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SARAH'S DEFIANCE.

Abrsham Spencer came up the lane from
“the field, carryiog his discolored old straw
hat in his bani and mopping his face with
ared cotton handkerchief. He walked
stiffly and slightly bent forward from the
hips, as do most bard-working men who
'have passed the half-century mark, but he
set his heavily shod feet down with a firm-
'mess that bespoke considerable pbysical
vigor as well as mental decision.

He scanned the house sharply as ha sp-
proached, and h's shaggy brows were
drawn almost together.in a frown. It was
the middle of & sultry August afterzoon,yet
the doors and windows were all closed and
the green holland blinds were drawn down.
He tried the back door and found it fast;

-and though he pounded on it with bis horny
knuckles there was no response save a
startled ¢ cuk, cuk, cuk !’ from anold hen
with a brood of downy chicks wallowing in
dust beside the steps.

“Now tbis is migthy ltnn;e,' he mutter-
ed, perplexedly * I wouldn’t 've thought
Sairy’d go away from home this way. all of

-@ tudden. She didn’t say & word about it
at noontime. She's never done such &
thing before, as I know of.’

He stood still for a little while medita-
tively rubbing his thumbs and torefiogers
together, while he pondered the unpre-
cented eituation.

*Couldn’t be asleep, 1 reckon,’ he con-
j2ctured. °*Never knowed her to sleep in
daytime,’

Nevertheless he came down the steps and
went around the house to a chamber win-
dow, where he psrted a tangle of hop-vines
and rapped smartly on the sash.

‘Sairy !’ he called, ‘Siiry ! are you to
kome P’

There was a slight sound from within as
of a creaking board beneath a careful foot-
step, then the shade was lifted at one side
and a thin, startled, elZerly face looked
out.

‘What on earth’s the matter, Sairy?
What's the house all shut up like a jail for ?'
deminded Abraham Spencer, in a high-
pitched, irascible tone. *Don’t you know
the Rhynearsons 've been here and gone
away again?' he wenton. ‘I saw 'em from
the north meader, and I've come clear
home to sce what's the mat'er. Was you
asleep? Didn't you bear ’em knock ?’

Mrs. Sp:ncer rolled up ths shade and
“lifted the sash with hands that trembled

‘Come now, epeak up quick,’ added her
husbend, impatiently, ‘for I'm goin' sfter
’em and bring 'em back, and I want to
know what to tell 'em.’

‘No, no, Abra'm, dont't go after ‘em-’
Mrs Spencer dropped on Ler krezs and
leaned her arms wearily on the window sill.
She spoke pleadingly, and there were
tears in her voice as well as in her eyes.
‘Ob, Abra’m, I kep’ 'em out a-purpote.’

‘You—what ?’ Ab-abam Sp2ncer's tone
implied that he was forced to doubt the
evidence of the ears that had served him
well for nearly three score years.

‘I kep' ’em out s-purpose. I knowed
vou'd be mad, but I couldn’t helpit. I'm
Jjust too mortal tired and miser’ble to care
what becomes of me. I ain't able to get
supper for you and the bands, let alone all
that Rhynearson gang. I've wo:ked so
hyxd today, and I didn’t eleep much list
night for my rheumat'z I'm gettin’ old
fast, and breakin’ down, Abra’w. I can't
bold out much longer if I don't elackup &
little on bard work.’

‘Well, why in thunder don’t you slack
up, then? What's to hinder you from goin’
to bed aiter breakfist and stayin’ there till
dinner time P

‘Now, Alira'm, that' what you alwiys
sav, avd it's fo unreaconable.  Who'd do
the work it I went to bed? Who'd fe:d
tae chickens and pigs, and milk the cows,
and churn the Lutter, and clean the vege-
tables, and bake the bread and pies, ard
keep the whole hcuse in order. You'd
come oui slim if I went to bad, Abra'm’

*‘Wel, slim or no slims, I want ycu to
cither go to bed or else shut up your com-
plainin’.”

