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TWO OLD LOVERS.

Leyden was emphatically a village of cottages, and each off
themn buiît after one off two patterns ; ither the front door
wau on the right aide, in the corner of a littie piazza extend-
ing a third of th e length of the house, with the main roof
jutting over it, or the piazza stretched acrosa the front, and
the door wau in the centre.

The cottages were uniformly painted white, and had blind
uofa bright spring green colour. There was a littie flower
garden in front of each ; the beds were laid out artistically
in triangles, hearts, and rounds, edged with box; boys'-love,
sweet-williams, and pinks were the fashionable and prevail.
ing flowors.

There wau a general air off cheerful though humble pros.
perity about the place, which it owed, and indeed its very
existence also, to the three old weather.beaten boot and
shoe factories which arose stanchly and importantly in the
very midst of of the natty littie white cottages.

Years before, when one Hiram Strong put up his three
factories for the manufacture of the rough shoe which the
working-man of America wears, he hardly thought he was
also gaining for himself the honour of founding Leyden. He
chose the site for his buildings mainly because they would be
easily accessible to the railway which stretched to the city,
sixty miles distant. At first the workmen came on the cars
from the neighbouring towns, but after a while they became
tired of that, and one after another built for himself a cot-
tage, and established his family and his household belong-
ings near the scene of his daily labours. So graduaily Ley-
dengrw A built his cottage like C, and B built his like
D. Tey painted themn white, and hung the green blinda,
and laid out their flower beds in front and their vegetable
bedu at the back. Byand-by came a church and a store
and a poat-office to paso, and Leyden was a full.fledged
town.

That was a long time ago. The shoe factories had long
pussed out of the hands of Hiram Strong's heirs; he him-
self was only a memory on the earth. The business was
Dot quite as wide awake and vigorous as when in itu first
youth ; it droned a littie aow ; there was not quito 50 muchl

buatle and hurry as formerly. The factories were neyer
llghted up of an evening on account of overwork, and the
workmen found plenty of time for pleasant and salutary
gossip over their cuttirig and pegging. But this did not
detract in the least from the general cheerfulness and pro.

sperty of Leyden. The inhabitants still had ahl the work
tfeyneeded to supply the means necessary for their smal

comforts -1n te werc contented. They too had begun to
drone a littie like the factories. IlAs slow as L-eyde,"
was the saying amongst the faster-going towns adjoining
theirs. Every morning at seven the old mca, young mca,
and boys in their calico shirt sleeves, their faces a littie pale

-pcrhaps from their indoor life-filed unquestioningly out
of the back doors off the white cottages, treading still deeper
the well.wora foot-patha stretching around, the aides of the
houses, and entered the factories. They were great ugly
wooden buildings, with winga which they had grown in
their youth juttià clumsily freim their lumbering shoulders..
Their outer wllàs1 were black and grimy, streaked and
splashed and patched with red paint in every variety of
shade , accordingly as the original hue was tempered with
amoke or the beatings of the stormis of many years.

The men worked peacefolly and evenly in the shoe shops
aIl day, and the women staid at home and kept the little
white cottages tidy, ccoked the meals, and washed the
clothi, and did the sewingeFor recreation the mea at or
the piazza in front of Bak s store of an evening, and
goW.ped or discusscd politica;; ad the women talked over
their neighbours' fonces, or took their sewing into their aeigh-
bours' o! an afternoon.

People died in Leyden as elsewhere, and here and there
wus a little white cottage whose narrow foot-path leading
round to its back door its master would neyer tread again.

