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Honora Apeit l

Mattbougb ta be sure it was a wintry sort ai
smle-anti Matt watcbedth îe autfit drive
off with the moft curious expression on bis
face that he's ever worn! It was like as if hc hati
just came ta out ai somne kinti ai a trance antid*4~ 1 4
couldn't believe it had really happened-tbis
adventure with Miss Honora and the orphans!

There was no doubt about it, Matt Stubbs had a
way wih him. Not a youngster in the village but
would run to jump on t he back of his car or buggy,
and be certain of an invitation to "get right in," and
go for a drive. fle was queer in same ways but
pretty human, far more human and approachable,
the club agreed, than Honora. And it certainly was
odd be hadt neyer married for lie could have liad bis
."pick" of the cauntryside. 0f course he was
homely as, mud. But then, with a man that is
neyer a seriaus handicap in the matrimonial race.

So the club's tongues and its needies clicked, fast
and furiaus, all afternoon on the latest develop-
mente of this latest bit of choice local news, and
strangely enough up an the bll Miss Honora's ears
failed ta burn. Perhaps she was too dceply en-
groesed ini caria g for the physical weI-being of ber
smali guests. e had made themselves quite at
home, altbaugh they had scarcely been under ber
roof twenty-four hours. Sbe litted their soit cbatter
and their truly French manner, haif quaint, hall gay, and
altagether charming, Events bad came upon them so
?quikly and tbey hart lived so intensely these past
few weeks, seen eo many new sights, experienced such a
motley crowd of new sensations one on the beels of
another, that those first awful things asciated with
the Huns' invasion of their homne town were now but a
vague and diminishing memory-eo merciful is lufe to the
very young. The ugily dreamas that hart tortured tbem
would fot sear their littî hearts any more. Already the
liathetic questianing in their dark eyees was giving way ta
somnething that resembled happîneas.

Some such thaoughts as thes.-e busied themnselves in the
mind af M iss Honora as she " ran up " an the sewing-
machine a pretty pink ginghamn dress for Edme andi a
blue Russian blouse for Macel-the material had been
in the bouse for weeks--while the cbildren played
outdoors, their merry laughter coming to her tbrougb the
the vine-sbaded windows looking out on the garden.

Sbe wondered when Mlatt would takeiît nto his had to
caîlfor the boy. 'There were somneitems ta becleared Up
For instance, what was that about a leter that would".explain " andl where w-as the letter? How had he been
able ta keep the knowledge to himself that he was
getting an arpban?

"lI)rat the iiaýn!" she exclaiîmed aloud. "Tf it had been
aboybut î. ... . Aftcr ail these years!"

Her lips drew ta a straîglit and uncompromising line.
"l'Il have just as lttle ta say 10 him as 1 can," she

reflected, bitterlv. '*He
needn't think At *t 
becaujse 1 was forcd to ThmwsA

precedent for Myfuture ît, i.
attitude."

And wlien lie carne she
wonthextnbn v tofakndr
theutnt o u ndrenta (
questions, but she'd find
out what she wanted to,
oh yes, indeed I One tbing
particularly must be made
quite clear-Marcel being
her Edmne's brother, was
entitled ta as goati a brini
up as Edmne herself. Te
chldren came of a refincd
family. Mattbew Stubbswas
"Well Iieti" and had no ties -
wbatever, sa lie was quite
able to give the boy a gen-
tleman's education. lInlier
heart Miss Honora flt that
Mlatt intende to I to this ver>'

thing, but she mistrusted the
cIumsy, manlijoe way lie

wudgo about it. He
was the soul of gcneroaity I
but what in theworld didr
the man know of such
thîngs as discipline andi
the ncw training for chli-
dren? Discipline, huh! If lie himnself hati had the benefit
of a littie more of that commodit>' lu bis owa youth,
lie wouldn't have-well, be wouldn't have done some
ai the thinga liehati. Matt had been "wilti."

In the xnanwliile, Miss Honora was placeti in a
peculiar situation. She was obligedt t refer ta Matthew
as "the kinti gentleman mwho ie gaing ta be a hig brother
ta Marcel and wbo ants him ta go anti live ln the big
store bouse whcre the collie pups are."

