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HIS MOTHER OR HIS SWEETHEART
13v EVELENE A. SPENCER

y in July. The church c1oor and wife, who knew and understood ail, " but 1 look beyond.
e open, and the soft summner wind ail that, and will be a thankful woman w~hen 1 see rny
iper blinds to and fro with sleepy dau 'ghter miarried to Tom Burns. There was noQ use prod-
and an occasional be~e buzzed in, diii' lier, she neyer would look at anyone else, nor eypr say

darkness, soon darted for the open a word to urge Tom on either. 1 saw that years ago, and
reshly cut clover and hay which Iay have waited for the Lord to adjust it ail] in good time.
iding the little church. Belinda Burns was neyer the woman to listen to anything

,edelouet notwithstanding the she did flot want to hear. She was always set up and
al," an i.not get a chance to high-handed, and seein' that the place is all hers, Tom and

bier have to settie ail] that before hie can bring ini a ie
the choir and ,vaved a big palm Jiadgnin' fromn to-day, he seemns to have put the first spoke

snld to, herseif as she noted the in the wheel, and we'll soon see the finish."


