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MANDY'S. LUCK
(A STORY FOR LOVERS.)

T was not altogether
a question of beauty,
perhaps, t:'at made
"Lish" Thomas hccî-
tate before choosing
between Mollie Sý,iv-
ers and Mandyjo'n-
son; there was also
the question of util-
itY. 1-Ire, too, a

d-ifflculty presented itself; for bot1j
were equally skilled in hoeing and in
picking cotton.

.Tbey were of about the saine age;
and both possessed the saine degree of
beauty-of its kind. In fimre, ,each
was everything to lie desred-tall,
lithe, muscular. Mandy's fcot was
slightly 1larger than her rival's; and
it was also wider, more rnashed-
down, and covered, a larger areài of
soil. Mandy bad a sliglit advaritage i
complexion, for, just below the lustr-
ons eyes, wbere the cheek-bonef- rises
highest, there was a suggestion of
nut-brownness, while Mollie's face was
one long> broad, Arctic-winter nig' t.

One day, after dinner, as the red.
faced overseer sat on his front porch,
placidly smoking bis pipe and survey-
ing the broad acres of cotton sur-
rounding him, Lish -shuffled up the
walrc and approached the plantation
White Hou se ; he stood before the
overseer, and made bis request, his
bat in liand.

"Well, if that don't beat al, Lish!
Maria, corne out here !" called Mr.
Petersi. He leaned back in bis chair
and looked toward the room behind
him, whence chldish yells were issu-
ing.

A fat, middle-aged matron came to
the door, with a switch in hand, close-
ly followed by a light-haired urchin
with tear-stained face. On reaching
the door, the young hopeful sped
swiftly away into the backyard.

"Here's Lish,'" said lier liusband.
The woman, dropping her switch,

came out upon the porch.
"Well, Lish?" she inquired.
"Lish wants me to get him a license

to get married; but it's Mollie Stivers,
he says."

"'Well, I do think, Lish !" exclairn.
ed Mrs. Peters, with an inflection that
meant she was outdone.

Lish hung his head in silence. He
had done sornething amiss, he per-
ceived, and lie was ready to admit bis
guilt, thougli by no means acquainted
with the nature of it.

"Well, ~el" said the over,;er,
'that's too bad! Tobe told us you
were going to marry Mandy- and, as
Pboebe has left, my wife bired Mandv
to cook for us and put ber in the cor.
ner cabin. We thought you'd live

there, too, and be near your lanid, and'
not have to walk so far every day
fron' your daddy's cabin."

h"Mandy won't stay 'long there by
lerseif," cried the woman; "sbe'll
l(-ave; and she's the only good cook
on the plantation."

"Maybe she'll get another husband"
suggested Mr. Peters. 'I'm! sorry,
thotugh, it's not Lish, becanse the
cabin's riglit near bis land. However,
it can't lie kelped."

"Jes' wait," said Lish, shifting bis,
weight from one 'leg to the other and
keeping bis eyes on tlie ground. Over
bis mind was slowly creeping the re-
collection of how Mandy had called
to him the day before wlien lie was
plodding homeward, with mule ar.d
plow, to bis fathers cabin two miles
away. She had wisled to tell him
of ber good fortune, he snpposed; but
I., had not gone to lier.

"We don't want to interfere with
your love-affairs, Lisb," said Mr.
Peters, langhing. "I'm going to town
tomorrow, and I can get the license
for you, and Mollie."

"Jes' wait," repeated Lisli, getting
back to the other leg again.

"If yon've asked Mollie," interposed
Mrs. Peters, "it's too late to wait.
Have you asked lier?"

"Kinder," admitted Lisli, putting one
hand4under bis Fead, just behind bis
ear, and still looking at tbe ground.
"I can fix it," lie added, suddenly
looking up.

'hob overseer and bis wife'excbang-
ed glances. Over the mans face an
expression of infinite amusement wvas
playing; but the woman said: "Lish,
if you've promised to marry Mo'lie,
you must do it. S! .e's a good girl, 1
arn sure."

and ht. moved slowly away.
"Lisb," called the overwccr, "let n-e

know if you want a license-and xvbo
for," lie added with a laugb. "And
say," he continued, more seriously, "Il
want you to get tbrougli with this
marrying business, and finish 'sera:Ding
that cotton before tbe crabgrass getE
the start of you."

