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ZRA TIMMINS stood out
“in the road talking to
Augustine Pratt.: The talk
was confidential and his
attitude betrayed it, as
* he moved a little nearer
and looked wup into her face.
He even laid a hand upon her arm,
and that his daughter, Jane Ann, n_oted
from her post behind the blinds.
The two standing there in the road
were an oddly matched pair. Ange-
line was tall and rather magnificent
in poise, with a head held nobly.
Even her plain calico dress, and her
hair curled without ostentation, could
not detract from this natural charm.
Old Timmins, a fiery wisp of nerve
and sinew, with a fringing whisker
and large blue eyes, had worked him-
self into a confidential fury.

“An’ don’t ye say nothin,’ he urged,
at the moment of laying his. hand
upon her sleeve. “Don’t ye open yer
head. I like to finish up them kind o’
jobs and no questions asked. Jane
Ann’ll be tickled to death. You mark
my words. O’ny when anybody's
tryin’ to do anything, 1t’s nothin’ but
talk, talk, talk. Ye pget sick o’ talk.”

“Well,” said Angeline slowly, in
her meditative voice, “F’ll make up
my mind.”

“So do!” called Ezra, in the act of
turning away from her., “You make
up your mind.”

That his daughter heard, and ejacu-
lated “My soul!” from her vantaoe
ground. Then she watched the part-
ing, her father’s alert, somewhat
triumphant nod and Angeline’s
thoughtful attitude. Ezra came ab-
sently toward the house, and she met
him at the door. His cheeks were
flushed a little; his eyes were bri~ht-
ened; and he chuckled briefly to him-
self. But on the threshold, where
Jane Ann confronteda him, he stopped
with a little jerk and immediatelv
seemed to wither into lower stature,
while the light faded out of his face.

“Oh,” said he, weakly, “that you,
Jane Ann?”

“Now, father,” said Jane Ann, in an
extremity of impatience, “who should
you think it was? You hold on a
minute an’ let me get the broom.
Hangin’ ’round the road till your
feet are all caked over! My soull I
should think you’d ground ’em into
the dirt!”

She seized the broom as if it were
a weapon, and administered a brush-
ing that looked like castigation. She
was strangely like her father in a
way betraying no inward likeness at
all. Of the same size and facial con-
tour, nature had yet added some ag-
gressiveness to her outline, so that,
a§ they stood there together, she
seemed to represent an active prin-
ciple, some kinship wherein he was
only passive.

“There!” said she, desisting, flush-
ed with the vigor of her onslaught,
“you come in now. I want you to
set a spell an’ git cool.” She return-
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“I dunno’s anything,” he responded,
mildly. {

“You dunno’s anything? You've
been talkin’ out there :in the ro’d
under everybody’s face an’ eyes, for
twenty-five minutes by the clock. an’
you dunno’s she said anythine!
Father, 1 should think you was pos-
sessed!”

“Well,” said Ezra, falling into the
meekness which is more exasperating
than revolt, “I dunno but I be”

“But what she say?” pursued Jane
Ann, with an intensity not to be io-
nored. ‘‘Father, what does make you
keep so close?”

Ezra was aware that
nothing more than secrecy, and he
looked his guilt. But the conscious-
ness made him a little factious.
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Ezra started up from his chair,
fumbled for his hat. His hands
trembling. His mouth worked a
tle. But Jane Ann was the ‘last .
son to guess whether he was moved
by guilt or anger. She was used
raisinﬁ whirlwinds without realizing
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had the air of avoiding something
as he walked about the room, when
Jane was present. After he had been
in the house with her for an hour, he
seemed even timorous of the tables
and chairs.
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