Once the boy asked her if she liketi "Monsieur," and
she had been compelled for diplomacy's sae ta so far
perjure herself as to nod affirmativel>'. Two days later
MNatt tirove up ta the lane-gate in bis car.

-1,i1 take tlei for a spin first," lie calledt t Miss
fl onora, wlio hati came part way down the path in lier
stately way ta inform hlmi that the boy was crying at'the
idea of leaving Edme.

so slýe put bath clilîdren into the tonneau anti stûood

ét

watcbing the machine drve off, sbading ber eyes with
ber hanti, anti natingý in a casual way that Matt was
getting rather stoopeti.

MATT at the wbeel meanwhile was tioing bis best ta
ÂAperform the double duty ai guiding the car and

endeavoring ta understand -, he s rill Frenchi of bis
passengers, which in the farm ai a broatiside ai questions
anti exclamations assaileti bis ear witliout intermission.

ccasionally Etme struggled witb English.
" Mademoiselle Haîl---the lady at the white bous-

says yau are a kind -a bon homme," she observed once.
"A-a what?" demantiet Matt, turning about half-

way, quickly.
"Shte lilces you."
The car muet have struck a culvert just then, cîse

wliysliould Matt have risen three inches out of hie seat?
She dae, eh?" lie growleti, and the car narrowly

misseeti kitiding inta the ditcb. "She takes afunny way
ai showing it, then!"

But the children were exclaiming over the sight of a
pond whcreon a myriad young ducks were assemïbled.

Matt opencd hie lips, scmei about ta speak, thouglit
better of it apparcntly, and finally as the>' debouched
upan a particularl> smooth stretcli af pike, openéti the
clutch and "bit ber up" at thirty miles. The chiltiren

scrcamed in deliglit.
When they arrived at

Miss Honora's gate again
Etime refused ta g et tiown
wtbout lier brother. Sa

Matt, signalling slently aver
their heatis at Miss Honora
that lie wauld takre them ta
bis house and bring the little

gilback, drove on, leaing
-tha1t lady sorcly provoketi

and standing bare-headet Iin
the hot sua, for she had run out
wthaut a sun-bonnet.

"Matthew Stubbs is a perfect
fool about chiltiren," she mut-
tereti, as she walketi back ta lier
verantial, "Letting themn have

., their own way like that! He
should put bis foot down."

But evidentl>' the foot.
putting feat was beyond Matt, for
as seven o'clack arQrachedi and

at l h r e s n ig n of th e c a r
returning, Miss Honora wae movcd
ta go ta the telephone and. al
Matt's bouse to ascertain whether

liinen ed l e dmail niglit.,Sory,"egroledurtly'. "Can'tlx ruad th litlebeg arsta separate.
Beter eav 'et hre o-iglit andlMIl
runthelitlegil hmein hemorning."

foot. Hanging up the receiver with a
enap she turneti about tu inti Miss Elbuira Gates stand-
ing In the open doorwar, knitting-bag cn arm.I declare, you lok ike you'd been givin' someaneapiece of your mind, Honora," she observeti, with lier
native slirewdness.

"Yau're .wrang for once," returneti Mies Honora, as
she pulleti forward a chair for ber visitor. "Nat but what
I'ti like ta thougli-this particular persan."

" Matt? Oh, 1 just guesset," andi Miss Gates smilcd
with adeal aivinegary'satisfaction. "Heard tell yau two
was getting real thick agin' Honora. . . . Wbat?Youi're nat? Weil, naw dot it beat ail bow folks will
taîk! MWby, some on 'em lias got you engageti again an-
an' everytin'. I-"

"lia"anti Miss Honora's dignit>' of bearing was
most impreseive. "There are people ýwba will make
tales up out af wbole clotb if theyrý can't finti anything

else t
"Weil, 1 didn't beieve fia eech tbing, Honora, myself.

