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"I ncvpr ought f«, wliilp r have you to chper n*
up, Marmcc, anil Liuirip to take more than half of
every burden," r..|,li,.a Amy, warmly. "He never let*
me we hi«i anxiety, hut is wi Mweet and patient with
me. H<) devoted to Iteth, ami Hiieh a stay and eomfort
to nie HlwayH, that I ean't love liim enough. So, in
xpileof my one .tokh, [ can my witli Meg, 'Thank Om,,
I'm a happy woman.' "

" There 'm no need for me to My it, for every one
ean see that I'm far hnppi.r than I deserve," added
.lo, glancini; from her good husband to her ehuliby
children, tiindilinK on the grusn beside her. "Fritz is

(fettinif (jrey and stout. I'm BrowinR as thin as a
shadow, and am over thirty; we never shall Ik- rii'h,

and Plumdeld may burn up any night, for that in-
eorrigible Tommy HanRS will smoke sweet-fern eigars
under the bed-elotli.'s, though he'a set himself afire
three tijnes already. But in spite of these unromantic
facts, I Imve nothing to complain of, and never was so
jolly in my life. Excuse the remark, hut living among
boys, I can't help using their expressions now and
then."

"Yes, Jo, I think your harvest will be a good one,"
began llrs. Afarch, frightening away a big black
cricket that was staring Teddy out of countenance.

"Not half so good as yours, mother. Here it is,

and we never can thank you enough for the patient
sowing and reaping you have done," cried Jo, with
the loving impetuosity which she never <!ould out-
grow.

"I hope there will be more wheat and fewer tares
every year," said Am.v, softly.


