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Wefi65!5SSwith light-brown ribbons nod blue flowers wes not pretty, but „y those reliable blue-yarn stockings, and sold them to a
the old woman admired her. deader in the city. She gave away every cent which she earned,

said Hatty. Then she went into her little bedroom and carefully concealed the direction of her giving. Even, 
to take off her things. There was a slow shyness about her. Hatty did not know of it. , _ ,,
She never talked much, even to her grandmother. Sx weeks after Hatty s lover left, the old woman across

“ You kin git you somethin* to eat, if you want it," said the the way died. After the funeral, when measures were taken 
“I don't want to stop myself till I git this heel for the settlement of the estate, it was discovered that all the 

done. Was Henry to mootin'T little property was gone, eaten up by a mortgage and the
“ Yes." interest. The two old women had lived upon the small house
"His father an* mother! and the tow acres of land tor the last ton y
“Yes." Lavinia's father had died. He had grubbed
Henry was the young man who had been paying attention shop and earned enough tor their frugal support as long as he 

to Hatty. Her grandmother was proud and pleased ; she liked lived. Lavinia had never been able to work for her own
living ; she was not now. " Laviny Dodge will have to go to 
the poorhouse,” everybody said.

One noon Hatty spoke of it to her grandmother 
spoke of anything now, but this was uncommon

“ They say Laviny Dodge has got to go to the poorhouse,"

i

the

If su
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1 AN INDEPENDENT THINKER.

BY MART K. WILKINS.m ■
Esther Gay's house was little and square, and mounted on 

posts like stilts. A stair led up to the door on the left side. Morn­
ing-glories climbed up the stair tailing, the front of the house and
the other side were covered with them, all the windows but___
one were curtained with the matted green vines. Esther sat at him.
the uncurtained window, and knitted. She perked her thin, Hatty generally went to church Sunday evenings, and the 
pale noseiupiin the air. her pointodchin Ultod upward too; she young man escorted her home, and came in and made a call, 
held her knitting high and the needles cUcked loud, and shone To-night the girt did not go to church as usual. Esther was 
In the sun. The bell was ringing for church, and a good astonished
many people were passing. They could look in on her. and see Why. ain't you goto' to meetto' !" said she.

„ pjaiiüy what she was doing. Every time a group went by No; I guess not?
she pursed her ihm old lips tighter, and pointed up her nose Why why not!"
higher, and knitted more fiercely. Her skinny shoulders jerked. - j thought! wouldn't."
She cast a sharp glanoe at every one who passed, but no one The old woman looked at h<sr sharply. The tea things
cog*** her lowing. She knew themaU. This was a little were cleared away, and she was at her knitting again, a little 
village. By and by the hell had stopped tolling, and even the (amp at her elbow
late church-goers had creaked briskly ont of sight. The street. Presently Hatty went out and sat at the head of the stairs,
which was narrow here, was still and vacant. in the twilight. She sat there by herself until meeting was her.

Presently a woman appeared in a little flower garden in over, and the people had been straggling by for some time, 
front of the opposite house. She was picking a nosegay. She Then she went downstairs, and joined a young man who passed 
was little and spare, and she bent over the flowers with a stiff- at the toot of them. She was gone half an hour, 
ness as of stiff wires. It seemed as if it would take mechanical “ Where hev you been ! ' asked her grandmother, when she 
force to spring her up again. returned.

Esther watched her. “ It's dretful hard work for her to git “ ÎJ?®1 **1-
around." she muttered to herself. .. Who with !
“Dari^^shldOWnher "WhTdidnthcconiein!- Esther stood stiU, looking. “A place gets run out afoie

The woman came out to the gate with some marigolds and “ H® thought he wouldn't. you know it," she remarked,
candytuft to her hand. Her dim nine eyes blinked to the light. I don’t, see why. .__, „ Oh, I didnt s pooe it was quite so near gone. I thought

“X£meover“e reTmtoute" * "***b‘qUb7’ littte Uüî to^^i^rtuïUbto “ * ‘°80 -n4tÏÏrkvS»»^
“l-rues I -can't ” She worked in a shop, and earned a little money. Her “ I s'pose I bed, but 1 never knew much 'bout money
Esther was very deaf. She could not hear a word, but she grandmother vronld not tomch a dollar of it ; what she did not matters, an’ poor mtoher, she was too old. Father was 

saw the deprecating shake of the head, and she knew well ,leed to KSp?TLfor hereclf she made her save. Lately the old real sharp, ef he’d lived. Oh. I've got to go! I never thought 
enouvh woman had been considering the advisability of her taking a it would come to this ! "

