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LHEERFULNESS is what greases the axles of the

world ;

culty,—Lyson,

a little applied will smooth every diffi-
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ROSE

HY, don’t you know nothing
W in the world compliments a
loaf of bread like asking for

v fourth slice,” laughed Rose Mary,
as she reached up on the stone shelf
above her head and took down a
large crusty loaf and a long knife
‘“Thick or thin she asked as she
raised her lashes from her blue eyes
for a second of hospitable inquiry

‘Thin," answeted Everett prompt
ly, ““but two with the butter stick
ing 'em together Please be careful
with that weapon! It's as good as

but
solicitous.”
seated himself on
wide stone table as
and the long knife
advisable. A ray of sun
through the door of the
across his red

y watch you
lightly

a juggler’s she
it makes me

As he spoke he
the corner of the
near to Rose Mary
as seemed
light fell
milk-house and cut

head to lose itself in Rose Mary's
close black braids
“Make it four,"” he further de

table
“Indeed, and 1 will,”
Rose Mary delightedly And as she
spoke she held the loaf against her
breast and drew the knife through
the slices in a fascinatingly danger
ous manner, At the intentness of
his regard the color
the lashes that veiled her eyes, and
ed the loaf closer with her
Would you like six?"’

manded over the
answered

asked innocently, as the fourth
stroke severed the last piece
“Just o and slice it all up,” he
answered I'd rather watch you
than eat
“Wait till T butter these for you,
and then you can ecat—and watch
me—me finish working the butter
Won't that do you as well? Think
what an encouragement your interest
will be to me! Really, nothing in

the world paces a woman’s work like
a man looking on, and if he doesn’t
stop her she'll drop under the line
Now, you have your bread and but-
ter and you can sit over there by
the door and help me turn off this
ten pounds in no time."

As she had been speaking, Rose
Mary had spread two of the slices
with the yellow butter from a huge
bowl in front of her, clapped on the

tops of the sandwiches and then, with
a smile ,handed them in a blue plate
to the man who lounged across the
corner of her table. She made a
very gracious and lovely picture, did
Rose Mary, in her light-blue home-
spun gown against the cool gray
depths of the milk-house, which was
fern-lined along the cracks of the old
stones and mysterious with the
trickling gurgle of the spring that
flowed into the long stone troughs,
around the milk crocks and out un-
der the stone doorsill. From his
post by the door Everett watched
her as she drove her paddle into the

up under |
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hard golden mound in the blue bowl

in front of her, and, with a quick
turn of her strong, slender wrist,
slapped and patted chunk after

chunk of the butter into a more com-
pressed form The sleeves of her
dress were rolled almost to her
shoulders and under the white, moist
flesh of her arms the fine muscles

know that not two miles across the
meadows there runs a train that
ought to put me into New York in a
little over forty-eight hours. Won't
you, won't you let me go—back to
my frantic and imploring employ-
ers?”’

“Why mo, I can’t,” answered Rose
Mary as she pressed a yellow cake
of butter on to a blue plate and deft-
ly curled it up with her paddle into
a huge yellow sunflower Uncle
Tucker captured you roaming loose
out in his fields and he trusts you
to me while he is at work, and
must keep you safe He's fond of
you and so are The Aunties and
Stonewall Jackson and Shoofly and
Sniffer and—""

nd anybody else?”’ demanded

Everett, preparing to dispose of the
last bite

“Oh, everybody most along Provi

dence Road,” answered Rose Mary
enthusiastically, though not raising
her eyes from the manipulation of

the third butter flower. “Can’t you
go out and dig up some more rocks
and things? [ feel sure you haven’t
got a sample of all of them, And
there may be gold and silver and
precious jewels just one inch deeper
than you have dug. Are you certain

r "

Rose of Old Harpeth

showed plainly. The strong curves
of her back and shoulders bent and
sprung under the graceful sweep of
her arms, and her round breasts rose
and fell with quickened breath from
her energetic movements.

“Now, you're making me work too
hard,” she laughed! and she panted
as she rested her hand for a second
against the edge of the bowl and
looked up at Everett from under a
black tendril curl that had fallen
down across her forehead.

