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LOIS.

SENT BY MISS ELLA MITCHELL, WINDSOR, ONT.

An old red farm house, with its roof alop-
ing toward the road, and rambling off st
the back in an undecided way until stopped
by the great bamn, whose open doors showed
full mows and mades dark aetting for the
viata of bluoe hilly beyond.  Along the side
of the house were ranged sqnashes and
pampkins, abeorbing thetrlaat alluwance of
sumabine, and the wide south porch was
hung with stringa of pepper and braided
cars of corn.  The front door with its fan.
light and iron knocker, opencd on a narrow
rath leading down tothe road between rows
of prim Chiua asters; but the iron knocker
was apparently seldom raised, for the path

was giase grown, aud an armof the tall
roee bash had reached quite acrossthe door-
WAY.

South of the huuse the orchard atretched
away, the pyramids of githered fruit mak-
1ng vivid spots of ycllow and red againat the
hrown grass. Through the still air came
now and then the mellow thud of a falliog
applc or the sound of distant chopyiog, and
over all lay the3oft haze of an October day,
darkened here and there by the smokeof a
brosh fire.  The houre faced the west, and
justnowx all itslitle old fashioaed paues
were tinkini aud blinkiog at the sctiing
ran as thongh there was a yood anderatand.
ing betxeen them.  The place acemed the
very beart of content: but downwhere the
orchard slnped to the road a sarrowfal little
drama '“a)y ing enacted. It -frn a common
«as,—mer: the partiny of two youn
hearts,—something we unrlo nvcrercrg' dny§
thiking how s0on it will bo oatlived ;
and the actors were nn trazedy king and
qusen, oaly alittle Now ﬁnglnnd gulof
sixty yoars :E::nd her farmer lover.

. Totve had been toars and vehement plead.
ings, but they were over now,and the twn

stood gravely regantiog cach other acroms]

the old rail feooe.” The girl s clasped hands
rested on the fence, and the voung man cos
<ved them with his stronz brown hands and
wede a final appeal:

** Lois, think what youhave chosen; think
what it will beto be shutop therewith yonr
§ran Imother.”

“Lknow what it will be better than you
caa tell me; battkat doesa talter my duty,”
ansvered the girl steadily.

** Bat is it your duty I urged the young,
cager voloe.  **Your father is well able to
hire a hourekooper to Jook after thingt and
take care o‘(iur grandmother, There'sSam
Johnoson's widow, she'd jump at the chanoo
of such a home.”

A wan little smile glanced over the girl's
face.  ** How long do you think grandma
::kaed ‘Miry Johneon would agres” ahe

Y Well, then. coulda ¢ grandma go to your
tade "Hgah'a " ooy

* N, Barid,” was thoanmT., ** You
know she ttied that onoc nd conldn't stand
the childrem: besides, abe was born in the
ol honss snud says aho ahal) die there. It's
no use talking v WObr<dy cxcept father and
™o will bear with her, and we muat Yook
#{tcr her aa long as sho livea,”

** And the Daans live to  de uizety," sald
thy yorng man.

l.;::‘- 1ace yaled alittle,but sho mid **Yes,”
quietly,

**Oh, Low,” ho lurat forth, “don't Joit?
It will bea living death.  Come with :ne,
Nmr‘ \M‘olb}au this :p!udid‘cbsln:; 1
want you t0ahare my anccesm, {or ow
1 shall succeed.™ ¥

“lanwureof it," nidthegind, with asimple

faith, looking up to the sunburnel faco with
loving eycs.

Thoso sweet cyes!  As ho looked downp at
them and thought how scon he should be be-
yond their light, he leaped the fence, and,
throwing his arms about her, drew her close-
ly to him,

But even the sweet sorrow of parting was
to be shortentd, fer while the girl clung to
hiin there came a 2hrill call of “*Lols! Lois!’
followed by & weak, impatient blast on the
dinner-horn.

With a few hasty wordsof fsrewell, ahe
broke from his detaining hold and ran awift-
1y through the orchard.  \When she reached
tho great flat door-stone, she atood a mo-
ment with her hand oa the lateh and looked
back. Up theroad went a solitary figure.
How far helhad gonealready! Thesun
was down, the tficlds looked gray and
Lare, there was & chil(Jin the air, and as
she shut the door behind her sha zcemed
}o shat out forever youthand tope and

ove.

Grandma Dann was in onc of her worst
moods.  *‘\Where yc been, Loist™ was the

aharp fuquiry.

“‘xSovm in the orchard,” anawered Lois,
holding out her nands to the L'are in the
fireplace, for tho chill scemed to have crept
to her heart.

““Was yc alone?” I thought oncce or twice
I heard voices.” And the old woman looked
saspicioualy at hes.

** David Prico was there,” 3aid the girl
qaictly.

““David I'rice was there, was he?” cchoed
the ahrill voice.  **Well,if David Price
wantsto secyc he'd better come to yer
father's house. In my day youngmea didn't
expactgells to ‘fo philanderin® “creas lots to
moet ‘em; and I shall tell him so the next
time he comes here,”

‘*He won't come again,” I.oisanswered
(oh, with what a heavy heart 1), *He's go-
ing away.

