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The Inglenook.
$ soul in silence so long, and it was a relief 
h to tell the story ol her weary years of wait- 
.♦ ing to a kindly listener, 
k She told him all the relations she had were 

two grand nephews and their families. That 
fe, twenty years ago Sam(for she had brought 

them up when their parents died of con-

... EHHmshe wondered, -if they caught her ? ” herself b, knitting and berry picking. h™ i but ohn was

52?“ —* ■■ * - — asst srs zr& is sksszt s assFar behind her stretched the meadows, cry, fearing he might see her and stop the they were happy, then John married, and
a symphony of olive and green in the late train.but they went on so fast that could hls ”‘,e had 6'°”" 10 lh,nk be'
fall. Here and there sunken boulder stood, not be, and the old horse joggled into the as 1lhe1>'ears wc"‘„0"’. a"d ‘b‘ ,bddk'"’
soldierly golden tod or berry bushes clothed woods, and John never thought his old whc" hcy 8re” b'8' d . >
nowin scarlet and gold. At intervals in Aunt Hannah, his charge for twenty long she elt that she had "ved too iong
the long slope stood solitary tree., where was running away ,n P,^
fluttering, brittle leaves fell in gentle chill At Boston a kindly conductor bought her [helically, it seems 1 could « P 
air. In summer time she remembered well , ,hrough ticket for Denver. hea' » l,ve
the hay-makers rested in the shade, and the It's a long journey for an old lady like our fo'kl was '°n8 ll,cdl ,T™ , '
jug with ginger water she made for the men you,"he said. "hen Sam w/°le he,,a?.doln . falr an. 5c.n*
was kept there to be cool. -But I'm peart for my age, " she said, me 1 heSan lb)"k °b farbc

She seemed, as she sat there, to remem- anxiously ; •• 1 never had a day’s sickness «a* aldus generous an knid an ! e * .
ber everything. The house was all right, 5lnce , Vas a gal. " luiest boy, an so I began to save to goto
she was sure of that ; the key was under the -Going all the way alone?" htm, fur I knowed I could work my d
kitchen door mat, the fire was out in the " With Providence, " she answered, bright- for a good many yens to come. la'leÇ
stove, and the cat locked in the barn. ,,e„ and eager to help herself, but years he asn t hardly wrote, but _ Il='dlhat

She held hi r work-hardened hand to her silent and thoughtful as the train took her t° the wild kentry he lived in. ! said b.a s 
side, panting a little, for it was a good bit of jnt0 strange landscapes where the miles went and InJun* d?" thp,„
a walk across the meadow, and she was sosw,f,ly it seemed like the past years of was a gal op in A oos.uk 
eighty years old on her last birthday. The htr life as she looked back on them. Plen,>'.°f bo.lhhan,,a"dJ*b"“eVh,^
cows feeding looked homelike and pleasant. - Thy works are marvelous,” she mur- horned cattle don t skeer me none, fo I e 

" Good-bye, critters,” she said aloud; mured often, sitting with her hands folded, been used to a farm alius. But the onc- 
meny’s the lime I've druv' ye home an' and ftW idk days had there been in her sumness of these medder. .as ^er u^ 

milked ye, an' I alius let ye eat by the way, wo,id where she had sat and rested so long. Jneand ™ade m? ‘hk **,7 ,dîy ® „ 
nor never hurried ye as the boys done. » lhe day coach the people were kind '“'the, off han I even calc latcd on.

With a farewell glance she went on again, and generous, sharing their baskets with But what will you do if Sam aint in Den- 
smoothing as she walked the scattered locks her and seeing she changed cars right and ver r asked the larmer. „
of gray hair falling under the hood, and her carpetbag was safe. She was like any "I have put my faith in Providence 
keeping her scant black gown out of lhe of the dear old giandmas in eastern homes, she answered simply, and the stranger cou d 
reach of briars. Across another field, then or to the grizzled men and women, like lhe not mar thittrus by a y „8 '
through a leafy lane where the woods were memory of our dead mother as faint and HeS,vc bcr b'.‘ dd7 Î16 m JL d
hauled in winter, then out through a gap in as ,ar /way as lhe sce„, of wild roses in a lbe *?«bnisk. h.nc' andtold b" .,0 j*nd 
the fence with its great branching arms like hillside country burying-ground. She tend- *ord ■[ sh“ needcd . 11 “ V"
a petrified octopus, to the dusky highroad. ed bal ies for tired women and talked to hand clasp he parted from her to on he