. ‘Now, Abra'm, if you only would be a
little reasonable.  All I ask is that you let
me elack up a little bit in ways that I can.
There ain’t no s2nse in us havin® so much
comnp’oy, now, tince the girls are married
and gone. Comp'ny, makes so mvch hard
work’ ’specially town comp’vy. Tcem bigh-
flyin® town folks don’t care a sna), for us,
Abra'm. They just like to be cooked for
and wai'ed on, and kep’ over night and
over Sun'dy, and fed on the best ot every-
thing, from spring chicken to water-
melons. Now, them Rhynearsons—'

‘Them Rbynearsons 're my friends,’
sternly interposed Abrabam Spencer ; ‘and
solong’s I hive & roof ov.r my head my
friends ’re welcome under it. I wouldn’t've
b'lieved such a thing of you, Siiry. I haint
any doubt you're tired. " I'm tired myeelt
most of ths time; but I don’t make that an
excuse for slightin’ my fricnds.’

‘But you don’t have to cook for ’em and
wait on ’em, Abra'm, when you're so tired
and worn out that you can’t bardly drag
one foot after the other, and——'

‘Don’t begin that old tune all over again.
I've teard it many a time already.
You're gettin’ 80 you're always complaic-
in’, and if there's anything I hateit's a
naggin’ woman. Now, understand, I'm
goin’ after the Rhynearsons; I'm goin’ to
make 'em come back it [can. Am1I to
say you was away from home, or asleep or
what? It won't do for me to tell 'em one
thing and you en:ther, 0 jest tell m3 what
to say, and be quick atout it.’

‘Tell ’em anything you hke, Abra'm, I
don’t care what. Alli ask of you, if you're
bound to go after ’em, is that you stop at
8elwood’s and get Soph:ony to come over
and do the work while they're here.’

‘What, hire her ?’

‘Why, of course. You woulda’t ask a
Foor girl like Sopbrony to work for you
or nothin’, I reckon.’

‘My land, Sairy, how often 've I got to
tell you I can’t afford to pay out money for
Eelp in the house? If you once begin it
you'll be always wantin' help, and there’s
mo sense in it. Why, there was my
mother—'

was & 8toop shouldered, weak-chested
woman, her scant hair was iron_grey, her
e vg(e{e hude?:ddn::dlnlkd at the
joints with years of toil, her tace was
deep-lined and shallow. Just now it was
- &8 near wbite as it could be, and s sudden
bunted, desperate look had come into it, &
tlook that stopped the words on her bus-
band's lips. He broke off abruptl
+ and at her in stern surprise nx

“I neverknowed you toact upso cranky,

Sairy. I can't ses what's gettin’ mto you.
Now, I've got no time to fool away.

Mni.ﬁpencer staggered to her feet. She | sight !’

tell Mis’ Rhynearson you was asleep and
didn’t hear {:n knock,’ shall I P

““Tell her anything yov like,” was the
reply, in 8 strange,still voice that suited the
look in her face. *I won't contradict you.’

“But how do you know you won’t? We
ought to have a clear understandin’. What
you goin’ to tell Mis* Rbynearson when she
asks you where you was P

“She won't ask me.’

¢ Well, now, I'd like to know how you
know she won't P’

chance.” The window sash slid down to
the sill, and the shade dro;;ped back to its
placa. Abrabam Spencer let go the hop
vines and watched them cluster together
again, with a slightly dezed look in his
deep, set gray ey:s.

‘ﬁow. what in blszes could she've
meant by that last ?' he meditated, uneasily.
Then bis flat, straight-cut lips closed in a
hard line, and he added, as be turned
shortly away: Baut I ain’t a-goin' to ask
her. When a man can’t b> mister in his
own house it's time for him to burn it
down, or blow his brains out.’

Mrs. Spencer heard bis heavy heels re-
sounding on the hard-beaten path as he
went around the house, aud each relentless
step seemed to grind its way into her
quiveriog nerves. Ordinarily she would
have tsken note of his movements at the
edge of a window shade, for her husband's
anger had always been a dreadful thing to
ber. But now she opened the outer door
and stood there, watching while he brought
a horse and wagon out of the barn and
drove rapidly away. When he had passed
out of sight she exclaimed bitterly :

‘I'll not stand it! I'll hide myselt! I'll
get out of this before he gets back with
that gang, it Idrop deadin my tracks!

As a first and very womanish step in the
execution of her resolve, ste sat down on
the doorstep and cried. Her meagre
trame shook with dry convulsive sobs,
such as are born of worn-out nerves, aching
muscles, a lonely heart, and a starved

soul.

She did not heed approacbing footsteps,
and scarcely started when a neighbor
paused at the foot ot the steps and spoke
to her.

