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“I don't care how cross she ie,” |'her. ‘‘Ma says when ye git a nic lightedly
Pearl said, “if 1 can come for the | Englishman there's nothing nicer, and sll the
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HE oshilaration of the air, the| “Waell," Poarl bogan, “I was late| " Git" * ™ out of the old girl's | ™poyf Jaughed heartily, but “Miss B
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the  profusion of wild ~flow- | washin’ and the irovin’, and Jimmy | adian ways were growing stranger all I should a
ors that edged the field  with | not gettin’ back wid the hoots © “That's right, 1 think the same the time. with us, |
purple and  yellow were like | went drivin' cattlo for Vale the butcli- | way; and try to act upon it,”” a man's | “Say,” Pearl began after a paus say?"
wine to her sympathetic Irish heart|er, and be had to have the boots for | vojce said slowly. “But don't let | ‘who does that cow over there with Miss Ba
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that she “My word!’ the Englishman ex I shall be

ir. sight of the big stone honse, gloomy
and bare, that she realized with o
start of homesickness that she was
Pearl Watson, aged twelve, away from
Lome for the first time, and bound to
work three months for a woman of
1eputed ill-temper

“But I'll do it,’ Pearl said, swal-
lowing the lump that gathered in her
throat, “‘I can work. Nobody never
said that none of the Watsons
couldn't work. I'll stay out me time
it it kills me.

So saying, Pear] snocked timidly at
the back door. Myriads of flies buz-
ed on the sereen, I'rom within a tired
voice said, “Come in."

Pearl walked in and saw a large
bare room, with a long table in the
middle. A sewing machine littered
with papers stood in front of one win-

ow.

The floor had heen painted a dull
drab, but the passing of many feet
had = worn the paint away in
places. A stove stoed in one corn-
er. Over the sink a tall, round-shou!-
dered woman bent trying to get wat-
er from an asthmatic pumﬁ.

“Oh, it's you, is it?"” she said in
a tone so very unpleasant !hlg Pearl

house, for wee Danny might eat it—
he's that stirrin’ and me not there
to watch him now."”

“Lord! what a torgue you have!
Put down your things and go out and
pick up chips to light tha fire with
in_the morning.”

Poarl laid her bird-cage on a chair
and was back so soon with the chips
that Mrs. Motherwell could not think
of anything to say.

“Now go for the cows,” she said,
“and don’t run them home!”

“Where will I run them to then
ma’am?”’ Pearl asked innocently.

“Goa d, child, have I to tell
you everything? Folks that can’t dv
without tellin’ can‘t do much with, 1
say. Bring the cows to the bars, and
don’t stand staring at me.”

When Pearl dashed out the door
she almost fell over the old dog who
lay sleepily snapping at the flies which
buszed arourd Eu head. He sprang 1p
with a grow! which died away into an
apologetic yawn as she stopped to pat
his honest brown he

A group of red calves stood at the
bars of a small field plaintively calling
for their supper. It was not just an
?ldin-ry bawl, but'-rdou.bltjoinud

thought she must have exp soma-

se.
“Yes'm,"” Pear ullld, meekly ‘““Who

were ye expectin’? J
Mrs. Motherwell nwﬂ\«! amping
for & minute and looked at Pear]

“Why didn’t you get here earlier?”’

hyph d appeal a very
exhansted condition indeed.

old deg, wrinkling

Pearl looked at them in pity. The
0 his nose and turn-
ing away his head, did not give them

such a good-natured face
laughed too, with a feeling of good
fellowship. [
The old dog ran to the stranger |
with every delight at seeing him. |
“1 am one of the neighbors,” he
said, “1 live over there’'—pointing
tc a little car-roofad shanty farther |
up the creek. “Did 1 frighten you?
I am sorry if 1 did, you see 1 like
the sentiment of your song so much
1 could not help telling you. You
need mot think it stisnge if yon fin
me milking one of these cows occa-
sionally. You see 1 believe in deal-
ing directly with the manufacturer
and thus save the middleman profit
and so I just take what milk I
fiom So-Bossie over there.”

“Does she know?' Pearl asked,
nodding towards the honse.

“Who? So-Bossia?"

“No, Mrs. Motherwall.”

“Well, no,” he answered slowly.
“You haven't heard of her having a
M, have you?'’

‘No,” Pearl answered wondering-

Iy.
“Then wo're safe in saying that
& secret haa been kept from her.”
“Poes it hurt her, though?’” Pearl

nsked.

i ""nh-muld, very mnoh,li'ldnhe ku;w
" the young man replied gravely.
“Oh, 1 mean the cow,” Pearl ull’j

hastily.

she asked.

a glance. He knew them. Noisy| Tt doesn't hurt the cow a bit.
things! Let 'em bawl. Come on! What does she care who ﬁoh the
‘Across the narrow creek they bound- | milk? When did you comeP

clnimed, “yow'ro a ram one.
oarl  looked disappointed
“Animels often look like people,
she said. “We have two cows at home,
cne looks like Mrs. White, »od
and gentle, wouldn‘t say boo to a
goose; the other one looks like Fred

s

Miller. He works in the mill, and
his hair goes in a 1oll en the top
his mother did it that way with &
hair-pin too long, 1 guess, and T know
d|on snimal that looks like you: he's
s dandy, too, you bet. Tt is White's

dog, and he can jump the fenco casy
as anything.”

“Qh, give over, give over! the
need | Englishman said stiffly.
Pearl laughed delightedly .
“It's lots of fun guessing who peo-
ple are like,”" she said. “I'm awhul

smart at it and so is Mary, four years

younger'n me. Once we conld nit
uess who Mrs, Francis was lik., snd
ary guessed it. Mrs. Franci looks

like prayer—big bug eyes lookin nway
into nothin’, but hngin‘ it's all for the
best. Do you pray?”

“J am a rector’s son,” he nnswer

“Oh, 1 know, minister's sor, isn't
that lovely? I bet you know prar
ers and prayers. But it isn't (air fo

ray in & race ia it? When Jimmy

oore and my brother Jimmy
der twelve, ii i
and some say got
too; he's the Methodist minis'r,

know, and, of course, he won it
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