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AVID) IARTI.EY had drnpped in to
pay a neighhorly call on josephune Elliott.

Ttwas; well aîong in tbe afternoon and outqideD long hue sbarlowt. front the-taîl firs behind the
bouse were fallinq over the snoîw. li was a

]fJ ro.;ty .uy an- ail the wnl.lws were covered
with silver palrns. But the big, hright kitchen

ý-mm-o wa-i warma and cosy, and sornehow seemed
t,> David more ternpting than ever before-

and that us sayinq a good deal. Hie had an uneasy f eel-
ing that be bart saytil long enough andl ought ta go.
Josepbine w.us knmcciiug at a long grey sock with douhl>'
aggret;'.ive energy, and thit wa.u a .izn that Qhe wis îalked
out. As long a i o.ephine bal plentv to ;a>, ber plumP,
white ingers, where ber m îther's wedting ritng was alm )st
las: in ditnple%, nuoved l swly amonv ber needies. Wheni
conver-ation flagged she (OI toi wnrk as furiou ly as if a
bushand andi haîf a dozen '<onn' were waiting barefooteil
for ts rompletion. Davidl often wonlered in i secret
soul what Jo-,ephine d-i'l wtit I the interminable grey
aoekq ste kntited. Som:rneiesbe contiulel that 'the put
thern in tbe borne mis'ionary barrels; again. that sit sld
thern 10 ber ired rnan. At anv rate, tbey were warrfl and
corfor:able loking, andi Davidl ighed as he thought of
tht depl.,rahle 'tate biq own sbokks were generally in.

WVhen Dauvid i.ighed josephine took alari. Sbe was
afrîl aiil.vid wa8 going to bave une of bis o',l atacks of
foolishnes.'. She rnust heati bim off in borne waso she
rolled lof the grey sock, salibeti tht big, pu'Igy baIl witb
her n" le-, and saidi ýhe gitesffld she'd get supper ready.

Divigl got up.

" N'w. you're tint gning hefore supper, " said josephine,
hospitahl>'. 'Il' have it rea'dy in ntine.'

1 ougb: tu go borne,1I <pose," 'said Davidi, witb the
air andl (unae of a mani d.llyin« wîh a great temptation.

"ZIahh e waiting tea fur rme-and tlbere's the:,tock to
'tend tu.

" 1izgutss Zilab won't wat long," said Toephne. She
didnfot intenti il a: ail, but ther was a scornlul ring in ber
voice. "Vota rnust ta>'. l've a fane>' for sone cornpany
Co tea."

Davii at <Inwn again. Ht looked so plea'îed that
Joutîîhine w'nt down on ber knee, hehinîl the QItove,
osttnily to get a tick of frewooid, but rcalîy tu bide her
'tmmîes.i

"1 sippo)se he's tircleti to deatit to tink of geting a
gond .Iuasre mneal, after the starvation rations Zillab piJts
im ori, sherhoughit.

Jitît Jo..ePjhine miisjudgedi David juýt as mucb at, he
rijudged b her. She had resu>' asketi bim to 'gtîay tc> tea
out o iz1 iy, but David :boughî k Was heca'îe she wiàs
lonesoine, and he lit.lcd that as an emutra4ng 'tigît.
AndI he wa,. n',t thinkiing u getiing a eood ni-aI 'etrer,
atbnugh is <irmnnr bad heem such a ont a,& only'7îlIah
Hart e>' could praduce. A he leated back in bites hioned
chair and watchtd Josepbine bustlmng abtout the kitcben,
lie was gîorying in tht fact that bt coull spenti another
bour mih ber, andi "k oppoite to ber ai the table, wbile
she ,xbtired i i tes fo)r hirn just as if-jutt' as if-

HuIre Jotep)hine loo)keti straivbt at him s itb such intent
and >terri brown eyts that Davidl kIt she nust bave reid

is tbottgbts, and colored guiltily. But Joseithine did
not even notice that David was liduqbing. She bail oiu>'
pausedte, townnîer wbeber 'the woulI bring outthie lîlue
plum or the green gage preserve, anld, having decided on
tht gage, she took ber piercing gaze from David without
having seen irin at ail. But he alluwed bisi thouglits
non mort vagaries.

Josephine set the small square table for two witb ber
mother's wedding set of pale blue china, thin as an egg-
shell. She used i t ecause it was the anniversar>' of ber
motber's wedding day, but David thought it was out of
compliment ta imn. And as he knew quite welI that
Josephine prizeil that Nue china beyond al ber other
.artbly possessions, he stroked is smn-ooîb aven, dimlt'd
chin witb an air of a man who is offereil a ver>' subtl>'
.wtet bornage.