‘Why, Mis’ Spencer, what's the matter ?
I bope nothin’ ’ s gone wrong ?’

Mrs. Spencer’s sobs ceaced and her face
hardened as she met tke woman’s inquiring
eyes

‘It ain’t nothin’ that I want to talk
about, Mis’ Howard. 1've about got to
tke end of my rope, that's all. I'm tired
of livin’, and wish to heaven I was dead
this minute.’

Mrs. Howard beld up her hands,

Don't say that, Mis’ Spzncer,’ she re-
monstrated. ‘Now, I don't know what's
gone wrong, and I haint the least notion of
tryin® to find out; I only beg of you not to
wish you was dead. It's such a feartul
wish. We don't any of us know what
deth is.’

‘We all konow it's rest, and that's all I
care to know,’ said Mrs. Spencer. Ste
leaned her chin on her hands, her elbows
on her knees, and gez:d into vacancy with
red-rimmec, unlovely eyes.

*No, we don’t even know that,’ said Mis.
Howard, with impressive earnestness:
*That's just one of tke things we've been
taught, and we like to think its so. We
don’t know the first thing about death, Mis’
Spancer, ex ept that it turns us cold and
suff and fi's us for the grave. We don't
any ot us know what goes with the livin’,
thinkia’, sufferin’ part of us. Sometimes I
thiok maybe it stays with us in the grave,
80 that we hear and know things, same as
when we was livin’. I shouldn’t wonder it
we could lay in our graves and hcar the
birds singin’, and the rain fallin’, and ‘feal
the sun shinin’ above us. Now, s,posin’
you was in your grave, out th2ra in the
little buryin’ ground in the meader, ani
s'posfn you could haar these littla chicks
chipin’ to be fed at sundown, and you not
Lere to feed ’em ; and cows comin' up the
lane to ke milked, and you not here to
milk "em ; and your husband trudgin® home,
slow, and tired, and bungry, and you not
here to get supper for him. Do you
reckon you could rest then, Mis’ Spencer ?

*And #'porin’ that aftar a bit you'd hear
some other woman's voice a-callin’ tha
chickens, and some other woman's hands
rattlin® the stove lids around a-startin’a
fire to cook supper for your husband ?
You'd most likely want to get up out of
your grave then, bat you couldn’t. You'd
just have to lay there and hear things goin®
on without you, diy in and day out, year
in and year out, and watch youself goin’ to

ieces iach hy inch and crumblin’ to dust.
There wouldn't be much rest about that,
Mis’ Spencer, would there now P’

Mrs. Spencer arose with the slow pain-
tulaess of stiffened rheunatic joints and
turned a shocked resenttul face upon her
visitor.

‘Mis’ Howard,’ she said, ‘if I found a
fellow morial in trouble, and couldn't

her, I'd go away and leave her alone; I
wouldn't try to knock out the last prop
{from under her. If a body can't b'lieve in
the rest that’ in the grave, I'd like to know
what we cin b'lieve ia! I never heard
such scand’lous doctrine sinca 1w s born.’

She turned abruptly snd went into thes
house, closing the door between herselt
and her unorthodox neighbor, en1 listened
until the sound of recoding footsteps dizd
away.

‘Tkere, I hope she’s gone, with her
croskin'. I was that afeard she’d hang
around and hinder me too long. Lard,
4 o'clock a-ready! as a timepiece in an
ioner room gave fiur hard, metallic
strokes. She hurried into the bedroom
and came out rolling & pair of heavy gray
blankets into an uncouth bundle.” Then
she took s bottle from a shelf in the pantry
and filled it with rich, sweet milk. As she
put the cork in she stopped and listened ;
then opened the door a little way and lis-
tened again intently.

‘Wheels!" she ejaculated. ‘Now, if it
should be them, goodness help me to get
into t!ho cornfield before they come in

She caught up the blankets and snatched
8 raspberry pie, in its tin plate, from the
table. Thus equipped for fight she open-
ed the doorand went burriedly out. At
the foot of the s the brood ot little
chickens met her in full force, fluttering
arcund her feet and impeding her progress.
*Shoo ! Shoo I’ )

She pushed them aside with ome foot,
and waved the pie at them fuutioull{;‘b.:t

-tl:{foﬂond at her skirts, wit
chirps that went to her heart. i

‘Because I'm not going to give hera |’

think of a single comfortin® thing to siy to.

