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Once in a while they hailed her: ** See if there’s ** The gilt was gittin® real kind o’ tarnished. child-confidante alone knew the reason why. This
anything for me, won’t you Fidelia ? » ** Tarnished | An’ every single thing on the | poor, uodding. enchanted princess was saving her
At last it was an understood thing that Fidelia | table— the chiner card-basket and Mrs. Heman's | gay attire till the prince returned and the en.
should carry the mail to the dozen families be- | Poems pinned up in a white rag! Good land ! | chantment ceased, and she was beautifu] again.
tween her "house and the post-office, She often Well, I've always heard tell that there was two ** You mustn’t say nothin’ about it, » Fidelia had
had her black worked bag filled up with letters, kinds of old maids—old maids an’ consarned old said ; * but ain’t goin’ to put on them good
but there was never one of her own. Fidelia maids—an’ T guess you’re one of the last sort, dresses an’ tag ‘em right out.  Mebbe the time'll
Almy never had a letter. Why, what air you cuttin’ on so fur 7 come when I'll want ’em more. )
L " That woman’s been comin' here the last Fidelia gathered up all her trembling meekness ** Mr. Lennox Il think that black-silk dress is
' thirty years, * the postmaster told a stranger lone and ]vlwfaagne'ss into a show t01' dig[nitv. t“tTlfxmgs beautiful,” saiq Lily, ** an’ that white muslin, »
day, ‘“an’ she ain’t never had a letter sence 've | are all fadin and wearin’ out, an’ I want to eep .“ 5 . e .an’ 1 ’ain®
egn here, an’ I don't believe she ever did before. » ‘em decert as long as 1 lx‘xst. I ’ain’t got no money nevgrhz;(l‘uthit:t 3)%S‘t !}nflfolfleglﬁ l}t ?vvg:{d:‘!tl : m?xisl}lfl
Fidelia used to come in a little before the mail | to buy any m(]"l‘;' [ "ain t,"i?'f o husbang nor SO“? don’t look half so nice after the new look gits off
was distributed, and sit on an old settee near the | to do for mhe‘ ike Ygll' an e ve RI?'J to it&, © care of | ;; "5
door, waiting.  Her face at those times had a | things if 1 hev anything. An'— n goin’ to. , So Lily waited all through her childhood. She
¢ wild, strained look ; but after the letters were all Her sjster laughed. * Well, good land | I don't | watched her aunt start, forth on her daily pilgrim-
in the boxes it setiled back into it's old expression, | care. @over up your things if you want to. There | ages to the post-office with the confident expecta-
L] /. acd she travelled away with her bag of other ain’t no need of your gittin’ riled. But this room | tion that one of these days she would return with g
< people’s letters, nodding patiently. does look enough to make a cat laugh._ All them | letter from Mr. Lennox. She regarded that sacred
On h t as one youn irl who had g | flowers on the mantel, an’ all those white things. | loaf of plum cake which was always kept on hand,
0 her rou _ehyv e y gng letters came | L declare, Fidelia Almy, it does look jest gs If | and believed that he might appear to dispose of it
lover in a neig org town. Her let ‘twas laid out. Well, we won't talk no more | at any moment. She had the sincerest faith that
regularly, She used t& W}“‘fh f?lr lfllud%l:;‘ afw?d'fﬂg about it. I'm goin’ out'to hev g cup of tea. I put | the time was coming when the herb medicine
Lo meet her, her pretty face a SLOS. € the teapot on, an’ started the fire. » Wwould quiet poor Fidelia’s tremulous head, when
always had the letter separated from the others, h s s the sage tea would turn al) the grey hairs gold. and
and ready for her. She always smiled when she Poor ridelie had a distressing day with her the dow would make her yelire. seamy oheoro
held it out. ** They keep a-comin’, ” she said one | visiting sister. All her prim household arrange- Smooth ang. ros when sh{a wotfld putyon that
day, “*an’ there don’t Seem to be no end to it. | ments were examined and commented on. Not a v L i »
3 o H drawer escaped mspection. | magnificent black silk or that dainty girlish mus-
Sav It I was you.f T id try‘a(;)({) gf"' m?l 0 (V:e’(;ls:; 3]%1' g?l‘éggageparted at length the woman | lin, and sit in the parlor with Mr. Lennox and
settle over here, i ou ain’t marrie efore jong. A ’ A . d
There’s_slips, an’ it ain’t always safe trustin’ to | and the ohily lookod at each other with reljet. p?é‘;?a tg?:or(gilggr:vi?hﬂﬂg::e&ham and the mantel
letters. o . " Ain’t you glad she's gone ?  asked Lily. She So the child and the woman lived haﬁpﬂy with
The girl told her lover what Fidelia bad said, | had been pink with indigation all day. their beautiful chimera, until gradually he vanigh.