Not a soul in sight in the coming twilight. lhc men of farming and crops, or told the l-hantoms in her memory of o k t at
John, the children and the scolding wife, children Bible stories ; but never a word she had been kind to her, God bless em, and
who made her so unhappy, would not be sa;d „f herself, not one. lhe" lhc lram,was '“mblingon.
home for an hour yet, for East Mills was a On again, guided by kindly hands through But many of the passengers had listened
long drive. the great bewildering city by the lake, and 10 hc'=10')' and lntc,cllcd' and

Down the steep hill went the brave little now though yet a stranger land. Tired ca”e t0 s,t .
figure, followed by an odd shadow of itself and worn by night in lhc uncomfortable One pale little lad in the f'°"*
in lhe waning light, and by the liny stones scats, he, brave spirit began to fail a little. lu,ned l° look a her„now and *.bc„n and.‘° 
that rolled so swiftly they passed her often As the wide, level plains, lonely and drear, answer her "*' *“"* *° .lbe
and made her look behind with a start to dawncd on her sight she sighed often. ne" l;ou 7 f°r b*,*1‘b,t?d .gls.’.nC t,„d
see if a pursuer we.e coming. - If, a dre'ful big world, " she said to a ?» * *° ,find =lerna' " |

-They’d put me in the asylum sure, ’ Rray-bearded old farmer near her; "so but bl* l“l d?y, ^'g?‘ .‘a bv|,d™ d
she muttered, wildly, as she trudged along. big 1 feel e’enmost lost in it, but,” hopefully, ,or„bl’ fhoughtful ac' ond kmdneu.
A. the foot ol the hill she sat down upon -bcros5 lhcm dcSe,t, Uke this long ago ‘ She çobably brought tho« boys up,
an old log and waited for the train. Providence sent a star to guide them wise he thought- and denieil her life fo the -

Across the road, guarded by a big sign, mcn Gf the East, an' I hain’t lost my faith. " h 'he to die unrewarded, I wonder ? There
" Look out for the engine, ” ran two parallel Bul as lhe d’ay worc on, and 1,111 ,he cannot be any good m the wor d if that be 
iron rails, what were to be her road when |nng_ monotonous land showed no human s0' *!e ,bo“*bt °f..ber ° lnn
the big monster should come panting around habitation, no oasis of green, her eyes dim Purae ' 1^,! ® adi . hil holeT h?s store but
the curve. med, something like a sob rose under the ««'» Tade ab'f b“'V "

At last the dull rumble sounded, a shrill black kerchief on the bowed shoulders, and lhc consciousness of a good deed "il mr h
whistle, and she hurried to the track, waving lhe s„ectacles were taken off with trembling suniethmg. I mayn t have the chance to
her shawl to signal. hand and put away carefully in the worn do "'ln> more • ,hoU*hl ,he l,d but,on'

This, in the conductor's vernacular, was a lin rase, mg his worn over coat

jtMgEtZTZutl ".T.i'r'.l ,|XHe nMkedtheHTabrighv He hO bough, hM i cup ol coffee a, lhe nImc i,oll, he, ulk--Vou, Aunl Hannah

44How fur?” he asked. i^nver ” "°« - ,“Bostin ” lo.u.nver. It was only a straw, but a kindly wind
“Git there in the morning, ’’ he said, “ Wal, wal ; you're from New England, might blow it to the right one after all. When 

kindly waiting for the money, as she opened 1" he bound. he was sitting there after his message had
a queer little reticule, where, under her “ From Maine, ” she answered ; and then gone on us way, she leaned over and hand
knitting, wrapped in a clean cotton hand- she grew communicative, for she was always ed him a peppermint drop from a package
kerchief, was her purse with her savings of a chatty old lady, and she had possessed her in her pocket.

The Runnawoy.
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