It was nearly .dark on the following
afternoon when Lish Thomas reaclica
Poss Stiver's cabin. TFe dogs an-
nounced bis arrivaI as lio came up and
stood outside tbe ferice. A large yel-
low hound rusbed fuiiously down the
patb leading from -the cabin to ibte
rail-fence, but stoppcd barking whcn
Fe saw who it was. The pnps ran
fartbcr, on through tbe fence, andso-
licited attention, but received none -at
Lish's bands. Old man Stivers poked
bis bcad out of tbe cabin door.

"Dar's Lisb ergin," saiefie. Mollie
rose from the table and stood in tbe
(loorway. She wvas gowned in a man-
ner that wvas simplicity itself. The

buge bite of con-bread alie had just
t,ýken interfercd wili free utterancc,
but, after some manipulation, sle was
able" to say, "Hi, Lishl "

"Corne here," said lie, monnting Ilie
fence. He then Icaped down inside,
and moved toward a log lying off the
path in the weeds.

"Nar," dernurrcd Mollie, "I ain't
goin' in no deýv in my bar fert. What
yots want?e'

She stepped frorn t!e porcl ta tlie
cypress log which comprisel the front
stcps, and then to bbc gronnd. Walk-,
ing down--the path, she'leaned against
a stnmp and Lisli came up..

"I ain't donc catin'. Ef you jes'
corne prjcckin'-" She patised whcn
she observcd Lish more closcly. He
stood before ber, slonched over on
one leg, with his eycs fixed upon the
ground. Somethingweiglity, she saw,
was in bis mind.

"You sec, it's jes this-er-way, Mollie:
l'se donc aill--ouidý it -ain!-io- faul,
o' mine. Wbcn a man's donc aIl he
could, an' can't do wliat lie hankers to
do, lie got te do what lie kmn." He
paused and scratcbed bis heal.

"What you aimin' to say, Lisli?"
"l'se aimin' te say this. I donc al

I conld. I been carryin' on wid you
an' Mandy Johnson, but I didn't ax
Mandy. I ax yon. Wby'd I ax you?
'Caze I wanted yoný morc'n I wanted
Mandy." He paused again and looked
up for approval.

" Er, bu!- !" said Mollie. She now

"Nar," demurred Mollie, 'Wbat yoia want?'

saw that something impprtant watt
breinn g. 1

"Er, linl," repeated Lisli. 'I. done
aIl I could. But themi white folks,
thcy didn't do riglit. Tlicy ougitter
axed me who 1 wanter marty. They
on,-,tei said, 'Lish, what >c»nsn you
want?' Tlicy should'have diagîvered
t: at fact afore they let out the corÈner
cabin. 'Stid o', which, Mr.. Peter& he
lapes hL'qself off to town an' fetches
back leré a license for Mandy. Then
he say to me, he say, 'Lish, you go
marry Mandy. You go scrape that
cotton afore the crabgrass choke hlmup. You go marry Mandy,' lie iay,;
damn quick,' lie say. 'An'e! you
don't' he say, Ts' gwine to cut ini a
'l.ickey oe an'"

Lish L7 sicli a fool," Mollie expiain-
ëd afterwards, "-Mandy was niore'a
welcomc. He told me the beatenest.lie."'
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Throtighi the window pane and try la vain
To niake it goid once more.

1 love her eyes-dim, yet no vise:
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I love ber cheek, the lies that speak
0f lhreis ion gtoilsoineday,
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0f patient love alway.

So old and bent, o eais and spetit,
Yet keelng youth enough

To lielp sud cheer vîieli a-les arc drcarAud ways are pteep mnd rougit.
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My head tapon ber knee,
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A tender prayer in in the air.

oh. sweet the heur and maod 1
#,,dsweet the tone, -My little oi.e,

1 trust you have been good. "
-jean Dlewett.
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'Weli, if that don't Let ail, islsIMaria, oemo.ithereIl"