with tender laughter and habpy pity. * Poor ** Hush, child : you mustn’t, She’s my sister, an’ | ed inte thin air for one of them.
thing ! she said. ** She had a beau, you know, I'm always glad to see her, if she is a little tryin’ Lily could not have told when the conviction first
Willy, and he went away thirty years ago, and sometimes, seized her that Mr., Lennox would never write,
ever since then she's been looking for a letter ** She wanted you to take the covers off an' let | would never come ; that Aunt Fidelia's gre bhair
from him, ard she’s kiud of cracked over it. And | ¢pe things git spoiled before Mr. Lennox comes, | would never turn gold, nor her faded cheeks be
she's afraid it’ll turn out the Same way with me,” didn’t she 7 * ) g . rosyé th&at her nodding’ head would nod until she
3 rt laughed together ** She don’t know nothin’ about that. was dead.
' atTllt]Ii? i(si%; %Ifldtlllliir ;av;eeftggﬁsf] ?icgtiuy foi this * Are you goin’ to make another plumcake to- It was hardly unti] she was a woman herself,
' pretty, courageous your g thing. Light, Aunt Fidelia ? » and had a lover of her own. It is possible that
¥ 3 e 3 i * I don’t know. I guess we'd better sweep | he gave her the final overthrow to her raith, that it
L4 To-day Fidelia, with her black broadcll(])th bgg‘ first. » had not entirely vanisheq before. She told him all
worked on one side with a wreath and the other The two worked hard and late that night. They about Mr. Lennox. She scarcely looked upon it as
with a_bunch of flowers, walked slowly tolkthg swept every inch of floor which that profane dusty | a secret to be kept now, She haq ascertained that
office and back. As the years went on she wa °C | foot had trod. The child he’'ped eagerly. She was | many People were acquainted with Fidelia Almy's
slower. This double lourney of hers seemed to “rg Fidelia's confidante, and she repaid her confidence | poor romance, except in its minor details, -,
her more. Once in a while she would sit down an with the sweetest faith and sympathy. Nothing | = So Lily told her lover, * Good Lord | ™ he saiq.
rest on the stone wall. I he clumps of dusty wayd- could exceed her innocent tryst in Fidelia’s pa- | ** How long is it since ho wont p
Side flowers, meadowsweet and tansy, ~ stoo Lhetic story and pathetic hopes. This sad huwan | * Korty years now,  gaiq Lily. They were walk-
round her : over her head was the blue sky, But experience was her fairy tale of childhood. rhat | ing homa fy;om meeting one Sunday night,
she clutched her hlack lettor bag, and "Uddi_’d her recreant lover, Ansel Lennox, who had left his | * Forty years! Why, there ain’c any more
droopin head, and never looked up. Her sky was sweetheart for California thirty years ago, and chance of” hearing anything from him—-, jq
elsewhere. . promised falsely to write and return, was her | he have any folks here 7 »
When she came in sight of her own house, Lily, fairy prince. Her bright imagination pictured | ** No. He was a clerk in a store here. He fe]]
who was watching at the gate, came running to him beautiful as a god. in love with Aunt Fidelia, and went off to Cali-
meet her. d. * Aunt Sally" ** He was about ﬁis handsi'ﬂnlle“a ycl)‘unéz man as lt;?;;]rlﬁsdt?' get some more money before he got