Ia one of these lived Widow Martha Brewster and her
daughter Maria. Their cottage was one of those which ha<
its piazza across the front. Every summer they trainci
mornwng-glories over it, and planted their little gardea witl
the flower seeds poular in Leyden. There was not a cot.
tage in the whole p ace whose surroundings were neater and
gayer than theirs, for ail that they were only two womneu
and two old womnen at that ; for Widow Martha Brewstei
was in the neighbourhood o! eighty, and her daughter Maria
Brewster, nearly sixty. The two had hived alone since jacot
Brewster died and stopped going to the factory, some flfteer
Years ago. H-e had left them this particular white cottage,
and a sng little sum ia the savings bank besides, for tbt

whole Brewster family had worked and economized ail theli
long lives. The women had corded boots at home, whilc
the man had worked in the shop, and neyer spent a cen
vithout thinkiag o! it over night.

Leyden folksalal thought that David Emmons would mari
Maria Brewster when her father died. 4"'David can reat hi

house, and go to ive with Maria aad her mother," saic
they, with mn sfectionate readiness to arrange matters fo
them. But h. did not. Every Sunday night, at eig)
o'clock puacýtually, the forma of David Emmons, arrayed i

his ~ ~ -1 bes clt. îthV« hi tf hiedcean oea

was a sîcader, mild-faced old man, witb a fringe o! gray,
yellow beard around his chia; his bead was quite bald.
Years ago le had been handsome, tbey said, but somebow
people had always laughed at hlm a little, altbough they all
liked hlm. "lTho slowcst o! ail the slow Leydenites," out-
siders called hlm, and evea the " slow Leydenites " poked
fun at tbis exaggeration o! themacîves. It was an old and
well-worn remark that it tookDavid Emmons an bour to go
courting, and that ho was always oblieed to beave bis own
home at seven la ordor to reach Maria a at eight, and there
was a standing joke that the meeting-bouse passed hlm one
morning on bis way to the sbop.

David beard the chsffing o! course : there is very littie
delicacy la matters o! this kind among countiey people: but
ho took it al la good part. Ho would laugh at bimself
witb the rest, but there was sometbing toucbing in bis depre-
catory way o! saying sometimes, "'Well, I don't know bow
'tis, but it dor't seemn to ho la my natur' to do any other way.
I suppose I was bora witbout tbe faculty off gittia' along quick
ln this world- You'Ul have to git hohiad an' pusb me a
leetle, I reckon."

Ho owned bis littie cottage, wbich was one o! the kind
wbich had the pizza on tbe right side. Ho lived entirely
aloae. Thore was a balf-acre or so off land beaide bis bouse,
wbich ho used for a vegetable gardon. After and beffore
shop hours, la the dewy eveninga and morniaga, ho dug and
weeded assiduously hotween the green ranka of corn and
hoans. If David Emmona waa slow, bis vegetablos were
not. None o! tbe gardons la Leyden surpassed bis la lux-
uriant growtb. His corn tasselled out and bis potato patch
was white witb blossoma as soon as anybody's

Ho was almost a vegetarian in bis diet ; the products o!
bis gardon spot were bis staple articles o! food. Early la
the morniag would the gentie old bachelor set bis pot o!
green thinga boiling, and dine gratefully at noon, like mild
Robert Herrick. on pulse and herlia. His gardon supplied
also bis sweetbeart and ber mother with ail the vegetables
they could use. Many times ln the course of a week could
David bave been seen slowly moving toward the Brewster
cottage witb a basket on bis arm, well tocked with the
materials for an innocent and deliclous repast.

But Maria was not to ho outdone by ber old lover la
kindly deeds. Not a Saturday but a goodly share o! ber
weekly baking was deposited, neatly covered with a white
crash towei, on David's little kitchen table. The surrerti-
tioua air witb which thc back-dcor key was taken from ir,
biding-place (which mIe well kaew> under the kitchen blinds
the door unlocked and entertd, and the good thinga de-
posited, was charming, altbough bigbly ineffectual. "There
goes Maria with David's baking," said the women, peering
ont off their windows as she bounced, iratIer more gently
and cautiously than usual, dowa tbe street. And David
bimself know well the ministering angel to wbom these
honefits were due wben ho liffted the towol and discovered
with tearful eyes the brown boaves and flaky pies-the proofs
o! bis Maria's love and culinary skill.

