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Four-Light Windows.

HY ANNIE HAMILTON BONNELL
o1 hope there'll b four Tight windows in heaven,”

Oppha Tripp uttered the words aloud.  She was
aceustomed to utter many  of her thoughts aloud,
“for company,” she said.  When Lysander was
away = Lysander was usually away— she sat alone
beside her tiny tiny-paned  window, piccing her
quilts.  She was lonely then.

Orpha Tiipp was

Jonely, too, when Lysander was not away : but she
had never confessed it to herself
“Yes, T he there'll b

heaven,” repeated

four-light windows in
letting  the
patchwork picces lic unmolosted i her lap. - She

she slowly, gay
was gazing out through the network of small glass
They made a quecr, distorted of
the little oldiashioned yard and  the berry-pateh be

yound

panes Sview ™

Orpha Tripp said it was like looking through

a transparent checker-hoard. She lad odd fancies,
as most lonely women Lay
w s some better since Tgot my throne fised,”

he mused ;T don't have to crane my neek so, and
things loek better straight aliead, too,even if you do
have to look at “em by piccemeals

The **throne * was a rude latforn covered with
a rug, which creaked uncannily undor her rockors &
bt it lifted her little lean Bgure i nearer prosimity
to the window sill, Orpha had  wade it herself
when Lysander was away.  She Tad saited ten
years for him to build it

The four-light windows were hor yearning ambi

She had given

1 everything else long ago,
bay window,
hady side of the
well

having the house painted and ti el
o
plank wal
given then

She ¢l

hoon the house, and
One by
the  four-light

olistinately, patiently

out to the o

upe b
then

wa ng

1 inherited the craving for Cardight windows,
cm all her life,

“CAnd that's one
n heaven.

she's setting |

Mother wante

too,” she

e
said with a wistful smile.
1 hoj«
lik

at m

reason

they have em Poor mother U1

to thin weside one looking duwn

the  count-house at the
ere was to be a final settlement of his
i at last he coming
It was not much in the eyes
Tripp.  To her it

somuch ! She got up now

Lysandet had gove
Centr
de
mto

brother's estate, wis

* fortune, ’
of anyone else but little Orpha
meant —it might mean
and went out-of-doors, across the yand, to the lilacs.
Her fac She hardly
dared to listen for Lysander’s wheels on the road
o1 shall doat ! she eried, beating her hands to
gether softly, ** T shall ask Lysander t to
Mebbe after he's put the windows in, it'llstylish ap

was flushed with eagerness

I've g

the house 0 he'll want to paint it =and put the bay
Mehbe Lysander "1l think of the porch,
e won't ever have another chance like this
with Fhen's money right in his pocket, so.  Hark !
No, Lysander'’s got a loose spoke:  that isn't Ly-
sander
the Centre with him.
waiting at home.”

window in

too !

1 most wish U'd asked him to let me go to
It’s  dreadful

hard  w

She sank down on the dry grass weakly,  The
The nearer the time
came for Lysander to get home, the more sanguine
she grew. She could almost sce the coveted four-light
windows in the weathered  walls of the little house.
She could see how they **stylished ™ it up, and how
clear and big the panes of glass looked with the sun
on them.

Hark! A wagon was coming along the road, and
a loose spoke rattled i one of its wheels.  Lysander
was coming.

Orpha Tripp got to her feet hurriedly, and went

excitement had unnerved her.

hack to her work,  Lysander would be fretted to

When he in a
little later, she woukd say it to him.

see herout there waiting. came

It was better to
fifty
anything to

get over this flustered fecling fist. She was
sin years o, but she had never ** saul

like this.
Half an hour later Lysander Tripp came in

Lysander befor
He
was humming a tune in a deep bass mmble. The
Omen Was | rogitions

o Lysander, did
Orpla hurriedly .
last 2"

“lay it Woll, Toguess they did £ 1 guess 1
waited Tong enough for that money, Orpl

did you get it stammerail

“Did they pay you the money at

1 guess you had, Lysander. Eben died a long
ago.  Lysander %
Her throat felt dry, and she stopped and - began

time

again

“ Lysander

G what say 2 Where's the weekly  paper
that came yesterday ?
o Lysander, you know  you know Pve been

I dida™t ¢le

thonght it mighta’t

cleaning house latcly ? Wthe windows,

Lysander. | while

if they were going to be stored up in the harn cham

ber It
The

1
et

be worth

comed kind of wasted work, Lysander
litile md Orpha
tiny panes of distorted

Lysander’s e

nervou seveh ended,

I the
glass
wilderment and then of his gradual understanding
She waited f
It came at last

*The
saye your strength, " h
should the

away through

She was keenly conscious of

aswer with intense ¢ riress

windows don't necd washin You better

said. ** And that makes me

think "= why windows mike

Lysander

Tripp think 2 *hout the Simmonds’s wood lot
I went round on oy way home, and clinched it,
Orpha. There was just woney enough to a T
Lucky, wa'n't it #"

There was noanswer. The Tntle lean wife by

the window was opening and shutting her tingers

fast, very fast,  After a minute she got up and went
out of the room
“ Supper's ready, Lysander,” she ealled gently by

She had

and by made warm mush, as Lysander
liked it.  The little teatable was set with delicate
neatness and care.  The next day Orpha  Tripp
washed the tiny paned windows

The spring was late in coming **to stay, ™ and the

summer lagged, too.  But the July days were ter
rible with heat, and  Lysander Tripp’s little frail
wife withered under the She

Lysander was

blast pereeptibly
grew leaner and paler and lonclier.
away from home all day and she sat alone, piecing
qquilts on her ** throne The house
checkerhoand  of
panes =it was the only house in sight  loomed, un-
jainted and grim, in her “view.”  She rarely Took-
ed towards it. It was the county poorhouse.

“ Batit's got fourdight windows, ™ she murmured
wistfully.

by the window.

she could  see  through  the

STt must be nice to set by ‘em and sew,
You could mest forget where you were.™
* %

One day when Lysander came home at tea-time,
he could not find his wife, Her “throne™ was
empty.  The calico bits for her quilt were neatly
folded in their basket, and some of her sewing things
were on the high window-sill, = her thimble without
any top, and her scissors and emery.

“Orpha! Orpha, where be you?” Lysander called
persistently.  Over and over again his big voice
boomed out through the empty house. It had never
been empty before.  His heavy steps woke queer,
loud echoes, The door slammed uncannily. lHe
wandered from room to room in a steady round,

“Orpha, where be you? Orphat”

Then he found her letter.  He found it basted
with neat, long stitches to the roller towel. Tt took
him a good while to get it off,  His fingers fumbled.

Orpha had never written him a letter before, and
her painstaking, cramped handwriting was strange to
him, as if some one else were writing him.

“P've goneaway. Lysander,” the little letter read,
“1 got so dee
there's four Ty

liul lonesome.  I've gone where
I wanted
Al of a sudden it came to
me this afternoon that ['d go. You won't mind,
Lysander, will you?"

The small, careful letters wav od in a sudden
wist,  Some thing cold clutched at Lysander Tripp's
Neartstrings,  Something choked him, stifled him,
paralyzed him.  Orpha had *'gone away” - Orpha !
he could not remember that she had ever gone away
lefore, on ittle visits or shopping trips, as other
She had never evon * gone away”

t windows to look out of.

te see how it s ed.

women went.
with him.

L pever took hier T never asked her,™ he mut-
tered dully.  ** Nor she never asked  to go. 1 wish
Orpha'd ashed to go ! He said it over and over in
a helpless way.  1le had carried the letter into the
sitting room to read it He was sitting on Orpha’s
“hrone,” erumpling it in his big fingers and gaz-
ing stupidly through Orpha’s tiny-paned window =
~the window ! What was it the letter said about
a window 7 Lysander Tripp suddenly sat upright
and began to count the little square panes rapidly.
One, many, how very many,
there were ! And Orphia had wanted a four-light

two, three  how
window so much !

How many things she st have wanted ! The
bay window —he had never built her that.  The
it of a porch to sit on and piece her quilts, the
plank walk oot to the well he  found himself
had never done for
fingers.  Then he
arms, and began to
cry the terrible, hot, wrenching  tears that men cry
who have never eried before. e had never leamed

counting the ditterent things he
Orpha, mechanically, on his
dropped his gray head ito his

how te cry.
Thirty six years before he had brought little shy,

happy Orpha home to this little unpainted, old-

It wasunpainted and old-fashion-

Then she had not minded,

“We'll paint ity Lysander, won't we?

fashioned house.

ed now.
And
we'll put in four light windows,” she bhad cried
gayly. **Yow've noidea how four-light windows
I stylish it up, Lysande ! And they're so nice to
look through ! And bay windows and little shady
porches to sit and sew  on—you can't think how
they "Il fix us up, Lysander !

Why did he remember it all now when Orpha had
sigone away” ? Why did he remember just how con-
fident and gay her voice had - sounded, and  how
young and pretty Olphia had looked ?

He remembered something else, too, now, = how
he had found hier sitting on the shady side of the
house one day jogging something with her foot,
womething that was not there.  She had flushed all
over her sweet face, but she had met his eyes brave-

Y I'm making believe, Lysand she had said
I'm out on the porch, rocking the  eradle.
ly and nice out here.”

But, when the little son had  come, he had never
Jain in a cradle out on a shady porch.  His first bed
had been a tiny, tiny grave.  There had never been
another baby.

“lgot so dreadful lonesome,” the letter said.
Orpha Tripp had been lonesome always.,

* %

“Why! why, Lysander !"

It was dusk, and still the sorrowing man’s head
lay in his folded arms,  Orpha touched it timidly
with her finger-tips.

“Why, Lysander!”

“Orpha " he cried out sharply,  He thought he
was d=-aming that she had come back to him. But

her finger-tips were warm.

“Why, -why, Lysander! Why, you've been
crying!  And you haven't eaten your supper that [
left all ready. Didn't you find my note?”

He put out his hands, and lifted her up beside




