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Mrs. Sands shook her head.

* Has he give hor anythint

* No—not as I know of. He's bmught
mack’ral an’ porch in sev’ral times.'

*Well," said Mra. Cures, ‘you tuke my;
advico, Lucy Ann, an’ don't you be too
sure. Yon can’t toll about these youny
fellora. They're more'n likely not to
mean snythin’, an’ Emmy's a real good
girl ; but she amn't uno of the kind that
young fellers take tu, T shouldn’t think.
Who's comin'? .

‘Emmy,’ s1id Mrs. Sands, with an at-
tempt at dignity.

The door opened then, and Emmy en-
tered. She had n brown paper parcel,
and she handed it at once to her mother.

¢ Horo's the pock, mother,’ eaid she.

«T'd like to know whero you have been
all this time.’

¢T had to wait. T couldn’t help it.
The store was full of folks.’

Emmy was not as tall as her mother,
sho was very thin, and there was a little
stoop in her slightshoulders, Heryo.ng
face looked darklyand gravelyfrom under
hor wind-beaten hat ; a draggled plui..
trailed over the brim, twoleops of ribbon
stood up grotesquely.

Do look at Emwy's hat! ' said M
Elkins, Inughing.

«It's all blown to picees in this wind,'
romarked Mrs. Sands. Sho was slicing
the pork.

Emmy removed her hat soberly, and
straightened the plume and the ribbon.
She had a complexion like her mother's,
and the winds had beaten all the brizht.
ness out of it. Her blue eyes looked as
strange in her sallow face as blue vinlets
wiald bave looked in sand. Sho had
tried to curl hor front hair, hut the wind
had taken out all the curls, and tho
atraight locks hungz over her temples.
She wore a cheap, bluo gingham dress;
she and her mather had tried to fashion
it after tho style of aome of the cattavers’
costumes. There wero plaitings and
drapery, but it was poor and homely, and
bemnning to fade,

Emmy's aunta surveyed her sharply;
finally ATrs, Elkins spoke with a titter :
¢ Well, Eminy, is ho comin’ up to-night ¢°

Emmy gave n great start. Sho looked
feared and pitiful. but sho answered
rather shortly, * T dou’t know of anyhody
thsat’s comin’.” Then she went quickly
inte the sitting-ronm. DPresently her
myther followed, and found her smeth-
ing her hair before the laoking-glass,

Mrs. Sands walked around, and lonked
at her with a kind of” #harp tendernces.
*What iz it ?° she asked ;5 ¢ what's the
nmatter with 3 ¢’

¢ Nothin''

STes there is, teo. You necdn’t tell
me. I sawthe minute you come in xome-
thin' had comoe acress you. What is
ite'

¢ 2lothin’ has como ncress me. I wish
you wouldn't act so ailly, mother.’

*Did you see anything of him 7' M
S-adg’s ve.ce dropped te & whisper,
Fomy nodided an if slio were forerd o,

* Where--*

“In the oad.
*Walkin'?’

Dun’t mnther!”®

e’

* Anybody with him ¢°

*Flors Mann.'

Mre. Sands gtead looking at Fmmy.
*He'd waght oo wshamed of lamself,’
aad she,  *Don’t you mind nothin'atveat
it. Emy. Heain't worth it.*

front hajr and pinned it tightly ; her full
forohead showed, aud her face, no longer
shaded by the straying locks, had a
sovore cast.

¢ T don’t know why he ain't worth it,’
said she. ‘I don’t know why he'd ought
to be ashamed of himself goin’ to rido
with Flora Marsh. I can’t holua candle
to her.’
¢ Well, I should think after the way
he's heen comin’ hore—'

*He ain’t beon here long. Ho ain't
never asked me to have lum., He an't,
bo}'m]don to go with me if he don’t want |
to.
‘Emmy Sands, ain't he set up with
you ¢’

* That don’t mske it out ho's got to
marry te.’ |

¢ Well, you can stick up fos him if you;
want to, I ruther guess—’ |

¢ Somebody’s comin’,’ said Emmy ; undl
Mprs. Carcs opened the dour. |

*The pork’s burmn’,” said she, *an I,
guess vou'll have to turn it over, Lucy
Ann; I'mafrmid of its spatterin’ on my,
dressif I tryt. What's the wmntter?’ |
¢ {* Nothin',’ auswered Mrs. Sands ; and,
she went out and turued the pork and'
fried the ish.  Emmy sct the table ; her
aunts questioned her abuut her * besu,'|
but got little satisfaction. i

tTain't got any beau,’ sho said ; and
that was all she would say. i

Pretty soon her father came, a largo;
man lumbering wearily across tho yard
with & wheelbarrow Joad of potators. He
was a small faraer.  He had a nervous;
face although it was 8o fleshy, and he|
looked at lus wifc and Emmy with an,
anxious frown between his eyes. e did
not sny much to hissisters.in-law ; ho had
been as cordial to themas ho was abloat
noon ; company disturbed him.

