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the neighbors spent ali their spare time, and a good

deal that was not spare, in wondering "when that

Southern woman was going away? "

Early in the winter they had seen two trunks and a

large picture brought to the house, but they watched in

vain for the exit of the aforesaid two trunks and picture.

What could it mean ? They all declared Mrs. Swift

too active a woman to want a housekeeper—too strong

to need a nurse— too proud and too well ofif to have a

boarder! But surely she would have to go soon, now

that spring was almost upon them! And lo! one

sunny spring morning, both ladies, with garden hats

firmly tied on, and loose old gloves protecting their

hands, were out in the garden, making life a misery and

bewilderment to the harmless, nearly useless oldgardener,

who, doddering about, accepted their orders with a

respectful misunderstanding of them that promised

rare developments for the future. One thing they did,

though, with their own hands. Mrs. Swift had obtained

a fijie, young magnolia—a gift for Mrs. Wallace. It

was a pretty thought, and Mrs. Wallace accepted shrub

and thought with warm gratitude. And together, with

smiles, and may be a tear or two, they planted the

magnolia on the lawn, and at the same time filled the

souls of the neighbors with a very anguish of curiosity.

When summer came, notes from a well-played piano

floated from the open windows of Mrs. Swift^s house,

and no matter what classic composition Mrs. Wallace

might begin with, she always closed her playing with