Amongat the yonnger and more irreverent portions o! the
community there was considerable speculation as to the
mode o! courtship o! these old loyers off twenty-flve years'
standing. W"s tbere evea kiss, a tender clasp off the band,
those usual expressions of affection betweea sweetbearts ?

Some off tIe more daring spirits had even gone ao far as
to commit the manifost impropriety o! peeping in Maria's
parlour windows; but they had only seen David sitting.

f quiet and prim on the slippery borse-hair sofa, and Maria

1 by the table, rocking aowly la ber littie cane-seated rôcker.
Did Maria ever leavo ber rocker and it on tbat slippery
borse-bair sofa by David's ide ? They nover knew ; but

*shc neyer did. Tîcro was sometbing laughable, and at the
samre time rather pathetic, about Maria and David's court-
ing. Ail the outward appurtenances o! 'lkeeping company "

1 were as rigidly observed as tbey had hoon twen ty-five years
rago. when David Emmoits first cast bis mild bine eyes sbyly
-and lovingly on rod-cheeked, quick-spoken Maria Brewster.

Every Sunday evening, la the wintor, there was a fine

'e kindled la the parlour, the parlour-lamp was lit at dusk all

g the year round, and Maria's mother retired early, that the
young people might I"ait up. " ,TIe "sitting up " was no

r very formidable affair now, whatever it migît bave hoon in

d tIc flrst stages o! tIc courtship. TIe need off sleep over-

j balanced sentiment la those old lovera, and by ton o'clock

h at the lateat Maria's lamp was out, and David lad wendcd
t. bis solitary way to bis own home.
d Leydon people lad a great curiousity to know if David

l ad ever actually popped tIc question to Maria, or if bis

r natural slowneas waâ at fault ln this aa la otber things.

ia Tbeeir curiousity lad been long exercised la vain, but Widow

,b Brewster, as sIc waxed older, grew loquaclous, and one day
n told a neighbout, who lad dropped la la ber daughter's
,absence, thet I"David had nover reely corne to the p'tnt.

ie SIc aupposed ho would some time ; for her part, she thougît

ir ho had btter; but thon, after ail, abe knowed Maria didn't

le care, and maybe 'twas jeat as welI as 'twas, only aometimes
nt she was afeard she ahould nover live to se; the weddia', if

they wasn't apry." Thon there lad been bints conceraing a
y certain pearl.coloured silk wbich Maria, baving a gond

is chance to get at a bargain, lad purchased somo twenty years
d ago, when shc thought, from sundry remarks, that David

br was comiag to the point ; and it was further intimated that

lit the silk lad been privately made up ton yeara sinco, when

ia Maria had agin surmised that thc point was about hoing

David had led hier to think, from certain hesitating words
spoken at parting one Sunday night, that lie would certainly
ask the momentous question soon, hier heart had gone into
a happy flutter. She had bouglit the pearl.coloured silk
then.

Years after, hier heart had fluttered again, but a littie les
wildly this trne. David almost asked bier another Sunday
night. Then she had made up the pearl.coloured ilk. Sho
used to go and look at it fondly and admiringly from time to
time; once in a while ahe would try it on and survey hersel!
ln the glass, and imagine hersel! David's bride-a faded
bride, but a happy and a beloved one.

She looked at the dress occasionally now, but a little
sadly, as the conviction was forcing itself upon hier more
and more that she shnuld never wear it. But the sadness
was always more for David's sake than her own. She saw
him growing an old man, and the lonely uncared-for life
that he led flled hier heart with tender ffity and sorrow for
him. She did not confine hier kind offices to the Saturday
baking. Every week bis little bouse was tidied and set to
rights, and bis mending looked after.