Josephine wisked in and out of the pantry andl up and
down cellar, andi witb tvtry whisk a new daint>' was added
to the table. josephine, as everybody> in Mleaduwby
admited, was past-mitres in the noble art of cookung.
She felt an arti-t's pride in ber table when she set the tea..
pot on its stand and invited David ta sit in. She sait at
the htad of it herself, wth ber smootb, gloss>'ci nps
of black hair, and cheeka as rosy c<lear as tht>' had bMn
tventy years ago, when she had been a slender slip of
girbod, and bashful young Dave Hartîe>' bail oktd at
ler aster is hymn book at prayer meeting and tramped

ait the way home a few feet behund ber hecause be was
too ah yta go boîll up and aqk if he might spetber home.

VI tak.-n together, what wonder if David bast bis
head over tht tea table, and dttermined ta ask joueCpbne
that samne aid question once mare? lit was eighîeen
years since be had asked ber ta marry bim for the first time,
and two yPars ince the at. Ht would try bis luck agauin.
josephine was certainl>' mare graciaus than be bad ever
rentemberedh er as being before. When thermeal was over
Josephine cleared tht table and wasbtd tht dishes. Wbtn
she Cad taken a dr-y towel and qat down b>' the wndow
ta pelisb the blue china, David understood tsaittis was
hila golden opportunity. le moved over and uat down
beide litron the soas he windaw.

Outside tht suit was setting magnificentl>', and David
grauped at tht sunset as an introductar>' chapter.

"Isan't that fine, Josephine " lie said, admiringl>'.
"h makea me tbink cf that piece cf poetr>' that used to be

in the 'ld Fifth Reader when we
went to scbnoo. D'ye mind how tbe
tearhef u%,ed to drill us up in ît on
Frid.ty afternoon? It bega-

'Slowv sinks, more lovely ere
bis rare he run

Along Morea's buis the set-
tmng suri.

Then David declairned the whcle
passage in a sittg-soTtg tone, accnrn-
panied by a few crude gestures,
remrnmerefl frorn long-ago achool
boy eloctition. josephine knew what
was coming. Every time Davil had

pr=oe to ber he had begun by
reiigpoetry. She twirled ber

towel along tbe last plate resigned-
ly; if it badt to corne the sonner it
was over the better. Josephine knew
hy experience that tbere waq no
beiding David off, despite is shy-
negs,, wbcn be bart once got along
as far as the poetry.

"*But it's gring to he for tbe last
tirne," slw thougb:, dcterminedly.
"I arn joing to settie this question
un decadedly to-nigbt that there'll
neyer lie a repet tin.'"

\Vhen David bad finîshed is
qtiitation, bie laid is band on
Josephine's plump arrn.

"Josephine,' be said, buskily.
"1 suppose you coudn't-could voit,
now?-make up yourmrind to bave
me? I wisb you would, josephn,-
I wisb you would. Don't you thinli
you could, Josephine?"

Josephine folded up bier towel,
crossed bier bandit on it and looked
bier worier squarely in the eye.

"l )a vid Hartley, " she said, de-
liherately. "WVbat makes you go on
asking mne tri marry yotî every once
in a whiîe wben V ve told you tirnes
out of mmid that 1 can't and wo't?"

"l3ecau4e I can't help hoping
you'll change your mînd througb
tirne," said David meekly.

elyou just listen to m'e.
will not marrv y'ou. That is i n the
first place, andi an tbe second, tbis is
to be final. Tt bai., to fie. N'ou are When David ha<
neyer to ask me this again under
any circumtttafclts If you do, 1
will flot answer yo-l wl tnt let
on 1 hear you at al;. but-" and ixýcprnne spoke very'
slowly and irnpresitvely-* I will neyer speak to you again
-neyer! W'e are gond friands now, and 1 lîke you reat

well, adi ike to have you drop in for a neighborly chat
as olten as, you tike, but thereI l e an end, short
and sudden, to thiat, ;f you don*t mind wbat 1 say. "

"Oh, Josepbine! aî't that rather har'," protested
David feebly. It seemned terrible to be cut off front al
hope witb sucb finait y ab tbis.

1I mean every word of t," returned Josephine calmly.
"Y-)ou'd better go borne now Dlavid. 1 always feel as if
I'd like to be alune for a apell after a dibagreeable ex-
perienre "

David obeyed sadîy and puit on bis cap and overcoat.
joeepîtine kindl>' warned hirn not to slip and break his
legs in tbe porcb bet'ause the floor was as icy as anything;
and she even ligbit&l a candle and beld it up at the kichen
docir tu guide hirn safely out. David, as be îrudzed
soýrrowful1y bomneward acrocs the fields, carried with hum
the mental picture of a plump, sons>' woman in ber trirn
dresit of plurn colored homnespun and ruffled hlue-check
apron, halS in by an aureole of candie ligbt. It was flot
a ver>' romantie viion, pehaps. but to David it was more
beautiful than anything eise in thte worid.

