
In Pastures Green
bedroom with chattering teeth, and feet so numb with cold 
that he hobbled rather than ran.

“ Turn on the draughts on the heater,” shouted his wife.
“ It’s out ! ” he snarled as he still approached rapidly like a 

runaway iceberg on the high seas. Mrs. Summersox was filled 
with sudden alarm.

“ Eben Summersox! Don’t you dare to come bouncing into 
this bed and giving me my death of cold. If you touch me with
your cold hands or feet I’ll----- ” But she never told what she
would do. With a wild, despairing scramble her husband 
clawed at the clothes with numb fingers, and then plunged 
between the blankets like a hunted thing.

“ Well, I hope you are satisfied,” said Mrs. Summersox 
tartly. “ If this is the way the joys of your youth are going 
to turn out I should think this would cure you.”

“ W-what are y-you talking about ? The whole trouble is 
that we tried to bring city conveniences with us to the cu- 
country. A man needs a course in a technical college before 
trying to run one of those coal stoves. I am going down town 
to-day to get a couple of wood stoves, and I’ll throw those 
confounded coal stoves on the scrap heap. The country is 
all right, but if you are going to live in it and enjoy it you 
must live as country people do. I am going to root out of this 
house everything that has to do with city life, and then I can 
live as a man should.”

At this point Mrs. Summersox resumed her air of resignation 
and sighed deeply. There was silence for a while, and then a 
knock sounded from the kitchen door. Mr. Summersox blazed 
with wrath.

“ What miserable idiot is knocking at this hour of the 
morning ? He can just knock till he is tired, and then come 
back at a reasonable hour.” The knock sounded again, 
louder than before. Mr. Summersox sulked. His wife sighed 
once more and stirred as if about to get up, but was careful not 
to uncover herself.

“ Oh, well, I suppose I must get up and see who it is.”
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