Once, on a Sunday night, when she spied a rip la his
coat that had grow long from the want of womanly flagera
constantly at hand, she had a good cry after he had left and
gone into her room. There was something more pitiful to
bier, something thit touched lier heart more deeply, in that
rip in hier lover's Sunday coat than in all hier long years o!
waiting.

As the years went on it was sometimes with a sad heart
that Maria stood and watched the poor lonely old figure
moving slower than ever down the street to his lonely home;
but the beart was sad for him always, and neyer for herself.
She used to wonder at him a little sometirnea, though
always with the most loyal tenderneas, that he should choose
to lead the solitary, cheerlesa ife that hoe did, to go back to
his dark, voiceless home, wben hoe might be so sheltered and
cared for in his old ago. She firmly believed that it was

ony wig to hier Inver'a incorrigible slownes, in this as in
everything else. She neyer doubted for an instant that ho
loved lier. Some women might have tried hastening mattera
a little themacîves, but Maria, witb the delicacy which is
sometimes more inherent la a steady, practical nature like
hors than in a more ardent one, would have lost her self.
respect forever if she had donc such a thing.

So she lived cbeerfully along, corded hier boots, though
ber fingers were getting stiff, humoured bier mother, who was
getting feebler and more childish every year, and did the
best she could for hier poor foolish old lover.

Wben David was seventy, and ahe sixty-eight, she gave
away the pearl-coloured silk to a cousin's daugbter wbo was
going to be married. The girl was young and pretty and
happy, but she was poor, and the silk would make over into
a grander wedding dress for her than she could hope to
obtain in any other way.

Poor old Maria smoothed the lustrous folds fondly with
bier withered hands before feading it away, and cried a
little, with a patient pity for David and herself. But whea
a tear splasbed directly on to the shining surface of the silk,
she stopped crying at once, and ber sorrowful expression
changed into one o! careful scrutiny as she wiped the sait
drop away with hier handkerchief, and held the dress up to
the liglit to be sure that it was not spotted. A practical
nature like Maria's is sometimes a great boon to its posses-
sor. It is doubtful if anything else can dry a tear as
quickly.

Somehow Maria always f elt a little differently toward
David after abo had given away bier wedding dress. Tere
bad alwaya been a littie tinge of consciousncss in hier manner
toward him, a little reserve and caution before people. But
after the weddiag dresbad gone, ýa11 question -o! marriage
had disappeared ao entirely from her mind that the delicate
considerations bora o! it varished. She wus uncommonly
hale and bearty for a woman of her age ; there was appar-
ently much more than two years' différence between bier and
hier lover. It was flot only the Saturday's bread and pie
that she carried now and deposited on David's littlkitchea
table, but openly and boldly, not caring wbo should sec ber,
many a warnfdinner. Every day, after hier own housework
was donc, David's house was set to righta. Ho sbould have
aIl the comforts hie needed in bis last yeass, she determiaed.
That they were his last yoara was evident. Ho coughed,
and now walked so slowly from feebleness and weakness thgt
it was a matter off doubt to observera whether hoe could reach
Maria Brewstor's before Moaday ovening.

One Suaday night hie staid a littie longer than usual-the
dlock struck ton hoffore hoe started. Then ho rose, and said,
as hoe had donc every Sunday evening for so many years,
"aWell, Maria, I gucas it's about time for me to ho gola'."

She ilped him on with bis coat, and tied on hlm tippet.
Contrary to his usual habit, ho stood in the door and hesi-
tated a minute:. there seemed to ho somothng lho waatcd to

sa.Maria."i

* Wei, David?"
"Im gittin' to ho an old man, you know, an' I've allus

1 been slow-goin' : I couldn't seoma to help it. There haî
i beeri a gç,d many thi nga 1 haven't got around to." The

1 old cracked voico quavered painfuly.
t «IYes, I know, David, ail about it ; you could't help it.

I wouldn't worry a bit about it if I were you."
" You don't lay up anything agin me, Maria?"

aiod-% gbt_ Maia.
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