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\ on know how p'raps, Flzada, I’ve 
hard. We ran't change our natures 

She remembered so easily. I was horn ‘pizen neat’ 
to play and he was born—the other way. I 

when most girls were put to washing dunno but it’s best to compromise.” t 
dishes and making lieds. She had “I think that’s best, too,” return- 
always followed her father about like ed Flzada lifting h-r head and smil- 
a pet kitten. She had been her fa- Inna1 her mother • • I ♦ :k • » | |, ml.I 
ther’s chum. “Pap’s little girl,” he tell John just how I feel, too, he 
had called her, and the name had would compromise. He’d let the but- 
clung to her until she had become a ter go—maybe, and not keey so 
voung woman and had been courted manv cows, and—” 
by the most promising young man in “What time does that fore
the neighborhood : for John Stearns train go to-morrer, F.Izada ” t 

called “forehanded” by the com- rupted her mother, 
munity and spoken of as a hustler. "Never mind the train, mother,” 

Phebe had been glad that John F.Izada replied. "I’ve been thinking 
was a hustler. "Flzada won’t have The men will be down to the woodlot 
to live under a leaky roof and crum- m work to-morrow. They’ll take thei 
Wing ceiling,” thought her mother, dinners with them and I’ll ask Joh 
“I’d never give niv consent to her to let me have old Nell and I’ll drive 
marrying a shiftless man. you home. It will do me heaps of

But now Phebe looked at Flzada good ” 
and sighed. Flzada’s blue eyes used Phebe beamed at her daughter, 
to have a twinkle of fun in them, but “You was always a master-hand at 

l)F lived about a mile beyond The next day a rainstorm set in they were sober eyes now and the plannin’. Flzada We’ll start rarlv 
next village. It «11» two and it rained steadily for three days, blue in them was clouded. The so'a to get home in t;me for dinner."

mile* from the Morse place to “No < hance for 'l.onzo to fix the bronze lights had departed from her The next day mother and daughter
the station Phebe knew she could roof,” thought Phebe. brown hair, which looked lustreless driving over the country roads were
find someone at Wiley Village to Flzada was up early every morn- land uncared for. One couldn’t stop impressed with the glory of the 
carry lier to her daughterV ing and worked steadily all day long, to give it a hundred strokes of the spring morning. Thev sniffed the

‘ Flzada ain’t sick, is she? inquir- Her husband owned a big farm and brush if one had to get up before fragrant air with delight. The earth
cd Mr. Scott. there was .1 great deal of work to 'daylight in the morning and cook a was moist after the heavy rain, and

“No, but I find I've got to see her be done, both inside and outside the Iheartv breakfast for hired men. gave forth that delirious odor that
about something, so it come to me as house. Flzada could get no help, and I Flzada hadn’t cried for a long time, comes onlv with the spring. The wil
long s Lonzos gone for the day I consequently she had all the. house- but before she knew it she tuu;.d lows were aglow with a golden haze
could take the time to go over it I work to do herself. She took care !her head on her mother's shoulder Bubbling rivulets ran in the ditche-
ould find someone to drive me to the of the milk dishes, made butter, cook- lind she was sobbing. cm either side of the road. The
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CfO long as we love we serve; so long as we are 

loved by others 1 would say we are indispensable ; 
and no man is useless while he has z — Youmm.
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ing. "If there ain’t mother! 
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chair in the silt

golden 
many an un

hid
Thi

vivid gree lilac
pboards, 

•ken from

A sweeping glance disclosed 
'nix barnyard \<i ti ", ofbig

ing a tie! 
disc

kind blotted 
the enclosure.

“He's clean 
oird Phebe 

“Don’t it look 
Flzada admiringly. 

Phebe clutched

rocking
room. “I've left 
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omprehending 

ment. “Mother, what 
talking about?”
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Phebe clutched Flzada's arm 
and gasped I ■ >..k. Eluda!
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of nag, nag, nagging, and scrubbed from morning till don’t en-. We all have our troub^s. Alonzo' MiTT ' The thick green
to get anything done I'm going to night. Her hands were red and P'raps mine ain't any worse t.ian hid the ladder that supported him
stay here till your father comes to his work-worn, her complexion faded, other folks’ You were petted a good His bark was toward the approaching 
senses and gets things straightened her hair greying. deal when you were a child. F.lradi carriage and the steady swing of the
out. What makes you work so, Elza- You know vou were always hammer together with his ihsorntim

iSft S ÎTSknow he don’t mean any harm.’ ahead to take care of you and you’ve |'Ve never forgotten it, and I often daughter 
“Now don't you fret, Flzada. I left nary a1 chick nor child to provide long to be a child once more and hear “I'm afraid he’ll fall,” falter*1

a lot of stuff cooked up so he needn t for Why not live easier and take him call me that. Mother, there’s Phebe. “Be careful not to startl
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The Possibilities of Vines for Home Beautifying
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