“Poor little things, how well they know

I'll | it's their supper time! It I'd only had time

to feed 'em. Like as not mobody else’ll
think to do it.’

She hesitated and looked back st them,
pityingly. But the rattle of wheels sounded
closer now, and her heart bardened. She
went on agan, striving to redouble her
speed ; but the blankets were bersom
and ths raspberry pie was shedding its
sticky juice up her sleeve. :

Her arms were near to breaking and
tears and perspiration mingled in the hol-
lows of her cheeks when at last she reached
the led in the
1all green rows. Bhe dropped the blankets
and almost fell upon them in her exhaustion
The bottle and pie wers allowed to shift
for themselves, and the latter poured out
the last remnant of its crimson juice at the
roots of a cornhill. -

Presently Mrs Spencer sat up and listen-
ed ag:.in. She could no longer hear the
sound of wheels, nor any sound save the
rustling of the millions of corn blades in
the great field about her, and the voice of &
meidow lark sinzing from the top of a tall
charred stump near by. She sat still and
rested a little while longer, thea she stood
up and tried to eee the Louse, but the
tasselled tops of the corn were two feet
above her head. Siemade her way cau-
tiously to the outer row and peered out
between the stalks, but the low sun beat
straight into her eyes, and th3 higher ground
of the meadow,tull of haycocks, intervened.
She could see only the weather-worn roofs
of the house and barn. She crept back
and took up her burden agsin of blankets
and bottle and pie and trudged on dserr
into the sheltering labyrinth ot corn. Wken
she had put halt the width of the field be-
tween Lereelf and ths house she felt safe
tor the time being, and sat down again to
rest and bide ter time. :

Her objective point was an old dugout in
in the tace of a stony ridge just beyond the
cornfield. It had been constructed for a
potato ¢ llar, end was used only for storing
those edible tubers in winter. From March
to November it was empty and forgotten,
given over to rats and spiders. She had
chosen it for her retuge over all other
nooks and erann’es on the farm because of
its isolation. No roviog m:mbe: of the
objec'ionable ‘¢ gang " would be likely to
stumble upon it and discovered her. But
it was well up the face of the ridge aund
visible from th: hause ; so she did not think
it best to 1isk discovery by approaching it
inogen day.

She partly un-olled the blankets and lay
down upon them, turning her wo:n face up
to the sky with a deep-drawn breath of
rest ani a delicious new sense of frezdom.
Her close environment of tall corn shut out
the horiz)n, but she knew when the sun
had sunk below it by the tinted glow that
overspread her sma'l vista of sky and the
fresher b:eez> that came whispering among
the corn blades, precursor of the coming
night.

Alter a time dark thadows began creep-
ing along the furrows, as if striving to s'eal
upon her unawares, and in the purplip,
firmament above two or three pale stars too
form and blinked coldly down at her.
She sat up and shivered, and her heart sank
a little at the thought of the potato cellar
and the lonely night.

‘Dew’s a-fallin’!" she exclaimed in dis-
may, with care for her rheumatism, and as
quickly as might bs ¢h3 gathered up her
belongings and resumed her flight. 1o the
fat-gathering night the way to the potato
cellar seemed long and rough, and when
she bad reached it she found it a strong-
hold defended by wild blackberry vines
that she must tear away with her n.ked
hands before ske could gain an entrance.

The clumsy door op:ned outward and
yielded only inch by inch to her repeated
jerks. Eich time a blackberry vine was
wrenched out by the roots it brought
down a shower of loosened gravel npon her
defenceless head from ths crumbling banks
that towered high on either side. Bat at
last a dark aperiure yawned before her
wide enovgh to give ber entrance. She
wondered why she bad not foreseen tte
need of a candle snd some matchzs, as she
groped her way within and pulied the door
shut. As she did so there came a great rosr
and crash ot falling gravel outside. It
sounded a perfect avalanche, and she con-
gratulated herself on baviog escaped it.

The atmosphere of the littla cave like
place was close and musty from long lack
of ventilation, and Mrs. Spencer found the
abrupt change from the pure outer air
almost stifling. She decided that she must
reopen the door and leave it so through the
night. Bat when she attempted to do it
she found it immovable, held shut by the
mass of gravel that had fallen agamst it.
‘The discovery left her agbast.

