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[OUR 'HOMES:

GOSS[P has been well defined as putting two and
two together and making it five.

L

When Hiram Missed the Mark

By JENNIE FORD THOMPSON

[ EXT Tuesday is Election Day,”
N remarked Mrs. Barton, as she
bestowed a last vigorous rub
upon the stove she was polishing and
stood back to admire her work. Her
husband stirred uneasily in his chair.
“I really ought to have some new
slippers,” he replied, irrelevantly.
Then, as his wife made no reply, he
squirmed again and let his paper fall
to the floor. “This woman suffrage
business,” he commented, not look-
ing at her, “the papers are full of it,
It makes me sick! I'd hate to have
a woman who'd go running around to
"lection and such places, neglecting
her house and letting her family go
to_smash "

Mrs. Barton smiled upon her hus.
band with puzzling brightness.

“My_house isn’t neglected, is it,
Hiram?” she queried, with a com-
placent glance about her tidy kitchen.

“I should say not! And I'm mighty
glad you haven't got any such moon-
struck ideas in your heaa!”

Mrs. .Barton made no reply, but her
smile was as sweetly complacent as
before, and after watching her uncer-
tainly a moment, Hiram arose and
strolled out to the barn,

During the following week the
coming election was not alluded to by
either Hiram or his wife until Sat-
urday.

“I think I'll go to town with you
Tuesday, Hiram.'™

Hiram feigned surprise,

““Oh! was you thinking of going?
Now, that’s too bad! You ought to
have told me before, for I've went and
engaged the corn shellers, and they'll
sure be here on Tuesday.”

She cast a ~uick glance at him,
then glanced down.

“Oh, that need make no differ-
ence,” she replied. “We can go di-
rectly after dinner.”

“‘But the dishes,” he objected weak-
ly. “You surely won’t go and let
them stand 7"’

“Why not?” she queried
left them before.”

“Well, suit yourself, of course,”
doubtfully, “but I wouldn’t form such
habits,” Mrs. Barton’s only reply
was her own curious little smile, and
the subject was dropped

All the next day Hiram racked his
brain io find some plausible excuse
for keeping his wife at home, but
none could he find until on Monday,
when Joe Myers’s hired man express-
ed a desire to go to eleation. Hiram
eagerly offered the use of his buggy
and Bessy, his driving mare, which
surprising offer was eagerly accepted.

Tuesday came, and with it the corn
shellers.  Early Tuesday morning
Bessy was harnessed to the light
buggy jand slyly driven out and de-
livered into the hands of Joe Myers's
hired man,

Serenely unconscious of her bus.
band’s manoeuvre, Mrs. Barton bust]-
ed about the house, preparing din-
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ner for the hands, Pies, flaky crusted
and dainty marked and pmcﬁcd. were
set out on the long shelf on the
screened porch to cool; various hisse
ing sounds of stewing, roasting, and
baking issued from the kitchen door,
and mysteriously delightful odors
floated through the open windows.
The shelling was in_ full swing

when Hiram, going suddenly around twisted half humorously.

Hiram lingered about the house in
an unaccountable manner, while his
wife hurried around clearing the
table and piling the dishes into the
pans. Presently she spoke.

“Hadn’t you better be hitching up,
Hiram? T am almost ready.”

Hiram’s start of surprise was ra-
ther over-acted.

“Why, did you mean to go?" he
asked, innocently. “I wish I'd
known that. I've went and let Joe
Myers's man ve Bess and the
buggy! Thought you'd given it up.
I couldn’t have gone anyway. I've
got some fence to fix.”

A very small spark glimmered in
Mrs. Barton’s black eyes, but she re-
warded her husband with her old in-
scrutable smile,

“‘Oh, well,” she returned affably,
“that need make no difference, I
thought perhaps that you - wouldn't
want to wait for me, so I arranged
to go with Mrs, Myers .’

Hiram gazed helplessly at her a
moment, then turned round abruptly
and strode out to the barn. He.en-
tered Bessy’s empty stall and stood
there moodily kicking his heels
against the manger, The roll of
wheels passed the barn, but Hiram
did not glance up.

“If that woman don’t beat all,” he
muttered. “I just knew that smile
meant’s something.” His mouth
“T'll bet
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the barn, almost collided with a fig-
ure that had been creeping and peer-
ing around the corner, and which
now scrambled hastily to its feet.

It was a man, very ragged and very
dirty, with rough, tousled hair and
beard, and a cringing, half-hearted
manner that marked him a common
tramp.

Hiram viewed the fellow’s sodden
bulk with a brooding frown.

““What are you doing here?”’ he de-
manded, sharply.

The fellow shifted uneasily, keep-
ing a furtive eye upon the pitchfork
Hiram carried,

“W’y,” he returned in raspy, whee-
dling tones, “I jest thought as how
you might let a feller stay to din-
ner.”

“Well,” Hiram glanced back at the
workers, “I'm not in particular need
of an extra hand, but I guess we could
give you a chance to shovel till
noon.””