An' l'Il tell yaoi wly: that pretty widow from over the
river that's supposed ta be a cousin ai Matt's-Mrs.
Parker or Parcher, or somethin'-"

"'Porter, correcteti Miss Honora, still ver> rigidi
"To be sure. (Secli a memor>' as 1 got.) Weil, sbe

corne ta pa>' a visit ta Mis' Butler this mornin' an' she'Il
lbe -e fnr like as fiat sev'ral weeks. You know she dnes
fine sewin'. Mis' Butler bas been expectin' ber for aver a
month now-sbc alwaŽys does ber summer sewin' y ou
know-an' ai course it's no secret that sbe's been alter
Matt Stubbs for the last five years, or ever since she lost
lier hueband."

"1 dan't sec baw it cancerfis me."
"Na ,ai course flot, Honora. 1 was just tellin' you

thougli so's you'd know one ai us at any rate dont put
no stock in this here gassip regardin' you an' Matt.
For 1 woultin't be a mite surpriseti if see 1 ot him. an'
before long toal Sbe's a swell dresser an you know
the aId sayin' that a mere man le belpless wben a widow
goce alter hie scalp--or bis beart. They'd make a fine
pair, too."

Miss Gates then adroitl>' changeti the subject ta tbat
,f the two interesting little strangers, and Miss Honora,
much against ber will, was obligedt t explain their ab-
sence.

"'Course, H onora, you can't tien>' that Matt bati a
way with hlm," remarked Miss Gates, as ber neetiles
flasheti. " No wondcr them bkide are craz>' over hlm,
but l'Il wager be'll flnd 'cm a nuisance aiter the noveltjr
wcars aff an' with hlm tryin' ta, court the widow, he' I
finti 'cm liarder ta ebake than a book-agent. Guese
maybe yau're wonderin' why I lantieti in so onexpected-
likre this evenin'. Well, it was ail on accaunt ai Uith
little whist drive Mis' Butler is bavin' over ta her place
ta-ni ghlt for ber visitor an' Matt. She wanted me tamake
up a fourth hanti, but 1 says ta myscîf, 'Elmira, you ai n't

si'ta, play' Jack-ontbe-pincb for no flashywitiow.'
Ves. , I wantedt t finish this bei-e sweater. I 1made

up the excuse that 1 was comin' up ta sec y ou.. . . No,
'taîn't mucli mare than a lien party. The rest le al
marrieti women an' înost ai 'cm don't know ane carti
from another."

The next morning quite early, as Miss Honora wae
baking in the auter kitchen Edme anti Marcel came
tumblîng in upon ber like a pair ai emaîl cyclones.

"Graciaus sakes alive!" crieti that lady, liastil>' re-
maving ber arme from the flour-bmn, anti trying ta wardoff their tiemontrations ai affection, " How cames it
yau're bath back? "

When Edme cauld be matie ta untierstand, she ex-
plaineti in the charming broken English wbich trippeti
like musical watcr-tirops fram ber little tangue that
" Monsieur Stubbe hati gane riglit away vite, vile, as be
hati ta go driving back in what you caîl the cauntree."

"Witb the Widow Porter," reflecteti Miss Honora,
knowingly.

Furthermore, it appeareti. that Marcel iati behaved
"tres mauvais," flinging himself an the g round anti
squealing anti kickiný anti altogether bebaving likg
"a naughty littie pig ' whcn the nice kînti monsieur
hati tricdt t drive Edme back alone. Pupe and swings anti
even the sa, pretty cakes with sugar an top bati availeti
nothing. Marcel wasn't gaing ta ha parteti from Edme.

" But wbat cloes Mattbew propose ta do about it!" '
exciaimetpor is Honora, dropping into a chair antiaing hr heteisfacewitban entoai er crisp blue'

pecle apron. This foolishnessbas ta stop somewbere,
sometime."

She gave thc chiltiren ecd a hantiful ai cookies anti
sent thema off ta play'.

"0f caurse we coulti ha untierbanti anti separate
tliem by strategy," she saidt t herself, as sic went ta
work again. "But somehow that tiaesn't appeal ta me.
1 don't holti witb treating chiltiren like that. Act
liorestl>' witb them if you want them ta do the saine witb

(Contînued on page z2)