*‘Why, now—if I cau’t get out, and n>-
body has the least notion where I am,
why—its most like beia’ buried alive !’

The situstion was disheartening, but the
direst foreboding must yield to extreme
bodily wearinets, and soon she had spread
her blankets on the dry straw of a potato
bin and stretched her "aching {rame upon
them.

For an hour cr more her m:ntal worry

built & fire init to keep themselves warm
while they cut potatoes for ing. A
dozen mndnlmdachvmhlf ot
burned tobacco lay on ite h torg:ten.

Mrs. Spencer felt s little light-headed
when she stood up, and thus was t
to remember that shy had eaten nothing
since noon of the preceding day. She
looked about for the pie and bottle of milk.
The latter was intact, but the former had
vanished, leaving only 1its tin plate as
tangible evidence that it had existed. Two
little knowing, exultant eyes were shining
up from the rat hole in the corner. Mrs.
Spencer looked troubled.

*Well’—a long, quivering breath—°I cer-
tainly said I wished I was dead, but slow
starvation is a little more'n I bargained for."

She spoke .aloud and shrank from the
sound of her own voice. it was so ehat in
snd sepulchral. She turned to ths door
and now strove with all h r strength to
pushit open, butit withstood th: on-
slaught without a tremor.

She desisted at length, and sat down on
sn npturned lgple box exhsusted, and gasp-
ing for breath. The place was sifling.
Oh for & breath of pure sweet air! Her
outraged I seemed burning in her
breast, and mouth and throat were
parched. She opened the bo'tle of milk
and took & portion. She was tempted to
drink it all at one welcome draught, but re-
frained, and racorked it up again resolately.

Durinq}ha long hours of the atternoon
she attacked the door repesatedly, but al-
wavs futilely, and finally, when the swelt-
ering August sun had passed the meridian
and was bea ing down mercilessly on her
retreat, she gave up and burst into a wild
fit of weeping, she crept back iato her bin
and lay down on ber blankets.

Hours later, when she had wept a great
desl and slept a little, she opened her swol-
len eyes msuwtha red gold of sunset
shining in above the door.

*Twenty-four hours,’ she s1id to herselt,
and a great longing came upon her to know
how ‘Abra’m’ and the old home were doing
without her. She dragged the apple box
close to ths door and mounted upon it,
thus bringing her eyestoa level w.th the
crevice. There lay the farmhouse and its

eac:ful surroundings spread out below
Eer like a quaint, sun-kissed old picturs,
but oh, how distant it was, how far beyond
the sound of her voize, even though she
shoul1 sbriek aloud. Tae broad meadow
snd the great fi:ld of rustling corn lay be-
tween.

At firet th:re was no sign of life about
the place, except the patient cows siand-
ing in the lane waiting for the bars to be
let down. Bat presently, wh'le she wait-
ed and watched for thy men to come in
trom their work in the far north meadow,
she described a curl of smoke rising from
the kitchen chimney. A quzer, ghastly
cariciture ot aswile fiashed across her
face.

‘Now, it 1 was near enbugh to hear the
stove-lids rattle,’ she whispered, ‘I could
‘most imagine I was dead and in my grave
hke Mis' Howard said.’

For a long time she stood with her eyes
at the crevice, and her bands grasping the
rough frame of the cellar door, watching
that changing, darkening spiral of ‘smoke.
Oance thaiitchen door opentd snd a wo-
man stood in sight. The watcher equint-
ed her eyes in a desperate endeavor to
concentrate h:r gsza.

‘I #'pose it's Mis’ Rhynearsor,’ she
muttered, with a recentful snap in her tons.
“It’s just like her cheek to take postession
of a body’s house and act as if she owned
it! I can’t ses how Abra'm can like them
Rhynearsons s well ; they’re sach pestifer-
ous folks. To think of her there, a-livin’
high off the fresh bread and cakes and pies
that I baked and the cheese I made, and
the butter I churned and me hare a-starv-
in’!'

Tke con'rast was too pitiful. In all her
bard, meagre life she had never before
known the pangs of hunger and thirst.
Her eyes filled snd the vision was fora
time shut out. When she looked again the
curling smoke was scarcely disceraible,
and all the angles of the old house were
toned down by the softening shadow of
approaching night.