**\Vhere's he going mnows™ demanded
Grandma Danp, as though theyours wman’s
life had been aue round of travel, whereas
he had never beea forty miles Srom his na-
tive town,

“*Qct to hizuncle Micahs in Ohio. His
uncle is going to take him into basiness,”
answercd Lols. °

“Hum!" said Grandma Dann; ** ‘a rollin’
atan gethers no moes.'”™ Then, with a
thought of her own o mfort, *“Arc yo ever
goin' to set the ta*'n? I'm jest afazishin’
tor Iny supper,” .

Jorhua Duns, comingin jost them, looked
from his mother to his daughter, and mid,
in hisgrave way, “Seems ) me Lois, you
might look alter your grandmotker a little
cleser.”

Toor Lols ! She hiad the foeling, 20 com:
mon to all of us, that the conscious zecept-
anccola bunicn must somchow lightenit,
acd that thesecret sclf-mcrifice muost in
somemyaterious way be feltand approciated,
bat hero in the firat hour of hier croms-bear
ing had come not praise, bot Blame.

Shemadord anawer: her faco flushod,
then paled, and with close shot lipwahe
walked quickly from the room.

**Joahuay,” auavered Grandma Dunn,
*ye ought to ke that gell in hanl,
She's getin’ more high-headed ev'ry day.
She'sgolntobe the very pattern of her
mother.”

“'There, there, mother!™ angwered the far-
mer. " Ict the gitl alone. Sho'a well
cnongh; and the more she grows like her

mother the better it'll pleass me,” For
Joshua Dunn held in very tender remem.
brance the young wife who had given her
itfo for her{uby (N

Lois did not come down to supper, but
when her father brought in the milk she
came and took care of it in her deft, quict

way.

ﬁe stood and watchod her, his ouo cwe-
lamb, his motherless child. How doar
she was to him, from her abining brown bair
to her willing foot! o wasa manof fuw
caresses, hut by and by he went over to her
and laid his rough haud gently on her
head, and safd, ““Father’s good littlo girl.™
Then, as though frightened at this un-
wonted exhibition of aflection, he gath-
ered the milk pails together and: hurried
out.

The touch and the words cased the heart.
ache a little, but that night, lying with wide
wakeful eyes fixed an tlte square of moon-
fighton the floor, Lois said over and over,
“The Daans liva to boninety,” “The Dunns
live to beninety.” And ske was only twen.
ty. How could sho bear thie for seventy
years?

Hut nature is kind to the young, and
Lois bad forgotten her ttouble long before
another pair of eyes colsed in the farm-
house,

Joshua Dunn pondered long and sorrow-
fully. He hid not been father and mother
both for twenty yoars without haviog his
perceptions sharper=d where his chili was
concerned, sud, remembering David Price'’s
frequent visits, and certain loiterings in the
old porch, and sundry tender glances, it was
not oidicult to conect Lois’s sober face
with the yung man's going away. Inhis
inmost heart ho was thankful that he was
203 called upon to give her up ; but some-
thing mast be doae t> cheer her.  If only
her mother were alive! Rat he must do his
best alone.

She should have somo new dressos, she
must bave young companv: he would tike
her up to the village oftener.  But alas for
the tender planning! The next time Joshna
Daon went to the village ho was carsied
there and laid beside his young wife.

It had happened very snddenly. He had
gone cut to the barn in the morning, and,
not coming in to breakfast, Lois had gone
n search of him, and found him lyiog under
the feet of a horse he had lately bought,
the good, kind face trampled out of recoz:
aitlon.

Well, we can live through a great deal,
and after the 6:at bewilderment was over
J.ois took up her old duties aza n.

Joshua Dunn had been a well-to.do far.
mer, and everything was left to Lais. There
was to be no anxiety aboat waysand means;
there was nothing to do, except ta live,
7ith all tho brightness of life gone. Grand.
ma Duaon, ia the face of a realsorrow, stop-
}nd fretting for a while, and loishad a

alat hope that their mutaal loss might
Uring them poarer together ; but after a few
weeks things fell back in their old conrses,
her grandmother repining and opbraiding,
and Lois cared for her in 2 cold, mochanical

WAy,

’I:hen the keea New Fogland conscicncees
awoke., Was this the xpirit of self-sacrifice?
Had sho given up aer lovomerely to do the
work a hired gercant might do,and with the
same feelings?  Was 3hs not cheapening
Jier sacrifico by withholdinga part of th3

ice?

