bunnets before I was: man-ied Y And the tears breke forth
afresh.
¢ Accept my handkerchief,’ said Ermine ; ¢ it will gerve your
purpose better than fingers.’ : -
The woman took the damty eambnc and surveyed it cun-
, ously, held at arm’s lar thistle-down, now, ain’t
it ? she said ; “and smel hke a locust-tree blossom.” :
‘Mr Solomon, then, belonged to the Community ? I asked,

| ~ trying to gather up-the threads of the story.

© -¢*No he didn't either; he’s no. Dutchman I ‘reckon, he’s a
- Lake Connty man, born nea.r Painesville, he is.’

»¢So he had ; he did 't belong, but he worked for’em since
: he was a boy, aid middling well, in spite of the painting, until -
one day, when he come over to Sandy on a load of wood and
‘seen me standing at the door. That was the end of him,’ oon-w
tinued the woman, with an air of gu'h.sh pnde ; “he could n’
work no more for thinking of me.” ~
<00 la vanité va-t-elle se nicher? murmured Erm.tne, nsmcr
¢ Come, Dora ; it is time to return.” o
AsI hastlly finished my last cup of sulphur wa.tel our host-
ess followed Ermine towards the door. ¢ Will you have your
handkercher back, marm ¥ she said, holding it ont reluctantly.
< It was a free glft madam,’ rephed my cousin ; “Iwish you
a good afternoon.” -
- “Say, will yer be coming again to-morrow ? asked the woman:
as I took my departure. :
“Very likely ; good by.’
£ ¢The door closed, and then, but not till then, the mela.ncholy.
- dog joined us and sta.lked behind until’ we had crossed the mea-
dow and reached the gate: We passed out and turned up the
hill ; but looking back we saw the outline of the woman’s head
at the upper Wmdow, and the dog's head at the bars,. both
watching us out of sight. .
 In the evening there came a . cold wind down, from. the north
and the parlor, with its primitive ventilators, square openings
in the side of the house, grew chilly. So a great fire of soft coal
was built in the broad Franklin stove, and before its blaze we
“made good cheer, nor needed the one candle which flickéred on
the tavie behind us. Cider ﬁesh from the mul carded"omcrer-

5 ‘I thought you spoke as though he had been in the Com .
~ mouni