She could make out the fizure of a man

‘standing by tha bars. It might be one of

the hands, or—it might be- yes, it was
Abrs’'m! He bad turned and was going
slowly toward the bouse, and she knew
him by the forward stoop of his bady and
that characteristic something in tte way ha
set his tcet down as be walked.

She thought he would go in at the
kitchen door, but he passed on around to
the front porch and sat down alone on the
s'eps.

resently it struck her that his head was
bowed upon his hands, aad that his a'ti-
tude was one of deep dejection. Bat she
was not quite, sure; he was so far away,
and the shadows lay deep between. Still,
the longer she looked the more his fading
outline seemed to appesl to her, until at
last she was overcome with the 'conviction
that sorrow, ratter than anger, ruled in
her husband’s hea't

‘He ain’t mad at me! [ just se'm to feel
h3 ain’t mad at me! Ob, Abra'm! Abra'm!’

She shrieked his name sloud sgain and

and her rheumatism united in tor g
ber, then came sleep, and wooed her to
rest with the welcome thought of no break-
tast to get in the morning, and no distarb-
ing voice to break in upon her slumbers
with the announcement of ‘gettin-up time.’
But she dreamed, and all through her
dream sounded the chirping ot hungry
little chickens, the lowing of unmilked
cows, and the slow heavy tread of her
husband's feet coming up the lane at even-
ing time. ‘Tired and hungry, and you not
here to get supper for bim,’ droned the
voice ot her peighbor running like a dirge
through the other sounds, and making of
1ho dream & wrelohad ing nightm
‘Drat that Mis’ Howard ! I'll never speak
to her again,’ was Mrs. Spencer’s firat wak-
ing thought. A thin shait of daylight with
the yellow glint of 8 well-risen sun in it,
was forcing its way into the cellar ﬂal'o
a crevice an inch wide above the door. 1In-
voluatarily Mrs. Spencer sat up and listened
::r the hm:i'ln l;:mil: :kl her dn‘nm. Bu;
e heard t ickering of a pair o
wrens in the b{ukborry vines ontlidl:lind
the scurry of arat that scampered across
the cellar floor and plunged into his hole in
a corner. Thisserved to draw her atten-
tion te her lmwndmﬁl
Inan opposite bin lsy some sorry look-
ing potatoes, with hz ghostly white
snd s winding sheet of cobwebs.
ear the centre of the earth floor stood a
battered old sheet-iron stove, with some
r-::’ joiats of pi ing to the thatched
roof, ten feet above. hived men had

set it up during the cold snap in March and

again, each frenzied effort shriller than the
last; but the narrow crevice threw the
greater part of the sound back into the
cellar, and Abraham Spencer sat still, with
bent head, unhearing, until the might hid
thickened and shut him from her signt.
The black hours that followed were ter-
rible to her. Remorse and a reawskened
longing to live, and to go back to her de-
serted duties, now united with bunger and
thirst to torture her. In the middle of the

hot, stifl , she was foroed to drain
m'....".’i.:‘x‘f.’.‘: of milk from the bottle,

by a touch, a weight like that of 8 hand
upon her shoulder, and she started up with
a glad ory on her lips; but it was only her

-mate, the rat. He scampered away to
bis own corner, and she lay there with s
convalsive ho:ror upon her, wnnhing and
listening lest he return. She told herselt
that he would come back tomorrow night,
wher the would have less strength to
frighten him away ; and all the nights after
~—when her poor body might lie ttera lite-
less, at bis mercy.

She wondered, with an awful shudder-
ing wonder, whetber it could be that her
soul must linger near and witness the de-
grading anninilation of its erstwhile tane-
:aent. SA middening horror of ‘dheuh seizad

er. She s'aggered across to the opposite
bin and made a desperste attempt l)to eat
one of the raw, mouldy potatoes.

At the first bint of morning she was
again on the apple box with her eyes at the
crevice, But now there was a thick white
fog all over the land, and not the v:
outline of her home was visible to her.

Spencer aroused from the stupor that was
vpon her and began to comprehend agiin
the realities of lite. She wug'i: herngon
elesn, solt bed, and the cool breezs of
even ng was fluttering the vineg at the
window. She telt pain when sha attempted
to move and there were bandages on ber
baods, her head and her neck; but the
pain was noi acute, and the soothing effect
of anm opiate still Ji d with her. Some- .
where in the outer distance she heard the
faint, familiar tinkle of a cowbell, and—
yes, the subdued rattle of stovelids in the
kitchen. She lifted her head from the pil-
low to listen and found her husband mtting
silent, close beside her.

