 
other way to get no close to a friend 
Don't you think perhaps sometimes 
the Lord doesn't bother to 1 temper 
the winds,’ hut just leads you up on 
the sheltered side of somebody who is 
stronger than you are and leaves you 
there until your storm ia over?"

CHAPTER II 
THE FOLKR-0ARDEN 

"Well,” seid Unc’e Tucker 
tively, "I reckon a feetibul 
birthday can be taken as a l 
compliment tc the Lord and no speo 
ini glorification to yourself. He In
stil ted your first one Himeslf, and I 
see no harm in jeet a-mnrking of the 
years He send you. What are Sister 
Viney's special reasons against the
'""Oh. I don't know what makes

because youyes, how did you know?” 
Mary with a mild sur- 
ey<e ns she raised them 
intently on her. "Uncle 
to get the money 

six years ago It—it was a debt
honor—he—we had to pay.” A 
l crimson spread itself over Rose 

Mary’s brow and ch-oka and flooded 
down her white neck under the 
of her blue dress serose her breast. 
Tears rose to her eyes, but she lifted 
her head proudly end looked him 

ght in the face. "There is a 
reason why I would give my life—why 
I do and must give my life tc protect- 

them from the consequences of 
disaster. No sacrifice is too great 

for me to make to save their home 
for them

“Do you mind telling me how much 
the m< rtgago is for?” asked Everett, 
still in his cool, thoughtful voice.

"For ten thousand dollars," an
swered Rose Mary "The land is 
worth really has than fifteen. No
body but such a—such a friend as Mr.

uld have loaned Uncle

asked Rose 
prise in her

Tucker had 35
rick
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o ming into hit

to be no party on 
account of worrying the Lord about 
formatting Amt vinay, and I was jeet 
a-going to knock him into stuffings, 
'cause they can't nobody aay ‘shoo’ 
at the Bible or Aunt Viney neither, 
to me, when there Aunt Viney called 
for ua to go tell everyth dy that the 
party was a-going off and be sure and 
come. I believe God let her call me 
before I hit Tobe, ’cause I ain’t never 

. hit him yet, and maybe now 1 never 
I will have to do.”
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