
The Story of Waitstill Baxter

before Mark tore them .part, their cheeks wetwith happy tears.
^

As the Mason house faded from view, Pattyhavmg waved her muflF until the last momentturned m her seat and said :— *"«ieni,

"Mark, dear, do you think your father would
care if I spent the twenty^Iollar gold-piece hegave me for Waitstill? She will be^married In afortnight, and if my father does not give her thefew things she owns she will go to her husbandmore ill-provided even than I was. I have somuch, dear Mark, and she so little.'*

«,-"J»a7T '''^'' we<lding-present to use as you
wish, Markanswered,"andit'sexactlylikeyou
to give It away. Go ahead and spend it ifyou want to; I can always earn enough to keenyou without anybody's help!" and Mark, after
cracking the whip vaingloriously, kissed his wife
just over the violet ribbons, and with sleigh-bells
jmgling they sped over the snow towards whatseemed Paradise to them, the New Hampshire
village where they had been married and wher^
their new life would begin.
So a few days later, Waitstill received a great

parcel which relieved her of many feminine^S!
leties and she began to shape and cut and stitch
during all the hours she had to herself. They
were not many, for every day she trudged to the

361

1