*Who is it, Sairy ? What do you want P
he asked, as she felt the strange tenderness
that vibrated ia his rough voice.

‘Who's in the kitchen, Abra'm Is it—
Mis’ Rbynearson P’

‘No, Sairy, it ain’t. Mis’ Rhyneatson
went home double quick when she found
there wasn'’t anybody here to wait on ber.
You knowed her better than I did, Sairy.
That’s Sophrony Salwood in ths kitchen,
and she's goin’ to stay there till she dies—
or gets married.’

closed her eyes to hide the starti

wrens were bickering spitefully over
their nest, not an arm’s len, away from
her face.

“‘Oh, hush I’ she said to them, pityingly,
from the bitter depths of her own experi-
ence. ‘You poor, blind little things, you
don’c know how short lifa is, after all, and
bow little it mattersif things don't go just
to suit you.’

The small pair were struck motionless
and dumb by the mere sound of her voice
and forgot to renew their quarrel. Present-
ly the father bird went away to his day's
work, and the little mother scttled down
to the monotony of her home duties, both

ious of the yearning eyes of the lone
watcher at the crevice.

Many times that day she crept back ani
forth between the bin and the apple box.
When her head swam and her trembling
limbs gave way beneath har she would stag-
ﬁer to the bin and fall upon the blankets.

ut no sleep came, and no rest, and after
a time her strength so far forsook her that
ehe could no longer mount upon the box.
Then she lay still and gazed at the strip of
light above the door until it se2med a streak
ot fire scor:hing her eyeballs.

Aud all the time she was listeninglisten-
ing for the sound ot a footstep or a voice.

Thus the night tound her, and agamn
added its borror of dsrknes; and rats.
The fever of hunger and th'rst was upon
her. Her tongue and lips were swollen,
and a devou:ing flame burned in her vitals.
Her senses were no longer normal, and
she Leard sounds and saw obj:cts that had
no existence in reality.

All night long she watched the dark
corner where the rat dwelt, and her dis-,
torted fancy magnified him into « monster
of the jungle; in tke cunning of semi-
delirium she male plans to frigh'en him
and keep him at bay, and finally in the
dark hour before dawn, she crept stealthily
from tte bin, whispering, through her
sweiled lips:

‘Fire! Fire will keep him away !’

8he clutched an armiul of straw and
crawled on hinds and knees across the
earthern floor to tné sheet-iron stove.
Keepi g keen watch of the decai coraer,
she th ust the straw ioto the stove and
groped for the matches on its hearth. A
scratch, a flash, a tiny flime, then a roar!

She dragged hirself to ths bin and
brought mors s'raw, and more, until the
thin iron of the stove and the rickety pipe
clear to the roof were red and roaring.
The already hot and vitiated atmosphere
of the cellar was now raised to unbearable
temperature, and soon ske succumbed to
it, falling upon the ground,face downward,
in a mad eftort to get away.

No longer fed, the straw fire languished
and went out ; but its mschief wis done.
The dry thatch of the roof had caught from
the red-hot pipe and was blazing up slowly

tears, but they forced their way througi

the interlaced lashes. Suddenly I{O turned

;o him and spoke the thought that filled nex
eart :

‘Oh Abra'm, it was so long ! Why didn't."
you try to find me? Why didn't you come
mo&er!l’;nd!su I th

v iry, I never once thought of
the ({ ut. I was too busy ?o‘:kin’
everywhere else for you. First of
all, I drove clear over to Lizy's to
see if you was there. That' a

sixteen miles, you know, and took a
ig slice out of the first day. Then we
went to all the neighbors’ and hunted the
whole place over, but none of us ever
thought of the duzout. I don’t know why,
but we did’'nt. Ihen, that night Mis' How
ard come over and told m —well, what
you said to her, you know, Sairy. and she
—she spoke of the crick.

*The crick P’ wonderiagly.

‘You know, Sairy!" he suidenly bent
over and put his arms around her and drew
her to bim. ‘I was going to have the
crick dragged to-day, and it I'd found you
there, Siry, I couldn’t ever've stood it.’

‘Pshaw, Abra’'m,’ she whispered, chok-
ingly, and put up her bandsged hand to
stroke the furrowed stubble of his sun-
burned face.

