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versity matter were vague, but

the rising inflection of her voice

held-a'timid anxiety. =
“Four years—if 1 get through.’
“Five or six years, then, in all.”

It was as if she were saying the
_term for- whiph ‘she had }i{ecen_ved

a sentence. il 3602 Bl
“Yes, but that isn’t really so
lonig.” The girl looked at'it from
the viewpoint of one who has time

* .for hopes. ““I’d-be only’ twenty-

three. I'll get you the book about
it and:you' can’see. ' Miss Ballard

sentforit. That was whatT went

9 o

after this morning. oA S
She-ran into the house and came

= back'with the pamphlet.: Together |
| they: looked over it, the girl ex-
ll plairiing, full of the excitement of

exhibiting newly ‘acquired knowl-
edge” Her enthusiasm' threwa
bfaint ‘reflection of itself -upon the

I blankriess of her mother’s soul, so
fl that at last, feeling she “had
ll awakened a reciprocal interest,

| Julia made her plea.

“You will help me to do it,
won’t you, mother?” she be-
sought. “You won’t want me to

il stay on here and lead a life like
{ yours? I ought to have a fair

L
“I don’t know what your father
will say,” Mrs. Stanton transferr-

ll ed the likelihood of difficulties.

“You must choose the right time

il to talk to him.” Julia’s eyes grew

wide with anticipated fright.
“Goodness! I don’t want to
talk to him,” she protested. “I'd
be so afraid of him that I wouldn’t
know what I was saying. I
thought you’d probably do it.”
“But he is fond of you, and
proud of you,” urged her mother.
Then she added—"“in his way.”
The girl laughed incredulously.

il “I'd rather run away than suggest
ll college to him,” she, stated defi-

nitely. ‘d can see him when he

| hears what it will cost—though

he’s perfectly able to afford it. I'm
certain he is. Everybody says he
has plenty of money—enough to
give you a hired girl, too, if he
wanted to. No, I'm not going to
talk to him,” she reiterated. “But
you know how to manage him,
mother.”

Mrs. Stanton thought of the
price at which she had learned it
and of the trepidation. with which
she exercised her knowledge upon
the few occasions when necessity
or duty drove her to it.

But this was surely duty now.
Julia was right; she ought not to
stay on here, wasting the promise
of ‘her youth, settling down un-
willingly to marry young Adams,
or another like him; doing hard
work, losing her freshness and her
strength. There were women who
lived the life of the farm content-
edly enough, but it would not be
so with Julia.

Yet it would be no easy matter
to make her husband look at it in
the same way—he who had always
been so impatient with her own
inability to endure the strain. He
would say that it was she who had
been putting notions into Julia’s
head, spoiling her. And it would
be the expense which, above all
else, would rouse his wrathful
protests. Always, for wecks in
advance she shrank from ‘the

_Julia ‘had said, he was’well-

‘bors. . Sheer terror. at the prosp
‘sewing. .

‘with hands which shook too
to hold a-needle. =~

-mother ;exlﬁbi_teal?a} “déplo
‘weakness in handling Jimimy..
‘stubborn’ indolence ‘was beirnig s
‘dillged: and  fostered. . It .was s
very.well - for her ‘mother, to

‘things herself than bring it a

like his. father—and to. Ju

ordeal of -asking’ him" for’ enoug

money to buy herself and the.{%
dren clothing—to get some nec
sity for the household.: Y

above, the majority of his n

began to . possess  her,, until
length she: had to:put down,

““T must _shell the ‘pea.s for
per,” ‘she ‘said. It could' be

“Why .don’t you have Jirg

nion that' r

It waseJulia’s. o

that the constant struggle of
tired her, that she had rathe

But the boy would become exa

mind there was no worse compari:
BOtL . sl Gt e Sim s

.Her conception of its full im
might have been enhanced had
been present to'hear what passe
between Mr. Stanton and his w
thatnight. .~ -
. There was no immediate need
settling the matter. But by th
time evening had come, she hat
decided that anticipation’ wa;‘ﬁ

useless prolonging of her drea

So, when the two children had

oy

gone to bed, and she and her huse

band were in their room togetheny

she ventured what she had to say.
Once, long ago, when she hag

intervened to save Jimmy . fr

a' punishment  altogether dispro-

portionate to any offense of whick
a four-year-old baby:could be cap-
able, there had been a scene almost
equal to this one. . She had cons
quered then, and she did so now.
Yet, when it was over, when-her
husband had fallen into the heavy
sleep. following upon the exhaus:
tion of anger, she lay. awake until
sunrise, dizzy with fatigue, quivers
ing with nervousness, heartsick
with recognition of the days angd
years before her. She crept out of

bed at the first light, and wenk °

about preparing breakfast.

Julia cast anxious looks at her
father’s face as he came to 'the
table and ate in grim silence,
“What did he say?” she asked of
her mother as soon as they were
alone. Mrs. Stanton spared her
the whole truth—which she her-
self was loath to recall.

“I think he will let you do it,” -

she answered. S

The girl’s uneasy face lighted
with satisfaction. “I am so glad,”
she exclaimed. “You are the
greatest one for
things.” She threw her arms
about her mother’s neck and kiss-
ed the hollow cheek with facile
gratitude. “Was he fearfully
cross?”’

“Yes,” said her mother. “He
was.” The very lightness of the
thanks told her how little her
ordeal had really been apprecl”
ated. And it seemed only fair
that the girl should realize some-
thing of what
her sake. '

managing .

had been met for



