
Thk Stort of Waitstill Baxter

place by his side, she would put her elbow on
his shoulder and read with him.

Once, Rod, from his place at a table on the

other side of the room, looked and looked at

them with a kind of instinct beyond his years,

and finally crept up to Waitstill, and putting an
arm through hers, nestled his curly head on her

shoulder with the quaint charm and grace that

belonged to him.

It was a young and beautiful shoulder. Wait-
still's, and there had always been, and would
always be, a gracious curve in it where a child's

head might lie in comfort. Presently with a shy

pressure. Rod whispered :
*' Shall I sit in the other

room, Waitstill and Ivory?— Am I in the way? "

Ivory looked up from his book quietly shaking

his head, while Waitstill put her arm around the

boy and drew him closer.

"Our little brother is never in the way," she

said, ai> she bent and kissed him.

Men may come and men may go; Saco Water
still tumbles tumultuously over the dam and
rushes under the Edgewood bridge on its way to

the sea; and still it listens to the story of tond ,y

that will sometime be the history of yesterday.

On midsummer evenings the windows of the

old farmhouse over at Boyntons* gleam with un-
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