0 Aunt Fidelia, " she sai . “ Aunt Sa y's in ou ever see, " said poor fidelia. nd a young a .
there, e g i brngh AYSDOHO towered up beloreﬁLily(‘is t(ilre(}ulouis etyies. hlm?'g"‘ anybody ever hear anything from
" Did she take off her s oes an’ let you brus The lapse of thirty years a ecte e imaginatinn u ) '
'em before she went in ? of nen?her; but Lily used to look at her aunt re- A“f"‘ '}'ide"ﬂ alwlays sald not; but Aunt Sal!v told
o 5 . - ; . : flectively sometimes, me once that she knew well enough that he got mar-
. She wouldn’t. She went right straight in, She * I wish you could have some medicine to make | 11ed ot there righu after he went away ; she said
Jest laughed when I asked her to take her shoes Wish you co bef hat hang Mr. Ie she heard it pretty straight. She never had any
off. An’, Aunt Fidelia, she’s done sometking else. | you stop Sl}?kﬁu a?dore g at handsome Mr. Len- patience with Aunt Mdeﬁn. 1f she'd known half
1 couldn’t.h.elp it, ™ n?.xl?,?{nfg‘ h(?p:ssclhagngxédiciue I'm takin' wil] | the things— Poor Aunt Fidclia! She’s getting
* What ? © . . " it, ” said Fidelia O “]m’k mebbe, it's a | Worse lately. She goes to the post-office Sundays.
"' She’s been eatin’ some of Mr. Lennox's plum- | stop it, " sa 'm glad I thow, ut th I can’t stop her, Every single Sunday, before
cake up. [ couldn’t stop her, Aunt Fidelia. I littie better now. I'm glad 1 t ought to put that meetiog, down she gocg, '
told her she mustn’t, » catnip in ; it makes it a good deal more quietin’, ““Why, she can’t get in, "
* You didn’t say nothin® 'bout Mr. Lennox, did On the narrow ledge of shelf behind Fidelia’s “I know ; she Just tries the door and comes
you? ™ kitchen sink stood always a blue quart bottle of back again, »
" No, I didn’t, Aunt Fidelia. Oh, did you get a | medicine. She brepared it herself from roots and * Why, dear, she's crazy, ain’t she p
letter ¢ » herbs. She °xperimented and added pew in- * No, she ain't crazy: she's rational enough
“* No; I didn't much think T would to-day. Oh gredients, and swallowed it with a touching faith about everything else. All the way I can put it is.
L dear ! there’ Sally eatin’ cake right in the front that it would cure her. Beside thig bottle stood | ghe'g iust been pointeq oue way all her life, and
entry, » . . another of sage tea ; that wag for her hair. She #olng one way, and now shevy getting nearer the S
A stout old woman, with a piece of cake in her | used it plentifully évery day in the hope that it [ end of the road, she’s pointed sharper and she's P
' hand, stood in the front door as Fidelia and Lily | would stop the grey hairs coming, anq bring back going faster. She’s had a hard time, I'm going to
came up between the dahlias. . the fine color. FKidelia used to have pretty golden do all I can for her, anyhow, I’ll help her get
" How d’ye do, Fidelia ? » cried she, warmly. hair. ready for Mr, Lennox as long as she lives, "
" Pretty “well, thank you. How do you do, Lily teased her to make the sage tea stronger. Fidelia took great delight in Lily’s love afiair,
Sally ? ™ Fidelia answered. She shook hands and | “ you'ye been usin’ it a dreadfut long time, Aunt All that seemed to trouble her wag the suspicion
looked at the other with a sort of meek uneasiness. | Fidelia,  said she, ** an’ your hair’s Jest as grey as that the young man might leave town and the pair
" Hadn’t you Jjust as soon step out hcre.wlmlst ‘twas before.." . be brnug{n to letter-writing.
you're eatin’ ‘that cake 7 asked she timidly. ** Takes quite a long time before you can see any * You mind, Lily,” she woulqd say, “ don't you
‘ “I've just swept the entry. " difference, " said Fidelia. let Valentine 'sett]e anywhere else before you're
BN U No T ain’t goin’ to step out there an inch, ” | " Many a Summer morning, when the dew Was | married. If yoq do. you'll have to come to writin’
Y said the other, mumbling the cake vigorously be- heavy, she and Lily used to steal out early and letters, an’ letters ain’t to be dependeq on. There's
N tween her old jaws. * If you ain’t, the worst old bathe their faces in it. Fidelia said it would make | glips. 'You'q get sick of waitin’ the way | have.