SO4RS FAR ABOVE ALL
COMPETITORS.

Marvellous Results Have
Brought It Fame and
Renown.

Paine’s Celery Compound the
Choice of the Ablest
Physicians.

It is well that every one should know
that Paine’s Celery Compound is not an or-
dinary patent medicine such as the ner-
vines, sarsaparillas, bitters and other liquid
concoctions now so extensively advertised
in every direction. Paine’s Cel:ry Com-
pound is as far beyond these common
preparations as the diamond i3 superior to
cheap glass.

Pamne'’s Celery Compound possesses ex.
traordinary virtues and powers fo: health
giving and lite lengthaning. It is as harm.
less as it is good, and is the only medicine ,
that the best medical men recommend with
confidence. Professor Edward E. Phelps,
M.JD._, its discoverer, gave this marvellous

at first. but ever surely. Soon the
bsgan to fall into ths cellar, and one struck
her bare-neck as she lay. She cried out
with pain, and stiuzgled a little further
away; but the brands fell faster as th>
apertura around the pipe broidened, and
her doom would have beea c:rtain had
there not been another restless heart, and
a pair of sleepless eyes on the old man.
‘The hired men were awaken:d by the

e to his prof as a positive
care for sleepl ner , wast-
iog strength, dyspepsia, biliousness, liver

laint, neuralgia, rh ism and kid-

ney trouble; and sinca its introduction to
the public, hundreds of thousands on this
continent have been raised trom sickness to
the enjoyment of perfect health. No other
medicine in the world was ever so highly
bonored and recommended, because none

ever lished so much. ¢

excited voice of Abraham Sp:ncer shouting

*Up boys, up! Briog watea! Tho pota-
to cellar’s afice !’

He wasaway, with two greatpiils of
water in his hands, before the men were
tairly awake. When they followed him
they found bim on the roof of the cellar.
He had succeeded in extinguishing the fire,
and, as they approached, he suddenly
dropped his pails and, falling upon his
knees, crapt close to the! charred edge of
the chasm in the roof. Lum'n{ far over,
be shaded his eyes and eenly into
the steaming depths below. A faint moan
had reached him, and now, as he listened,
another came quivering up to him.

‘My God ! be cried, springing up. ‘She’s
down thers, boys! Sary! Eun tor
shovels! Obh run!run!

He, himself, ran like a madman, but
only a little way ; then he turned and ran
as wadly back to the cellar, where he at-
tacked the fallen gravel with bis hands,
and beat and tore at the door uatil the
heavy boards, all stained with his own
blood, were rended from their fastenings
and he bad leaped mnto the cellar and
c;ught up the prostrate figure he found
thera.

It was hours afterwards that Mrs.

To-day when the ablest doctors are call-
ed upon to prescribe for weak run-down
over-worked ani debilitated men and wo-
men, they invariably aivise the ts) of

| Paine’s Celery Compound. Thousands of

testimonials giving proofs of almost mira-
culous cures come 1n every year from work-
ing people,artisans, merchants, protessional
men and people of wealtb, nﬁ asserting
strongly that Paine’s . Celery Compound
makes people well.

Have you made trisl of Paine’s Celery -
Compound, sick triend P If not, do pot
delay another hour’; procure a bottle jnd
test the virtues of the only medicine ™t
can successfully meet your case. Bs sure
that you get *Paine’s ” the kind that cures.

Angels’ Food.

The secret in making angels’ food lies in
the baking of it. Sitt one cup ot flour and
one teaspoonful of cream of tartar several .
times through a fine sieve. Beat the
whites of nine eggs to a stiff froth and to
them add one cup and s half of sifted gran-
ulated sugar ; mix carefully into this stirr~
ing constantly, the sifted flour ;30d add
one teaspoontul of extract of va\ Poor
this batter into an ungreased pan and bake
in sslow oven for 45 minutes. When
baked, turn the gu'l upside down on some-
thing that will admit of the air ing un-
der 1t, and allow it to stand until the cake
falls from the tin. Ice with white ic'ng.
Be careful m making this cake to have
the ingredients as light as possible.

Tobacco Hesrt.
Mouch heart and nerve weskness is caused

nerves an i .
Sultable,

Mr. Cnuo—‘lhnbumn’:-bﬁ ;

for your railway

is ite title P .
Mr. Cumso—°I¢ is & mileage book.’
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