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little man followed througli the outer rooin.
fle beckolied to two others within the sick-

1100111) a white-capped woinan and a doctor.
They saw, understood, and Andrew went up to
the bed alone witli the door closed behind Iiiiii.

" Judith," lie said, " my owii little girl."
A long treniour shook the sliglit form under

the coverlets, and then-then lie, was on his knees
with the flowers flung all across the bed and his

amis about lier. And Judith ? Poor Juditli's
eyes were wide and frightened, for she thought

the change liad come that she had waited for,
expected, even longed for; she thought this was

Death, and even althou(rh the crab bloonis were
there, and Andrew, still it was awesome. - Yet
Death should have brouglit white flowers, not

apple blooms such as grew in Andrew's woods.
And were Death's arins ever so sustaining, so
tender, so warm as these ? And surely Death
did not come crarbed in shabby, sinoky velve-

teen, nor bond above his victims a brown
passionate face wet witli tears ?
"Andrew, it's you, and you're crying," and

thon followed a faint whisper of delight-froni
lier-for Andrew's courage and calm were gone
at last. lie could not spealç. And once more
she smiled at liiiii the old woiiiaiily smile, froril
the old honest eyes, and strectelied forth feeble

fingers striving to reacli about his neck.


