
JOHN TRUE'S DECORATION DAY
" Yes, Mary, it iS," answered John, ina deeP vOice. "The boy mîust work-.like blis father-he must help you-henîlust bielp us aIl. God Ilust bielp us al."1-c got up and paced the littie roomi,shook off lir baud; then, rcturnillg, lift.ed lier work-worîî tingers, witl the court-.lilless of love, close to blis set, stronglips.
The wottial, lad dropped bier sewingnOw Sissy's re(1 dress.waist fell to thetlooî'. U-er niother, after a mlonielit's Si-lence, picked it up, folded it m1etho(licaîîyand laid it away for the niglit." l tliink il go and sec if the childreîîarc covvred Up,"1 silo slid ligbtly. '(1tbans cbaîîged to the east."1
Tbe rocker of bier littie, sewillgchaircreake<l as silo nioved; Toiiiiy h)aîf wakedand called lier; anid, froml the inter oliShe could lie heard llusiiîg the stirrinigbaby iii inarticulate 'beautiful, Mfaternai.polysyllables, The east wjnld cIrove in atthe openi front dOr, 'tnd soLui(ils froi the<distant village, hrokeiî, stiî-ring and' sol-elmu, caille iî1 .
Mary cailne back sOOn elnoughi, and tlîeysat t<îgether aîîd talked Of îhîaîîl tbings.lfir tblouglits rail Wild witbl the futurethatt îîigbit: what trades thIY boswouldlike; IIOW <)l< Sjssy Wofflc 'J liene- sheniatrriecî; wlîetlîer lio, 'jobui, would growtire<l of lier, Mary, when silo grew oId.They talked about a lîcw oil-cloth iii the4e1ntry and the prevelitioiî of Profanity in1il boy like Tomn. Tbiey discussceî the lin-ing to the kitclîen, stove axîd.the last liethat HissY tolîl. Tliey consi(îered the price,Of rlillpsteaks (Uld whetber, if John weî'ea cliurclà.uîîeinlîel,. ho would have faixilyprayers. Tbey talked Of wheii he mnusthave ilew s9hirts and how long they hadheeîî miarried. rbey criticised the oldrooster and the new Mifister. TIeyspoke of tlîc Puddiiig they wouîd haveto-1~110 o aiîd the good theY Wouîd have4101e if tbey had beeiu ricb people. Theyspoke of t'le lst tintae tibey were cross to

each other and of how tey would loveeach other forty years to cone.
John got hiinsef through it al in astern, soldierly fashion. 11le kept ishands clasped behind is ead ait first,and gave hier his sad, straightforward

eyes, regarding hier with the patheticreticence characteristic of certain men;,his look seened to lift hier up as if shehad been one of the children like Sissyor Tomi, and te, hld lier to the hert ofthoughts as unspoken. as his pure andPerfect love, It %vas as if this awfulinidividuality of the purpose of a man,stepped out like another being betweenthe Ilusband and the wife, and madethree of thein. She apprehended it le-fore she spoke. She was fot wise enoughto Put it into Words, but she knew, fromthe bottom of ber eart, and fet, fromthe lirnits Of lier understandingat
had foir the fi s ti e cne u, that shethat in the man's nature with upch againsMary, bis wife, whom hie had s he, tcherish till death did part thein, couldflot, bY nlight or right or love or longing,
hope to intermeddle.

As they talked lier face blandhed sad-ly; but sile was fot a crying woman; shelooked steadily ou straight before ler..
8he hadbeel, iig inl tIc low rocker altis while without ler work, lier lands,ill the rare and awkward idleness of work-ing-peopîe's, crossed clumsily in lier lap.She had lot touched him.

But now, at last, sile puit out ler fingersand slid themn tiridly into is. She rosetIenl, and, stll timidly, hoi gave him theother hand ' For a moment so she looked

" *John," sle said, "cdo You .want to takenie in your lap a minute 1"lu the silence lie leld up is shakingarms. TIc distant drumbet from thevillage sOullded out as she crept to him."John, do You-Oh hush ! lush ! Oh,E knoi, you love me!) Oh, 1 woî't ask!'1l îeuwi, le seo cruel. VIIl save you, dear