The tramp drew back. “Oh, sa
now,” he whined, “I ain’t lookis
fer a job. I've walked quite a ways,
an’ I thought T'd like to rest up a
little till dinner time.”

Hiram’s eyes hardened. He raised
a sturdy brown fist

“Now vou git,” he ordered, and the
tramp did.

A well-prépared feast was gracing
the long table when the hungry horde
trooped in to dinner. The shelling
was finished just at noon, and an
hour later men crowded into the wag-
wons and started for the town, five
miles distant.
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she knew all the time what I was
about. Somehow, she always does.
I wonder how "twould do now if I was
to come right out and forbid her to
go? I believe I'll try it.” And as-
suming a resolute and courageous air
he marc k to the house.

Somehow, as he neared the kitchen
door, the task he had set for himself
loomed larger and larger. On the
step he halted in uncertainty. Perhaps
he ought to reason with ;:mﬂy, It
she had only said what she meant to
do, he would know what to say to her
then. Perhaps she wasn't intending
to vote, He believed he’d ask her,

He looked into the kitchen. His
wife was not in sight. The pantry
door stood partly open, the key in
the lock, Perhaps she was in there.
He listened. Yes—he could hear her
moving about.

Just then a sudden diabolical idea
entered his head. His eyes glowed
with sudden resolution. He tiptoed
lightly across the floor, pushed the
door softly shut, turned the key, and
dropped it into his pocket. as
silently as possible, he hurried out of

the house and away across the fields,"

where there was some fence that need-
ed mending.

“I've fixed it this time,” he chuck-
led. “That's once I turned the
trick! T guess she won’t like it
much, but T won’t have it said that
my wife went to election,” he con-
cluded grimly,

He had declared—though not in
Emily’s presence — that his wife
should never vote: and now, as he
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reached the broken fence, and set to
work, he thought grimly that, for
this time at least, she would not.

. Down the hill a buggy came driv-

mg.

“‘Hello, Hi,” called the occupant,
genially, “Ain’t you goin’ to 'lecs
tion to-day "'

“‘Guess not, Steve, Horses all been
to work and I lent Bess.”

“Well, get in and go with me,
can’t you? I come back right past
your house.” :

Hiram hesitated. Dared he leave
Emily a prisoner so long? There was
only one window to the room, and it
was small and high. She couldn’t
possibly get out. Then he reflected
that he would have to keep her there
anyway until it was too late to wote,
for she would find or make a way to
RO to town, if she really wanted to go,

“Well,” he replied doubtfully, I
ain’t fixed up any.”

““Oh, that’s all right,” the other
assured him. “A fellow doesn’t have
to fix up to vote.” And with a guilty
feeling that he wasn’t playing the
game fair, Hiram climbed into the
buggy and was driven rapidly off to
town.

Arrived there, he stopped short.
What was the matter with his eyes,
he wondered.

A woman was just coming out of
the store ahead of him, and if he
wasn’t drunk or crazy or something
like that, that woman was his wife,

He brushed his sleede across his
eves and looked again. Yes, it was
Emily. She came up to him, with no
sign of embarrassment.

“Well, Hiram, ..I . thought you
weren't coming. I've been here some
time and will soon be starting back,”
she announced brightly. The other
man passed on to take his place
among the voters, but Hiram s
still in his tracks.

“Emily,” he inquired solemnly,
“how ever did you get out of that
pantry

Emily looked startled. “The pan-
try " she echoed.  “Why, Hiram,
what do you mean?"

He stared at her for a moment in
silence.

“Somebody—"" he began, then
stopped. “‘Well, I locked the pan-
try,” he finished rather lamely,

His wife looked at him curiously,
“I guess you've been dreaming,
Hiram,"” she replied at last. “I lock-
ed the pantry door myself and laid the
key on the kitchen table, But you
don’t look just right.  Perhaps we
ought to get home rather early.” And
with that she passed on,

Hiram pulled the key from his trou-
sers pocket and stared at it.

“‘Dreaming, was 1?” he muttered:
“Well, T guess not! But she’s right
about getting home early, 'l do
that,””

As luck would have it the two teams
in which the couple had gone to town
pulled up at the Barton home at pre-
cisely the same time, and without
stopping for further chat with their
neighbors, Hiram and his wife alight-
ed and entered the house t Y

Hiram hung up his coat and then
sat down mechanically in the chair his
wife pushed toward han,

Emily stepped behind his chair.
then something slipped down over Nj
shoulder, and looking down he foun,
a pair of very handsome slippers up-
on his lap. 3

“What in the world—" he began,
'h";d h;.:‘ wile’leeﬂ'y bll.“'h hl;;
rupt im. _ “Ha rthday, -
ram!” ghe uchimvmy. :

A sudden light broke over Hiram's
mind. “My birthday I he cjaculated.
“Why, of course it is! And I'd for-
gotten all about it, Emily,” he quer-
ied mdd'enlv. “is that why you went

to town "
MOF - vse it was,” laughed Emily,
?.'}d‘ » hand ol:’! k’('tdun door.
usy on wait and see—
(Ooncinded on page 14.)




