ng. herself op
been 8o keen a

sslm\;’cﬁ - But if by any chanc
found her too tired for exertion.
igh for the life of the farm. The
re 0o heavy. Nor were they even
any sense of sympathy and companion-
Mug ed to keep up friendly and intimate

‘the neighboring farmers,

d expecting understanding or affection
gpbecn, no time to take real satisfac-
who were, moreover, absent at school for

0, after a period of heartsick inward -

brough hé’?:elf to ask nothing of the present
1 t0 finish her work, and that peace in the family"’
humors seldom allowed to remain unbroken,
me sort was needful to.give her courage for
lowed herself to look forward to the future, to
ould have finished her education and when she

me for more than a few hurried hours. out of the -

anticipation was one which held sg much happiness that she
it the solace of her loneliness, dwelling continually upon the
' w she and her daughter would sew together and talk
: rhggs even go off together upon little merry-makings
them.
b evening before, Julia’s schooling had reached its end in the
oceasion of the graduation exercises, for which the whole
jidé had come forth. Yet fulfillment of her mother’s wisl:
en destined to a little further postponement. For at breakfast
A Julia announced, with an air of some re-
N ticence and mystery, that she must go into
town to see Miss Ballard, her teacher; and
directly the meal was over she had taken
the horse and buggy and driven off.

But it was she who was turning at present
werew into the private road
that led to the barn.
Before long she came
around from the side
of the house and
stopped upon the

upper step. :
“The sun is so hot,
mother,” she said,
fanning herself with
a little green pamph-
let she held. “You
look cool there
in the shade. I'll
_take off my hat

“All through the day she
]:1}{ there, the struggle
going on in her soul.”

‘and be back X :
in a2 moment = 1}

to help you.” - €
She went
into the
house, but
presently re-

/turned, and taking a

piece of sewing from
the always overflow-
ing basket, fell to
folding: down a hem.-
The first. of  the
happy hours had begun. i % ; :
Mrs. Stanton could hardly keep her eyes upon her own worlke
often did she look over at the bright face bent above the piece of
checked cotton which was in process of becoming an apron.

conversation turned at once upon that culminating event of m
months and years—the ceremonies of the previous night.. 4
“You were so pretty,” Mys. Stanton said, with a tremor of f
pride in her voice. “You were the prettiest girl .there.” e
Julia’s red lips tried not to smile with undue satisfaction. “It W
the dress you made me,” she sought to be modest. But pleasuré
the compliment inspired her to give one in return. “Mrs Adams $

A

‘me that I looked exactly as you did when you came here after

were first married.” d AE
It was a comparison which, in point of fact, had not suited her
the least at the time; for it had seemed to hold a chilling forecast ¢
in another score of years she might be the thin colorless woman
mother was now, with meager features and faded eyes. Someth
the same view of it affected Mrs, Stanton, making her shake her he
sadly. “It is hard to believe to-day,” she said. :
“Never mind,” the girl said warmly. “You are a dear, good moth
And I love you. It is because you have had too much work and t
little play.” ; :
And all at once she decided to- take advantage of this auspici
opportunity—coming earlier and more aptly than she had dared

Yet she went about it indirectly, bending her head closer above
sewing, that her eyes might not meet her mother’s, '

“Mother,” she began in a low tone, “what do you suppose? ‘1
seems too ridiculdus to tell you—when I’'m so young, but,” her fact
flushed a charming pink and her lashes dropped shyly, “but Wil
Adams thinks he wants to marry me.”

A hand of ice was laid )

hrough all th
dwelling upon t
altogether from her life, leaving her desolate,
She had always said to herself that there would be at least a littl
time during which they could have each other undisturbed. And}
what.must follow thereafter she would wait to bear when it should
be laid upon her. But that it should be at once—and in the first
moments of her realized dream

She heqrd her own voice asking, “Do you care for him, dear?”

In the interest of the minute the girl forgot her sewing and let it
drop unheeded into her lap. “Yes, I do care for him,” she came out

earnestly. _“I care for him 3 good deal. But, mother, I don’t want
to marry him.” :

Mrs. Stanton drew a sharp breath. Then g
“Why do you not?” she sajd. )

T'he answer was given promptly, impetuously, “Because—because
“on't want to be like vou !”

when I am thirty-seven |
. INtentional ermelen 5o Q- T i i -
It was an unintent; il cruelty, inflicted in thoughtless sincerity. .
WS S0 true, the stab so  [Continued on Page 18

more lonely than beforess

1e put another question.

The thrust, howev:




