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!18 FARM AND DAIRY March 25, 1909.

Branham, a genuine meerschaum for 
Mr. Branham, and a fan with mother- 
of-pearl sticks for Misa Lydia.

In the midst of her unpacking, 
led to her mother and

roots of the girl's gold hair, 
did not answer.

'here is something." 
meone, Mother.

“You cared for him,

But aha

“Th
“So

Melinda I 
said: “Now, Mumsey, I want you to 
be quite frank with me. Is Papa- 
penniless ? Lucye Carleton is to be 
married in the spring. She offered 
to pay me exactly what I gave for my 
dresses, and that will bring in two 

nd dollars.’’ 
money P He’ 

uch it, dear.”

y."l child P” 
very much.” 
■fortune somehow

"Yes, 
betAnd

“He never knew the reason, 
it would not lie sufficient to put a stop 
to everything at once—as had to be 
done. He would have persisted. There 
was never any engagement. He did 
ask me to marry him, and I promised 
him by answer when I reached Mon
treal. There, I learned the truth, 
When he came I told him that I did 
not care—that it w«.„ an a mistake. 
I could not have explained—not for 
the universe. It would have seemed 
like throwing myself at his head. Be
sides, I wanted to take up the burden 
with you and Papa—vo live your life 
with you. Had I married Richard 
Barfield that would have been im
possible. His father is one of the 
richest men in the state.”

Mrs. Branham looked thoughtfully 
into her daughter’s downcast face. 
At last she spoke. “And after two 
months are you still willing that 
things should remain as they areP 
If he should come for you would you 
go—nowP"

"I could—not.”
“It seems a bit quixotic to me, dear 

I’m afraid—" She broke off, uncer
tain how to proceed.

■ mi 
uF”

felt

thousand 
“Your 

world to
“Our money, Mamma. He gave it 

freely, and I give it back just as will
ingly. Believe me it will give me 
more happiness than using it any 
other way in the world."

“He does need a bit of extra money 
to get the farm in good running order, 
buy a few modern appliances, and hire 
a few more men—”

Melinda got up off hei 
threw her arms about her moth 
neck. “The hand of Providence is in 
everything, mother God be praised. ’

d never in the
m”

0
QO speak wisely may not always be easy, but 

not to speak ill, requires only silence.

* £
The Home Coming of Melinda

Kellie Gilmae.
(Concluded from last week.) 

rnHB girl’s quick glance took in the “GloriousI”
I furnishing instantly, and her “I hope you’ll not be disappoint- 

eyes danced appreciatively. She ed, child. It’ll be mighty different 
drew off her gloves, and unpinned her from those stylish affairs you had in 
hat and laid them on the bed. Then the city, but—” 
after they had rested and chatted a “And if it 
few momenta, Melinda said : “I want 

see all the rooms, Mumsey. You’ve 
- ne wonders with this one.”

Mrs. Branham demurred, but Mel
inda insisted, and together they madt 
the tour.

“The parlor is a dear little nest, 
and I’ve a lot of curios with which tc 
fix it up when my trunks come. But— 
but who stays in here, pray P” They 
had reached the threshold of Mrs.
Branham’s

“This is my little berth, dear. You 
have no idea how comfortable and 
warm it is in winter.”

“Comfortable—
here—witih 
shan't sleep 
You must 
Johnny. Thi 
I want it fo 

“But if 
ould it I 

inda?”

Two months 
inda's youthful enthusiasm and op
timistic viewpoint, wonderful changes 
had come to the little Brookside cot
tage. There was a flourishing flower 
garden that ran around three sides 
of the house, and inside the rooms had 
undergone magic metamorphoses—at 
small expenditure of dollars, and a 
large output of industry and ingenu
ity.

One morning Mrs. Branham went to 
her daughter’s room with a resolute

passed. Under Met

is, I shall be all the 
pleased. Miss Lydia. I want 

ething fresh—something whole-
e. Many a time in the midst of 

there, I’ve longed forthe gaieties up
“You don’t understand, 

couldn’t have endured the comments— 
the coupling of tHe names of the fam
ilies after Papa’s defeat. It would 
have been intol 

“Melinda!”
“Yea, MumseyP”
“A young man came down from 

Montreal this morning and was talk
ing to your father about the advis
ability of settling in Brookside.”

“Well?” Melinda’s heart gave a 
great lurch ; her cheeks flamed into 
scsrlet banners.
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able eed. Why 
ypt, mother. You 

your rheumatism. You 
in this box another night, 
take my room, you and 
is will suit me beautifully, 
ir a den—”

watui ind “He was startling like the photo
graph in your portfolio—"

“And—”
“Dearie, I wish you'd run down 

the parlor and bring me up that 
Sevres vase. I want to mend a little 
nick in it."

Melinda went pale and red by turns 
She , use automatically and started 
toward the door. She went on in the 
direction of the parlor as one in a 
trance, and entered it still dreaming.

“Melinda!” 
ck!”