When David had gant, Josephine shut the door with
a little sbiver. She blew out the candle for it was not yet
dark enough ta justif>' artîficial liglit ta ber thrifty niind.
She thouglit the big empc>' bouse in which she was the
onl>' living thing, ver>' loney. It was so ver> till except
for the slow tick of the "gran<faber's clock" and the
soft puf and cracicle of the woud in the stove. Josephine
sat down by the window, stretched lier tired arms and
yawxaed.

"I wiqh anme of the Sentriers would run down," she
said aloud. "If David badn't been so ridiculous l'd
have' got hirn ta sta>' the evening-he cati be good compan>'
wben hie likes-he's real weil rtad anud inte!igetit, and lie
mut have dismal times at home with nobndy but Zilla. "

She looked aut across tht yard at the little bouse at the
othpr ide of it wbere lier Frenchi Canatlian hired man
lived, and watéhed the purple spiral of amoke from the
chimne>' curling up against the sunset sic>' Would she
run over and set Mms. Poirier and her huitt black-eyed
baby? No, tht>' neyer knew what ta say to each other.

.If 'twasn't sw culd l'd go up and set Ida," site uaid.
"As it is, l'c better fait bauk on my knitting for I uaw Jimmy
sticking through his soclcu the other day. How set back

noo David did look ta be sure, but 1 think I've aettled
tha marrying notion of bis once for' ail and l'm gad-

glad of it'
She said thet ame thing tht net day ta Mrs. Tom

4 gon», Jose phtae sat dowis by the window, stretched her
tîred arm.t, antd ytiwned.

Sentner wbo bad corne down ta help ber pick ber geese.
Tht>' were working in tht kitchen witb a hig tub full of
dowaîy feathers betweenti tem, and on the table a row
of deati birds which Leon bad killed and brougbt In.
Josepbine was enveýloped Iin a shapelese print wrapptr
and Mha an apron tied tightly round ber head to keep'tht
down out of ber hair.

"\W'at do you tînk, Ida," she said, with a bearty
Iaugh at the recollection. "David liartle> was here ta
tes last night and be asked me, ta rarry him again. Tbere'u
a persistent mati for ynu. I can't hrag of ever having bad
mati> beaus, but l've certainl>' had rny share of propouals. "

Mrs. Tom didi fot laugh. Her thin, lîtIe face with
its fadtd prettitiess lookeil as if she neyer laughtd.

"Why don 't you rnarry hinu?" she asked fretfully.

i.Wby shouli I ? "retorteil josephîne. "Tell me that,
Ida Setter."

" Becausie ils higb lime y u were marrieti," said Mmu
Tom decidedl>'. " 1 don't believe in women living bingît
and 1 don't see what better you <'an do than take David
Hartle'."

Josephine lookeil at ber sister with t interested ex-
prsin of a persan wbo is trying ta understand anme

meta attitude of another whicb is a standing puzzle
to tbem. Ida's evîtient wisb to sec ber married alwayu
amused ber. Ida bad marritil ver>'young andl for fiften
yefurs ber life bad been ont of drudgery andil ii health.
Tomt Sntner was a laz>', shiftîtis, feilo*. Ht neglected

bis family and was drunk haîf tht time. Meadowby
et aid that be beat bis wife, but Josephine did nat
bieethat because she did flot think that Ida could

kerp (rom telling ber if it were sw; Ida Sentner *as tnt
given ta bearîng ber troubles in silence.

Had it fiat been for Jasephine's assistance, Tomi
Sentners' famîl>' wauld have stood, an excellent chance of
starvation. Josephine practi*cIllyrept tbern, and ber
generasit>' never failed or sîinttd.Sge fed and clothed
ber nepbtws and nieces, and aIl tht gre>' sacks, wbose des-
tination puzzled David wo mucli, went la the Stntners.As for J<uepbine herseîf, she bad a goal farm, a coin-
fortable bouse and a pîump bank accaunt, and was an
independant, unworried woman. And yet, in the face
of ail this, Mms. Tom 'Sentner could bewail tht fact that
joutephine bad nfiahusitand ta look aut for ber, Jotephine.
uhrugged ber plump shaullers and gave up tht conundrums
merely sa>'ing ironicaîl>', in answer ta ber sister'u laft
remnark,

"And goata live witb Zillali Hartle>'?"
":You lcnov ver>' well you wauldn't have ta do that.

Ever since John Hartîty's wife diel be's been wanting
(Continued on pjage 3o)
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