
.f4iBOYS AND GJRLSDLe
*Ma' and the 'General Pike'

Pitcher.
(By Grâce Margaret Gailaher, in 'Youtb'm

Companion.')
'Xother,' the. rocking-chair by the. gâte

sounded siightly displeased with thungs,
'do you f sel promptings to the. strenuous
liter,

'In what form?' The steamer chair on
the. piazza was evidently invlting a nap.

'Um-er-say goatf; I havenIt play.d for
day.:

'Golf! A mile acroma lots to the. links
and three miles round themi Âsk Lois.'

'Lois la I one of ber îow-you-se.-me,
and-now-you-don't moo-ds. I can't sund-'

The. stones on the wali rattled, and
through the mwaying rawa af sweet peau
came a breathless vaice.

'The muât wonderful find-right lier--
JOe may w. eau drive esily-now, ta-day
-for fear même one breaks lt-'

praved ta b. wearing a head-gear nat itg
own, and legs at leaat one hundred years
too juvenile for it. The 'Pittsfleld Elm'
plate revealed ta the unfriendly dayliglit
cracks seaznlng it fram aide to aide.

Other calaxuitous disabilities appeared
mysteriously iu ail Loass treasures. But
she was of the. stuif of wbich martyrs and

'No, ma'am,' replied the oid main, with
surprlsing quickuess, II ain't, but if I had
you-should have It sa quick you wouldn't
kuaw who yau be. Xe an' =y wif e we
perfectly hate ItL Just look Iu thar, if yau
want ta kuowv what we favor for furni-

Re apened the door inta a low, old room,
with crooked windows aid billow-y floor.

'Oh!l' cried the visitors, lu angulali.
Red plush chairs and gilded tablas

crowded every space; huge chromos ln 'wiv-
id trames cavered the walla.

'All our taste,' rejuiced the. owner. V
old traps for us. But sama folks ha. othor
notions. Let 'em have 'eni and walcêune, I
may. If you're thet mort, yon'd better go
ta NIas Polly Aun Pettis; lier folks lias
been here longer'n any ane. RIght ta the
end of the. road she lives.'

The road soan grew ta b. nu ruad at ail,
only a wide nieadow runnîg ta the edge
of the. hil. Right at the. eid af things
diung a littie, low house, gray and moss-

'llow nice

£L... ve naeye
ha. hunte

Its being up 1

1 ljes!s.

Xixed with the, pure gold of her antiqua-
V $ian passion was, it muet be tb14, the. dromu
;. of wounded pride. It was hard to b. met
d alwâys at the end of each huit by the wise
r emiles of lier father aid lis friands, aid
d their 'Yu se., my dear, a genuine platter
n would have--' or 'Yuu neyer id a really

o14 chair witli thuse marks on-
-I du hope it hauî't a great bite out of

The mltoa.en gate aid door stood cordi-
ally open. The. tliree peeped ini as ]Lois
knocked. '

Thora must have been ail over New Eilg-
land hundreda af sudl kîtchens lin the day.
of Adauis aid Jefferson. A'bsolutely cdean,
baro of a 11 but necessarles, and those or the.
cînunsîcat fashian, it spoke af -tail and
poverty.

But tho lîttie womnaî whaj entered fro]u