maid, Fidelia ! Ain’t seen all the sister you’ve got beople rosy and keep away the wrinkles. . | I’ain’s minded it much ; bat you're young, an’ it |
in the world for a_year, an® wantin’ her to go out |~ * Tt works better on me than it does on you, don't, would be different, ™ .;
doors to eat g piece of cake. Hard work to git [jtp » asked pmk-gmd-whlte_ Lily, lnnocently once, When Valentine Rowe did finq employment in g §
the cake, too. . The two were outin the shining white field together. | town fifty miles away, poor Fidelia seemed to have 4
** It don’t make any difference. " gaid Fidelia. | The morning lit up Lily as jt did the flowers, Her | taken upon herself a’double burden of suspense. e
* ’'m real kind o used up every time I sweep | eyes had lovely blue sparkles in them ; her yellow n those days she was much too early for the &
nowadays, that’s all. " hair, ruffled by the wind, glittered as radlanlly_be- mails, and waited, breathless, in the office for
* Better stop sweepin’, then; there ain't no | tween one and the light as the cobweb lines hours. When she got a letter for Lily she went
need of so much fussin’. It’s more 'n half that's across the grasses. She looked w\)ndermzly at her | home radiaut ; she seemed to forget her own dis-
g0t your nerves out of kilter — sweepin® an’ aurt, with her nodding grey head, plunging her appointment.
scrubbin’ from mornin’ til] night, an’ wantin’ | [ittle yellow hands into the dewy green things. Lily’s letters came reguiarly for a long time, i
< folks to take off their shoes before they come in, Those dull tints anq White hairs .and wrinkles Valentine came to see her occasionally, too.
) as if they was goin’ into a heathen temple. Wel! showed forth so plainly in the clear light that even | Then, one day, when Lily expected a letter, it did
Tain’t g0’ to waste all my breath scoldin’ when the child’s charming faith was dicturbed a little, not come  Her aunt dragged hergelf home feebly.
've come over to See you. How air you now, | Would the dew ever make this old creature pretty ey ‘ain'tcmm:, Lily,  gaid she. “The trouble’s
Fidelia 7 » again ? . o begun. You, poor cbild, how air you goin’ to go
*I'm ‘bout the same as ever. " Fidelia follow- But—** You can’t expect it to work irf minute, ** through with it 7 »
ing her sister into the parlor, stooped shyly to ptck replied Fidelia, cheerfully. Anq Lily was sat- Lily laughed. *why, 1}uut Fidelia ! » gajq ghe,
JV some crumbs which had fallen on the entry | jsfied. . . ‘ what are Youworrying fory | haven't misgeq a
floor. *“1 guess i'll work by the time Mr. Lennox letter before. Something happened so Valentine
* Just as shaky, ain't you ? Why, Fidelia Almy, comes, *’ she said. o unu]dn’} write Sunday, that's all. J¢ don’t trouble
what in creation have you got this room rigged up Fidelia was always nieat and trim in her appear- [ me a mite,"
so fur 7 " ance, her hair was always carefully arranged, anqg However, even Lily wag troubled at length,
* Rizgged up how 2 » her shoes tidy ; but summer and winteryshe wore | Weeks went by, and no, letter came from Valentine
** Why, everything covered up this way. What | one sort of gown—a purple calico. She had a fine | Rowe. Fidelia tottereq home despondent day
| hev you got thi- old sheet over the carpet fur 7 » black silk hung away in the ¢loset upstairs, _She | after day. The gir] had a brave heart, but she
y It was fadin’ dreadfully, " had one or two good woollens, and some 'd(:h!'éf.th began to slmglvlr_r. watching her, She felt as ff
" Fadin'! Good land !~ If you ain’t got every cambrics. There was even one white muslin, with she were looking into her own destiny,
‘ chair seweq up in caliker, an’ the picturas in.old | some lace in neck and s[}tf;;"e.\', ha'linumg t'hcr«-. ]l,iu; "] {‘m, going ]tu write }t‘n \l'ul:-minv. " she said d
’ iller-cases. an'._ Pldelia [ /o if you ain’t got she never wo'e one ) 1em. €r sister scoldec suddenly, one day, after Fidelja had returned from
" Diller-cases, ap Fidelia Almy, if yo her for it, and other peopie waondered, Fidelia's | pop bootless j«»un};t-y.

the solar lamp a-settin’ in a little bag !’