“I’d like to know why you can’t, a minute. You kin hear su® the smvings bank to buy a silk dress. She thought “ I don't think you're fit to do any work.”
your mother the minute she speaks." she might need it soon. “No; they say I ain't. My rheumatism has been worse

The woman glanced backat. the house, then she looked Mond^. she opened upon the subject. lately. It’s been hard work for me to crawl round an wait on
over at Esther. Her streaked light hair hung in half curls over Hat ty, said she, lie been thinkin —don’t you believe mother. I’ve got to go. O Esther, it s awful to think I canX
her wide crocheted collar; sheliad a little, narrow, wrinkled it would be a good plan for you to take a little of your money die to my own home! Now I’ve got-todic in the poorhouse!
face, but her cheeks were as red as roses. out of the bank an buy you a nire dr^f I've-got—to die in the poorhouse!"

“ I guess I’d better not. It’s Sunday, you know," said she. Hatty never answered quickly. She looked at her grand- “ I've got to go now, said Esther. ...
Her soft, timid voice could by no possibility reach those deaf mother, then she kept on with her sewing. It was after supper. •• Don’t go. You ain't but jest come. I am t got a soul to
ears across the way. her shop work was done, and she was sitting at the table speak to."

« What ?" * with her needle. She seemed to be considering her grand- “ ni come in agin arter supper." said Esther, and went out
441—guess I’d better not—as long as it*s Sunday.” mot hers remark. resolutely, with Lavinia wailing after her to come back. At
Esther's strained attention caught the last word, and Thp woman waited a moment, then she proceeded : home, she sat down and deliberated. She had a long talk with 

guessed at the rest from a knowledge of the speaker. “1 ve bee® thinkin —you am t never had any real nice dress. Hatty when she returned. “ I don't care." was all she could
44 Stuff." said she. with a sniff through her delicate, uptilted y°u know—that it would be a real good plan for you to take get out of the girt, who was more silent than usual. She ate

nostrils. 44 I*d like to know how much worse *tis for you to step some money, now yon ve got it, an buy you a silk one. You very little supner.
over here a minute, an’ tell me how she is when I can't hear mnt uever had onc.au you re old enough to. It was eight o'clock when Esther went over to the Dodge
«cross the road than to stop an’ talk cornin’ out o’ ineetin’ ; Still Hatty sewed, and sain nothing. house. The windows were all dark. “tond. I believe shea
you’d do that quick enough. You’re strainin'. Laviny Dodge." . ”\ ou might want to go somewhar. continued Esther, gone to bed,’’ said the old woman, fumbling along through the

Lavinia, as if overwhelmed by the argument, cast one ’an well, of course, if anythin should happen, if Henry— yard. The door was fast, so she knocked. “ Laviny, Laviny, 
anxious glance back at the house and came through the gate. Its jest as wellnot to hev to do everythin all to onee, an its be you gone to bed ! Laviny Dodge!"

Just then a feeble, tremulous voice, with a wonderfu* qual- consider hie work to make a silk dress-----\t hy don t you say “ who is It !” said a quavering voice on the other side,
ity of fine sharpness in it, broke forth behind her. sometiiin ! presently.

“Laviny, Laviny. where be you goto’! Come back here.” .. î-ïïïl ^ “TS “Its me. \ ou gone tit bed !
Lavinia, wheeling with such precipitate vigor that it sug- I d like to know why not ! “ It’s you. Mis’ Gay, ain’t it!"

gested a creak, went up the path. HaUymadc no reply. .... , “Yes. Let me in. 1 want to sec you a minute.
" I wa’nt goto' any where, mother." she called out. “What’s Look here, Hatty, yon an Henry Little aint hail no trou- Then Lavinia opened the door and stood there, her old

the matter!” hie, hev you i _ knees knocking together with cold and nervousness. She had
“ You can’t pull the wool over my eyes. I .«era/ you agoin ’* J jont know as we have. got out of bed and put a plaid shawl over her shoulders when

out the gate." “ ” hat ! __ she heard Esther.
Lavinia’s mother was over ninety and bedridden. That ” I don t know as we have. ...... . .. “I want to come in jest a minute,'" said Esther. “ I hadnt

infinitesimal face which had passed through the stages of “ Hatty Gay. I know there s somethin the matter. Now any idee you’d be gone to bed." ....................
beauty, commonplaceness, and hideousness, and now arrived "J® tis. Aint he comin here no more ! The fire had gone out, and it was chilly in the kitchen,
at that of the tine grot esq uencss which has, as well as beauty. , Suddenly the girl curved her arm around on the table, and where the two women sat down.
a certain charm of its own, peered out from its great feather h™ her face down on it. She would îmt speak another word. “ You’ll ketch your death of cold to your nightgown," said
pillows. The skin on the pinched fiicc was of a dark-yellow She did not seem to be crying, but she sat there, hiding her Esther. “ You’d better git somethin’ more to put over you.’ 
color, the eyes were like black points, the tiny, sunken mouth little plain, uncommunicative race. ... . “ I don’t keer if I do ketch cold, " said Lavinia, with an air
had a sardonic pucker. ‘ Hatty Gay. aint he comin ! It Ay aint lie connu ! of feeble recklessness, which sat oddly upon her.