“Miss Rose Mary Alloay, you are
one large, husk—witch,” calmly re-
marked the hungry man as he fin-
ished disposing of the last half of
one of the thin bread and butters.
“Here I sit enchapted by—by a but-
ter-paddle, when you and 1 both

you can't squeeze up some oil some-
where in the meadows? You told a
whole lot of reasons to Uncle Tucker
why you knew you would find some,
and now you’ll have to stay to prove
yourself."’
“No,"
quu-tlv

answered Mark Everett
and, as he spoke, he raised
his ey s, md looked at Rose Mary
kwnly “‘no, there is mno oil that I
can dlscow-r, though the formatin.
as I explained to your uncle, is just
as I expected to find it. I've spent
three weeks going over every inch
of the Valley, and 1 can’ 't find a trace
of grease, I'm so

“Well, T don't know that 1 care,
except for your sake,” answered

Rose Mary, unconremodly, with hrr
eyes still on her task. “We don

y of us like the smell of coal o
and it gives Aunt Viney asthma, |t
would be awfully disagreeable to ha
wells of it right here on the plac
They'd be so ugly and smelly.”

“But oil-w mean-—mean a gre
of wealth,” ventured Everett

“I know, but just think of t
money Uncle Tucker gets for th
butter [ make from the cows th
graze on the meadows. Wouldn't
be awful if they should happeu to
drink some of the coal-oil and make
what we send down to the city tas
wrong, and spoil the Sweetbriar rep
tation? I like money enough, mo-t
awfully, and I want some nght no
I want to—"

‘Mary of the Rose, stop rig
there!” said Everett as he came ov
from his post by the dcor and agair
himself on the corner of th
‘I will not listen to you §
to the nationa! craving. I wil

seated

vent
hold on to the illusion of having feu
human being, ever
of she had to be buried in the dept
of Harpeth Valley to keep her so

one unmercenary

There was banter in Everett's voice
and a smile on his sips, Lut a bitte
ness lay in the depths of his keen da

eyes and an ugly trace of cynicism
filtored thrcugh the tones of
voice

“And wasn’t it funny for me !
count the little well-chickens befor
they were even hatched?’” laughe
Rose Mary. ‘“That’s the way of

get tog sther even a little flock of dc
lars in prospect and they go right t
work hatching cut a brood of want
and needs; but it's not wrong of
to want those fa'se teeth so bad, 1
cause it's such a trial to have you
mouth all sink in and not be abie
lu\h plain and—""

“Help, woman! What are you talk
ing about? 1 never saw such teeth
as you have in all my life. One ﬂu~
of them would put a beauty show ou
of business and-

“Oh, no, not for myself?” Ros
Mary hastened to exclaim, and she
turned the whole artillery of the pear
treasures upon him in mirth at his
mistake. It’s Aunt Viney I want
them for. She only has five left. S
says she didn’t mind sc long as sk
had any two that hit, but the hitter
to all five are gone now and she is
distressed. 1'm saving up to take he
down to the city to get a brand mes
set. I have eleven dol now an
two little Lull calves te sell, though
breaks my heart to let them go, ever
if, they are of the wrong persuasior
always love them better than I do the
little heifors, because I have to giv
them up, I don’t like to have thing
1 love go away. You see you mustn
think cf going to New York until the
spring is all over and summer comw
for good,” she continued, with the
most delightful in,
shaped the last of the ten flowers an

glanced from her task at him with§

the most solicitous concern. OV
ccurse, you feel as if the smash yous

lung got in that awful rock slide hug
bealed all up, and I know it has, bui

you'll have to do as the doctor tell

you about not running any risks \.vx"

New York spring gales, won", you
“Oh, yes, I suppose I will,”” answer.
ed Everett, with a trace of restlos
ness in his voice. “I'm just as sound
a8 a dollar now and I'm wild to @
with that gang the firm is sending up
into British Columbia to thrash oul
that copper question. I know the
counted on me fer the final tests
SBome other fellow will find it and get
the fortune and the credit, while |
He stared moodily out of the door
of the milk-house and down Providene
Road that wound its calm, even war
from across the ridge down through
the green valley. Rose Mary's milk:
house was nestled between the broast
(Oontinued on page 18)

jousness, as she
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