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I siiitl in llii- iiili-iMlnclidii of lliis sloi.v

tliiil i Wiis voiiniu;, mill I know I liiivc iiiik-Ii

Vcl III IcjllMI. so licfitrc I rnininiltcil lllcsc

rccinds to ((lid lypc I icjid lliciii to my
iriollici". Cor il \v;is only the oilier djiy I was
in knickcilMMkcis. I still viiluc licr opin-

ions and jiidy:int'nt above any one else. So
I read tlieni to her. my sister Miriam and
cousins close h\ listeninjr.

" What do yon think of them, mother?" I

asked.

".My son," she answered, "they will do

very w(dl. for there is heart in them, and
that pleases me."

" l>id yon say ' art " or ' heart." motiier?"

I asked. Then, lookiiiii into my eyes, she

answered. " Mephiltoshelh." (She never

calls me liy that name Init to say something

very tender, for her eyes tilled with tears, i

•• Moth, my son. both."

Then .Miriam spoke ont :
' I'lay ns a min-

uet on the harpsichord. Itrother. and I will

" sound the lotid lindirel." while cousins

(iladys and Vera will dance t(. the music in

iionor of your stoiy. and cousin Howard and
l»al)v • Hosli ' will shout hurrah I"

"
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