“ Esther jest wanted me to come over there a minute. She Hatty would give the old woman no infonnation. All she “ Laviny Dodge, don't talk so.”
wanted to ask after you,” said Lavinia. standing beside the K»t was that obtained from ensuing events. Henry Little dirt “ I don’t keer. I’d ruther ketch my death of cold than not ;
bed, holding her flowers. not come ; she ascertained that. The weeks went on, and he then 1 shouldn’t have to die in the poorhouse." The old head.

“Hey!” hail never once climbed those vine-wreathed stairs to see in its little cotton nightcap, cocked itself sideways, with pitiful
“She irsf wanted me to conic over an’ tell her how you Hatty. ... bravado.

-----” Esther fretted and questioned. One day, in the midst of Esther rose, went into the bedroom, got a quilt and put it
“ How I was ! ” her nervous conjectures, she struck the chord in Hatty which over Lavinia’s knees. “ There," said she, " you hev that over
“ Yes." vibrated with information. you. There ain’t no sense in your talkin’ that way. You’re
"Did you tell lier 1 was miserable!" " I hope you wan t too forranl with Henry, Hatty, said jest a-flyin’ in the face of Providence, an' Providence don’t
** 1 didn’t go, mother." the ,° (l "°nlHn■ »ou “l™n t act too anxious arter him, did mind the little flappin’ you kin make, any more than a barn
"I sent you a-guin’ out the gate." you ! That s apt to turn fellows. does a swaller."
” I came hack. She couldn’t hear ’tliout 1 went way over.’’ Then Hatty spoke. Some pink spots flared out on her " l can’t help it."
“ Hey ! ” quiet, pale cheeks. «• What ! "
" It's all right, mother.” screamed I-avinia. Then she went “ Grandma," said she. “I'll tell you, if you want to know. " I—can’t help it."

about putting the flowers in water. wliat the trouble is. 1 wa-sn t goto to, because I didn't want to “ Yes you kin help it, too. Now, I'll tell you what I’ve
The old woman's little eyes followed her, with a sharp light make you feel bad ; but if you re goin to throw out such things come over here for. I've been thinkin* on't all the arternoon,

like steel. ^ I bat to me I dont care. Henry s mother dont like you, an'I’ve made up my mind. I want you to come over and live
“I ain’t goin* to hev you goin’ over to Rstlicr Gay's, Sab- there! w with me.”

bath-day," she went on, her thin voice rasping out from her 4* u hat ? , . « Lavinia sat feebly staring at her. 44 Live with you ! ''
pillows like a flic. “She ain't no kind of a girl. Wa’n’t she ‘Henry smother don I like you. “ Yes. I've got my house an' my pension, an’ I pick up
knittin’!" hkeme! some with my knittin’. Two won’t cost much more'll one. I

"Yes." , ... . , . , , . . reckon we kin git along well enough."“Hey!" „ .. ^hy. what hev l done! I dont see wliat you mean, Lavinia said nothing, she still sat staring. She looked
“ Yes, she was knittin'. mol her." Hatty Gay. scared.
" Wa’n’t knittin ! ” "Grace Porter told me. Mrs. Little told her mother. Then Esther began to feel hurt. “Mcbbc vou don’t want to
” Y-e-s, she was.’’ asked him. an he owned up it wivsao. come. ” she said stiffly, at last.
“I knowcil it. Stayin’ home from ineetin’ an knittin. I "1 d like to know what she said. * Lavinia shivered. “There’s jest-one thing-----” she com-

ain’t goin' to hev you over thar, lAvinv." Hatty went on pitilessly. "She told Graces mother she mcnced.
Esther Gay, over ill her window, held her knitting up didn't want her son to marry into the Gay tribe anyhow. She "What!”

higher and knitted with fury. "H'm, the old lady called her didn’t think much of'em. She said any girl whose folks didn't "There’s jest one thing___”
back,” said she. " If they want to show out they kin. I'm goin’ keep Sunday, an' slaved away from ineetin’ an' worked, would - What’s that !”
to do’ what I think’s right." n t amount to much. “ I dunno what----- Mother---- You're real good ; hut—-