5

hat :
so bad for me, why 

be so lovely for you, Mel- 
Mrs. Branham questioned

It IS

£3 5rjthe first place, it is just what 
I am looking for as a receptacle for 
the thousand and one college mement
oes I have—a trunkful. In the second, 
I shall be very little indoors out here, 
and I couldn’t think of letting that 
fairy of a room you've furnished for
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She
ChiWrea’. Shelter at’Larisa. Oat.

face. There was something she could 
not altogether comprehend about 
Melinda—something that persistently 
eluded her grasp. And she had made 
up her mind to put an end to the an- 
cerainty for onoe and all time.

"I have often wondered, Mellie,” 
she said,“why you seem so—so violent
ly opposed to visiting in New York. 
Of course I understand that you wan 
to be with us, but there’s no reaso" 
why you shouldn’t take a week off 
occasionally and aee your friends. You 
used to be very fond of gayety."

“I've learned a deeper meaning to 
life, Mother. Mv work has filled in 
all the empty places—the little suc
cess I’ve had has made me adopt it 
for mv life-work now. I cannot help 
thinking, too. what a failure my 
would have been had Pana won in
stead of losing in stocks. What would 
I have been P A society butterfly—

was half way 
before she saw him.

“So I have found 
the reason, too. 
couldn’t you have told me the

“Have you—been looking for me?” 
she asked tremulously, her eyes hid 
under drooping lashes.

“For
Ever since 
trouble.”

“But it was 
had no right—”

“I had every 
who loves a woma 
his whole heart.”

“But the diff

across the floorFrom which S3 the luiwt year.

you at last. And 
Sweetheart, why 

e truth?”
one of our good, old-time frolics.” And 
she clapped her hands merrily.

“I was thinking,” continued Miss 
Lydia, “that it would be such a good 
chance for you to show off one of your 
new Paris gowns you wrote about."

Melinda was silent a moment, a 
puaaled look on her pretty face. Then :
“What are the other girls going to 
wear, Miss LydiaP” she asked.

“Well, I believe Jennie Edwards is 
going to wear her last Christmas pink 
silk ; I heard Lucia Wilson’s mother 
say she waa making a new white law n 
for Lucia, and 1 know the Beale girls 
will have real sweet tissues, blue and 
yellow. Oh, you’ll outshine them all— 
no doubt of that.”

“I’m going to wear my commence
ment dress, Miss Lydia. It’s over a 
year old, but it is so simply made that 
the style doesn’t specially matter. It 
is Empire, with a little lace and chiff-

1,1 »H" B nothing ’’
Miss Lydia smothered the ejacula- "Your talent would have r 

tion on her lips—and held out her TOtl frnm nonentitv, Melinda.” 
hand. “You re just the same big- "It WOuld have been crushed 
hearted girl you always were, Mel- the social Juggernaut. But 1 
mda, and I—I m proud of you, child really f<N.| that acme day I shall 

The trunks were arriving, and Mel- . for mv*nlf.”
mda hurried off to attend to her un- "Y,t there «eem. a something lack 
packing. There was a whole trayful inR incomprehensible to me. ! want 
of wonderful toys collected from many yoi| ^ m, the truth, dear : are 

countries to delight Johnnie’s ÿ0ll parfactlv happy?” 
an exquisite shawl for Mrs ’ A WBV* of orimaon swept to the

drme go to waste—
“But there's scarcely any furniture 

in here, and—”
“Oh, I’m as resourceful as the morn

ing, Mamma dear. Give me a few 
drygoods boxes, a few yards of dot 
swiss, a hammer and some tacks, and 
I can furnish a whole house in a day I”

“I hope you’ll not find it toi dull 
here, Mellie.”

"Dull ! Listen, Mumsey : jus 
secret. I’ve a queer notion that I can 
paint a little, and if I’m right—if I've 
an ounce of talent in me anywhere, 
you may be sure I've reached the very 
mint to coin it.”

Just there a familiar step sounded on 
the verandah, and Mrs. Branham 
said quickly : “It’s Lydia Martin, 
dear. She's been the beat friend in 
the world to us since our—bad luck."

But her reminder was lost on Mel
inda, for she had already gained the 
front porch and was straining her old

C
unfair—cruel. You

;s—interim 
learned ofI led

s
right—that of a man 
an honestly and with

lifference in our ci roam - 
should have rememberedstances—you shou 

that 06 Dick!”
Her look, the ring in her voice, 

caused wild joy to spring up in Rich
ard Barfield's heart. But he choked 
it down. “Have you dropped me out 
of sour heart as completely as you did

IF

it dyour heart as completely as you did 
t of your life—that day, Miss Bran- 

grave, pale, 
became serious.

out 01 your me—tnat 
hamP” His face was

Melinda’s suddenly became serious, 
and in her confusion she caught at 
the back of a chair for support.

He took a step toward her, the 
warm breath rushing eagerly between 
his parted lips. "Listen, Mellie,” 
he said earnestly, "I’m without a cent 
in the world myself to-day. My father 
has cut me off because of my refusal 
to ask the girl of his choice to marry 
me. For the first time in my life, J 
feel emancipated—free ! I

friend to her warm youn 
“Oh!” she cried, “Will wonders never 
cease P Here you are looking just 
like you used to. I was so, so afraid 
that things would be eha 
body different—”

“I’m delighted 
Melinda, 
eeption

li.

nged every-

to see you home, 
planned a big re

st the Beales’s to-
HI!

foreign
am youn#
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