I”So the lonely girl goaded ficrecdf nutil by
Prayers and tears sho w ity a softer
frame of mind, and the silent fadifference
with which aheMmdborne hier grandmother’s
sharp apeechen changed th pity for tho poor
<roas-grainod pature. 1§ Grandma Daon
xoticed the change, she gave nosigns but it
made lifo more tolerable for Lris, At the
| best, time dnghg«] very sloxwly at the «ld
+Zarm-house. ¢ mornings were bearable,
Jor the care of Ahe house kept ber busy ; bat
-in the long summer afternoons, whea hier
grandmother Qozd in her chalr, and in the
long winter evening®, when she aat alone by
tho tirs, ahe grew to have the feeling that
:lhﬁ had lived ain t.bo‘ :lalno way fg; & han-
3 years, and weanld live on atd qa in-
d:ﬁﬁ:‘;’f.
Bat alter ton years had wormn away anew
intorcst came into her life.  Oacdava pa-
Jer from Doston strayoed upto the rod honse
onthe hi. Lois did not know the paper
hella hizh nakia the literatnro of the

nul their connts weekly,  One littlo story
] her eapecialiy. It dill not abonad
u clopements, wmurder, and high-wronght

along as naturally as one friend might tait
to another, andthe thought came toher, -
why couldn’t she write a story ?

80, ou) afternoon when Grandma Dung
was safely off in her nap, Lois sat downis
the shady porch aud wrote her first story,
Jt was only thostory of alife which had
been lived in licr own village. There wa
no attempt at fino writing. no romance, no
cedy,—unleas the story of a broken heat
isalways a tragedy,—but tho story was told
so simple and tenderly tha* it seomed like s
quiet breok running at twili%ht between
banks of fern and alder, until it is lostia
shadow, .
With many misgivings she sent it to the
b Boston paper, and the editor, a man of quiet
tastes, tead it himsclf, thon took and resd
it to hisinvalid wifo; and the result was
thatin a few wocks Lois received a papr
addreased in a strange handwriting, and is
it her little atory ; and not onl{ that, buta
letter came contdnin& a check and a few
words of pralee. With a hoart lighter thaa
it had Loea alnce her fathor's death, abe
took the paper aud letter to her room. She
turned the check over and over,—her own
money ; the first she had cver earned, and
carned in such a delightful way ! Thenshe
read and re-read her story, and wonded
how it sounded to others. il‘:xeullooked the
paper over to compare it with other storie,
uﬁe: familiar nanmie caught her eye, asd
were, amnong the marrisge notices, she read
this: “In this city, 10th iaat., by the Rey,
Daniel Simpson, Mary, only daughter o
Roger Leonszrd, of this city, to David Pries,
of s(,;le\:l,;é:di’ Ohio,” p Intes, the

he held the paper a few mian
folded it smoothly and laid it away, He
brief aunshine had clouded over. .
After a while, urged by her lonelines,
sbe took up her pan wzain; and inallthe
years that followed ahe found it a refoge
and comfort, not omly to hersclf, butw
others ; for her writiaps, though often crode
had & simplicity and paturalness whick
touchod other hearts ; and besides the mod-
cst money return thero cume to her onoefa
a while a letter from some stranger wit
words of kinrlly:ui;::chﬁon. :

One day, when grandemether was -
usually rostless, Lois,
brought down her fint story and resdit
to her.  Grandma Dann had often listened
o her stories without suspecting the au).ﬁ .
and her biunt criticisms  were amusing
sometimes helpful.  “Hum!” she saud #
the end of this one ; *‘ that woman had ser-
ter the same life as 3'ligsy Peters—she that
was a Shepley ; only nobody wogld think of
puttin' M lissy in a story,—a r, shiles
thing. If sho'd ’a’ had less book larnin’axd
morc common acnse, Job Peter's folks wocld
*a’ liked her a deal better, and she wosldat
’a’ boen badgered to death by ‘em.” The,
with sudden irrelevancy, Yo ought to ber
married, Lois. Thero ought to be childra
about the house.  Ye'd ’'a’ dons betterbe
hov taken that David Prico that used %
hang round here,  Somebody was a telln’
of mo the other day that he wasrec] fore
handed out to Ohio.  But gella nover knex
what's best for em.” And she went offi to
an inarticalate muttering.

For amoment Las felta wild impalse
tell her grandmother occhy she had not xar
ried David Price, to lay open bof.-cc herth
long years of loncliness, the starvaticad
heart, which had been endured for har sake;
bat the sife-long habit of re.icence wismd
casily broken, and tko words dicd awy
without utteranre -

Aftcrwand she was glad of this silence—
for that night the querulous voice 3%}
saddenly, and the chain that had
Lois for twenty yoarswas broken, Shewst
frce.  Dat what was freedom wosth o be?
Tho zext was goncoatof Vo she bed
growu away from her old friendsand
no new ones; there was no tic to bind hees
Hillsborongh, and sho feit the full extest
herlonclinas when she realized the B2
that sho had no tics in any placein theyrd
world. But xke ceall not stay in heroM
home; woafter awhilo she sl thefirm
and moved away toa small lown nost B
ton, ruidad in her choice only by the
that from this town had come 2ome of B
fricodly atranger letters.  Hereaho acitid
hereelf in & comfortable home, and faccd
2olutely tho thirty or forty years whicid
a1l human probabitity lay before her.
peoploabont her proved kindly and iswle

eiay, bmtaho felt the diTerence Letween it] gent; sho found more copgenial

than sho had ever known beferes
Ploasant honso became & contre of qaies o
ciability, and shecnjoyed a kind of autaw
al happincs.

_qﬁuxat:ox;u, likp tha wetkly storica, bat ran
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