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Twas a hot Juiy day in 18S56. The
sun beat fiercely and rnercilessiy upon
the men in Fariner Butler's fields.

Machinery, in te shape of reapers

W= o an stp in nce iad notyeti e to tlauhe

heeriefiofo fe anduinec. Twe other
sons, ain ad He ythe or un "Hak ad be o ina tae, seren
badn" he"ra an "haing o nf bhefo hred then, white lîu
corn. FainerButirmsai Btlr an sto tvas breovng.

witha ~vIl, or o iin isd opinin thfoe golden
threwu e avs roue" In e fin bousne ands. But-y
1e orA n topin oncs itin aknitt a eaefufly a

ohfwate wouldalow Te lruan oi.fasho nd ie

ini is cool, swveet cleaniiness wvas ber usual sitting roolu.
Froin the door slie could see lier husband and Joe as they
bent Vo their wvork. On the wvail near ber chair bung an
oid inirror, under wvhich %vas suspendeci an alrnanac and a
brigbit colored pin cushion, the ]ast hanciiwork of Libbie,
the onty daugliter God biad evet- given John and Poily But-
let-, Sie had died two years before te opening of our
story, and wvas lying at rest in te Bethel graveyard, a
littie cemetery attached Vo the church bearing that naune.
The neighbors said that Aunt Poliy had neyer been the
sanie since lier daugbiter's deatb. Sbie had lost the ener-
getic, aggm.essive activity of healthy middle age. Instead
of ber usual flow of liveiy gossîp, and lier inicessant plan-
ning of sornething that was toadd to te wealtb or conifort
of hier bouse site had sunk into a strange, unfatuiliar calm.
Her house wvas as itiviting, and lier butter and bread as
sweeV and white as ever, but-but, there wvas soniething
gone f rom bier which. she could noV. cait back. The neigh-
bors wvbo liad been wvont Vo dirop iii of an et'ening to chat
about politics or religion wvent bone earlier and did noV
repeat titeir visits as often as formeriy. Fithev Smtith, the
olci class leader in te Bethel cbapei, seerned Vo htave diag-
nosed lier ailment wlien lie spoke to lier one Sunday in te
mieeting. IlSister Butler," lie said, Ilone o' te cords o'
your eartbiy tabernacle liae been snappeci, one o' the pins
bae been ioosed, but cbeer up, sister, you hae a bouse noV
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