The morning-glories on the house were beautiful this I don't belie ve she said it. Oh. I don’t see how I kin come, Esther ! ’’
morning, the purple ami white and rosy ones stood out with a she did. Henry said his mother took on so he was afraid •• Why not ! If there's any reason why you don’t want to
soft crispness. Esther Gay’s house was not so pretty in winter shed die if he ditto} give it up. live with me. I want to know what tis."
—there was no paint on it. and some crooked outlines showed. Esther sat up straight, she seemed to bristle out suddenly Utvinia was crying " I can’t tell you ” she sobbed ■ “
It was a poor little structure, but Esther owned it free of with points, from her knitting needles to her sharp elbows and mother----  lf-you didn't work Sundays, "oh ! ”
encumbrances. She had also a nvnsion of ninety-six dollars thin chin ami nose. W ell, he kin gi\e it up, then, if he wants 44 Then vou mean to say you’d ruther go to the poorhouse
which served her for support. She considered herself welldo to. for all me. I am t gom to give up my principles tir him nor than come to live with me, Lavinia Dodge ! ”
do. There was not enough for anything besides necessaries, any of his folks, an they 11 hnd it out- \ ou km git somebody 441—i-an't help it ”
but Esther was one who had always looked upon necessaries as else jest as good as he is. w “ Then all I've got to say is vou kin go.”
luxuries. Her sharn eyes shw the farthest worth of things. I don^ want anylKKly else. . Bother went home, and said no more. In a few days she.
When she bought a half-eord of pine wood with an allotment II m. you need nt have em. then ef you am t got no more neerinsr around her curtain noor I lavinia Dodirv. a little,of her pension money, she saw in'a vision all the warmth and spirit. 1 should,, t think you’d want your grandmother to {rembUn“vcrtog tt^rë hto^eTtoto tiie "^rhrnS roveïS

Kn ",r;&,reuis^ht«.'ourself’Hatt-i,a>- Mdr^criid0"-Aftcr thc wa8on w,Lso,,tof sight she

Shell, she,U^to go and of ,u.r ow„ thillgs,“ hett/for mi'^ld «fu timts and^an’t'h^r^ ^ t^toTher dtonir^^gBioth"
had worked hani to get an extra one to-day. too, but she had 
no heart to eat. Her mournful silence, which seemed almost 
obstinate, made the old woman at once angry and wretched. 
Now she wept over Lavinia Dodge and Hatty, and the two 
causes combined made bitter tears.

“ I wish to the land." she cried out loud once. "I wish to 
I he land 1 could find some excuse, but I ain’t goin’ to give up 
what I think’s right.”

Esther Gay had never been so miserable in her life as she 
was for the three months after lavinia I lodge left her home.

ears, ever since 
away to a bootI

- She rarely
news.

said she.
“What!”
“ They say Laviny Dodge has got to go to the poorhouse.”
“ I don’t believe a word on't."
“ They say it’s so.”
That afternoon Esther went over to ascertain the truth of 

the report for herself. She found Lavinia sitting alone to the 
kitchen, crying. Esther went right in, and stood looking at

“ It’s so, ain’t, it!" said she.
Lavinia started. There was a momentary glimpse of a red. 

distorted face; then sherhid it again, and went on rocking her­
self to and fro and sobbing. She had seated herself in the 
rocking-chair to weep. “Yes,” she wailed, "it’s so! I’ve got 
to go. Mr. Barnes come in an' said I had this momin’ ; there 
aint no other way. I’ve—got—to go. Oh, what would mother 
have said ! ”

She
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" 1 ain't sure it is right. '
" Ain't sure it's right. Then I sjsise you think it would be 

_ better for an old woman that's stone, deaf, and can’t hear a
people said. ' word of thc preachin', to go to meet in’ an’ set there, doin’

That little house, which with its precipitous stair and fes- nothin' two hours, instead of stayin' to home an' knittin’, to
foreign pictur- aim a icotlc money to give to thc laird. All I've got to say is,
e tiaid a higher you kin think so. then. I'm a goin to do what’s right, no matter 

what happens.”
_________________ Hatty said nothing more. She took up her sewing again ;

more’ll that ."'’she had told thc assessor with an indignant her grandmother kept glancing at her. Finally she said, in a
bridle. She paid the increased tax with cheerful pride, and mollifying voice. “Why don't you go an’ git you a lectlc piece
frequent! spoke of it. To-day she often glanced from her » , i..........i.......- ' - ------...................... .. ............ ' ” ’’

the iXHitn. Therv wa-a certain Is-autx in it.

\

toons of morning-glories had something of a 
esq uencss, looktal to her like a real palai-e. She 
tax upon it than she should have done. V lessor one had been 
levied, and regarded hv her as an insult. "My house is worth

|I|
of that vakv in the vuplxiimt ; you didn't vat no supper hardly. 
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