As soon «s he could he beckoned his
wifo into the sittingroowm. *Come in
hero ¢ minute, Lucy Ann,’ said e,
When he had shut the door he Jooked at;
hier impressively. ¢ What do ye think 1!
seel’ ho whispered mysterivusty; ° youny
Pursons ont ridin' with the Mamh girl.’

Mrs. Sands held the kmfo with which
sho tarned the tish, T koow at)' s
she impatiently.  * Emwy sco ‘em.”

¢ She didu’t ¢°

*Yes; the met ‘em when she wius
¢ run’ homo from tho store.  T've got to
o an’ turn tho fish ; I can smell 'em
burnin® now.’

*Did she act as if she minded it
much ¢

« I couldn’t sco as sho did.  Sho acted ’
kind of wouchy. I can’t atan’ herw, or|
themn fish will bo burnt te a cinder.!
You'd better get you out a clean pochet-
handkerchief before you come to tho
table.’

Supper, with its company-fare of fried
tish, hot biscuits, and & frosted eake, was
quite Iata.  The guests had to take their
leave directly afterward, as they had a
longdrive. Mr. Sands bimught thoharse
and buggy ameund, aud Mrs. Sands got
out her sisters’ bonnets snd wraps,  She
watched thuem as they put on their little
fluwer-teppad bounets and adjusted their
Iaco veils over their erimps.  She had nnt
hrd & bonnet 80 tine for years, but she
folt no eavy.  Sho seldom laaked in the
wlaxg, and never except to sec if she were
tidy. The sca had scemed to cultivate a
certain uhjectiveness in her sinco xho Yad
hved nearit. It was asif tho rclative
rmallness of her perscuality besido tho
finite had come home to her.

When tho sisters were in the buegy
they walked the horsa across the yand to
the rvad. and Mra. Sands walked at the
side, talkingy, When shio reached the
mad Mre., Carer, whes was driving, veined
intho horse. A young moan and woman
wene jasing in a hugey.

*Who's that 1’ ealld Mre. Elkins,
aftcr they hed nassed.

Mrs, Caree tornad sharply en her ais-
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Emmy strained tack her atrargling

* Yes, I ruthor think twas him,’

* Who was that with him ?*

T gruess "twas the Marsh girl.’

Mrs. Carestightened thoreins, * Well,’
taid she, *I guess you'll find out thore's
somothin’ in what I told you Lucy Anu.
It ain't best to bo ton sure.  Well, meobbe
she’ll find somebudy olse, now that the
1co 18 broke. Good-ﬂy.'

Mrs. Sands stood beside a great wild
rose bush aund watched her sisters drive
down the wood. The twilizht was
comng fust, but the full meun was rising,
and would he light in spite of the clouds,
0 there would bo no difficulty about tho
two women driving home.,

Mrs. Sauds returited to the house, tho
sweop of the wind strong ar her back.
Emmy was washing the dishes. * din't
you gain’ to change your dress {' asked
her wmather.

¢ No, T stuess not.’

*Hadn't you better 7 Wo wight have
somcbody 1, an’ that don’t leok hardly

| it.?

1 guess we shan't havo anybody in.’

¢ Well, it an’t best to bo too rage.”

Emmy sad nothing more.  She kept
on waslung and wiping the tea things.
The corners «f her wmouth dropped, hut
nerve and resolution were in the motion
of her elbows.  After the dishes wero put
away she sat down with some  sowing,
Ber mother st opposite xith her knit.
ting-work. Mrs Sands kmtied fast, pur-

(#ing her hps tightly and wrinkling her

———

forehead. She and Emmy searcely ke
during the ovening., At nino o 'wk
thero was a stup at the door, ntd « ud.
don red tlamed over Emmy's face  ler
mother started. *Thero, 1 told y1te
change your dress,” she whispored. Bu
the door opened and it was only -as
Sands. He stepped in cautiously, b ki
anxiously around the room, and the sat
down.

* Well, how are you gettin’ alony ke
asked.

‘ Pretty well,’ replied Fwy,

¢ Anybody beenin?’ he inquired ina
casual voice.

Mrs. Sands shook her head. Protty
soon Emmy laid aside her work aad vent
upstairs to bed in her plain little r v
Aftor she was in bed sho lay listenit: to
the inurmur of her parent’s voices in the
room bolow. She kuew they wese tilk-
ing about her. Sho folt intonse sluime
that they should be discussing her love
matters. It seemed sometimes to this
littlo soul, setting forth for the first time
sut of her harbor of youth, as if the
friondly watchers on the pier had cansd
her more discomfort than the roughneas
of the vuyage. It reemed to Eramy that
her parents talked all night ; she was not
conscious of any cessation,

When sho went down in the morning
her mother looked sharply at her,  *Yeu
don’t look as if you'd slept a wink ; great
hollers under your oyea,’ said she.

*T'vo slopt euough,’ reptied Emmy
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