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THE DOMINION PRESBYT ERIANiS

“Orplia, wlierv l*c you? Orpha!"
Then he found her letter. Ile fourni it hasted 

with neat, long stitches to the roller towel. It took 
gi* ,| whde t.i p| it eff. His lingers fmnl.le.1 

Orpha had never written him a letter lieforc, and 
her |iain»taking, cram|*d handwriting was strange t«- 
him, as if eome one else were writing him-

“ I've gone away l.ysander,” the little letter read. 
“ I g<a su dreadful lonesome. I've gone where 
there's four light windows to look out of. I wanted 
te see how it seemed. All of a sudden it came to 
me this afternoon that I'd go. Non won t mind, 
l.ysander, will you?"

The small, careful letters wav vd in a sudden 
mist. Soin-thing cold clutched at l.ysander Tri|*p s 
heartstrings. Something cliokcd him, stifled him. 
jiaralyzed him. Orpha had “gone away” Orpha! 
he could n<« reine ml Ki that she had ever gone away 
lie fore, Oil ittlv visits or shopping trips, as other 

She had neverevvit* gone away"

I*

CIk Ingknook
.

hack tôlier work, l.ysander would he fretted to 
sec Iter out then waiting. When he 
little later, site would say it to him. 
get over this flustered feeling first- 
sis years old, hut she had never 
l.ysander lie fore- like this.

Half an I tour later l.ysander Trip] 
humming a tune in a deep liess rum I de. The

oiiu n was | ropitioiis
“l.ysander, did-did you get it?” stammered 

( trpl.a hurriedly. “ Hid they pay you the money at 
last ?"

“ I'ey it ! Well, I gués» they did! I gtu»s I'd 
waited long enough for that money, Orpha.

“ I guess you had, l.ysander. Tl un died a long 
time ago. l.ysander

Her throat felt dry, and she stopped anil began

Four-Light Windows.
HY ANNIE IIAM II. I ON lHtNNKI.1

came in a 
It was luttci to 

*»ln was fifty 
“ said " .mything to

“I hope there’ll Ik- four light windowsill heaven. ' 
■ 'rpltu Triov uttered th- wools aloud. She 

accustomed to utter many of her thoughts aloud, 
••for company,” she said. When l.ysander wa» 
away - l.ysander was usually away—site sat alone 
Iteside her tiny tiny-paned window, piecing Iter 

lonely then. Orpha Tripp

came in. He

women went. 
with him.ipillts. She

lonely, too. when l.ysander was ikiI away; but she 
hail never confessed it to herself-

•• Yes, I ho|ie there'll!' four-light windows in 
heaven,” she related slowly, letting the gav 

lie unmolested in her la|». She

never asked her," lie mut- 
I wish

" I never took her
tered dully- “ Nor she never asked to go- 
( irphaM asked to go !" I le said it over and ov er in 

lie had carried the letter into the 
sitting on Orpha's

a helpless way. 
sitting-room to read it. He
“throne,crumpling it in his big lingers and gar- 
ing stupidly through Otpha’s tiny-paned window - 
ah, the window ! What was it the letter said about 
a window ? l.ysander Tripp suddenly sal upright 
and liegan to count the little square panes rapidly. 
One, two, three Ihjw many, how very many, 
there were ! And Orpha had wanted a four light

patchwork pieces
gazing out through the network of small glass 
•v They made a ipiecr, distorted “view” of

!hv little oldfashiotud yaul anil the U rry-patch U- 

ymid. t trpha Tripp -aid it was 
a transparent cluckei bt.aid 
m most lonely women haw.

“ l.ysander - —”
“Well, what say? Where's the weekly |«|icr

like looking through
She bad odd fancies,

yesterday ?"
“ l.ysander, you know you 

cleaning house lately ? I didn't cb.m the windows, 
l.ysander

e I got my throne lived,” 
sh- mused ; “ I don't have to crane my neck so, and 
thing- look lletter straight ahead, too,even if you do 
have to look at 'em by piecemeals.”

The “throne " was a rude | tat form covered with 
caimily und i her rockers ;

••It's some bet til know I've been window so much !
How many things she in ist have wanted ! The 

built her that. TheI thought it mightn't lie worth while bay window—lie bad never 
if they were going to I*-shared up in the barn chain- ^ ^ a |0 sit on and piece her quilts, the
1er It set mvd kind of wasted work, l.ysander. ,;ut tn the well he found hitnsell

llli' lit,lv slv,'vl1 atul Orpha a)unting the dilterent things lie had never done for
lis iked away tl.roug;. the tiny panes of distorted ^ mechanically, on his lingers- Then lie
glas». She vvas keenly conscious of l.ysander s Ik- ,iro.,i,cd his gray head into hk arms, and liegan to 
wildcrmvnt and then of his gradual mnlerstaiuliiig. ^ terrible, hut, wrenching tears that men cry
She waited fo, hi- answer with intense eagerness. havç vrieil k.furv. ||c had never learned

which creaked The
hut it lifted her little lean figure in nearer proximity 

Ori ha had made it herself 
>ht- bad . aited ten

to the window sill
when l.ysander was away, 

for him to build it> The four-light windows were her yearning amid 

She had given up everything else long ago
window, ami

It came at Inst-
“The windows don't need wasliin'. You I writer 

'• And that makes me

Imiw to cry.
Thirty six years Mme he hail brought little shy, 

happy Orpha home to this little unpaintvd, old- 
fashioned house- It wnsunpainted and old-fashion- 
yd now . Then she had not minded.

“ We'll paint it, l.ysander, won't we ? 
wv’ll put in four light windows," she had cried 

“ You've no idea how four light window s 
so nice to

having tlv house painted and the bay 
tlu little I«»rc'i on the shady side of the hou»v, and 

the plank walk out to tlu well. One by one 
she had given them up. but m l the four-light 

Nliv clung to them obstinately, |«itiently-

your strength, " lie said.
why should the window» make l.ysanderthink

Tripp think? “ilwut the Simmond»*» w«nul lot. 
I went round 
Orpha. Tin re was just money enough to a T. 
Lucky, wa'n't it ?”

iny way borne, ami clinched it. And
window».

•• 1 inherit' d the craving for f in light windows, 
Mother wanted 'em all h -r life, too,” she Tl„- link- lean «Ik try ^iu, j, u|s ! An,I they're

the window was o|rmiig ami shutting In i lingers thr0Ugl, ! And bay windows and little shady-
fast, very fad, After a minute she got up and went |wrcht;8 to „U ,nd sew on-you can’t think how
out ol the room. they 'II fis us up, l.ysander ! "

"z:....w............... ........... . «w ..**_
.......... There wa- l« '*■ a final seulement of l„« “ lillk. k ... set v,ill. delicate ' , * L3 J|„

.,..1 «,,,1 a........tl.e yor.l, !.. the lilac.. ^ ui||, ^al] Tri,.|■'« I,Ml. kail home .« day WV an”""* l«r «-*
Her fa.I* wa. flushed «ill, cagcmeas Mn- hardly «ik «itlivre.l .„„k, the l.la«t ,,,e, plil.ly. Sh. something that wa. not Ihcrc- She Imd flu»he .
.lare,11„ listen fur l.ysamlerh. «heels „n the r„a,l. an,I ,,aler and kmclicr. l.ysander «as <»«' he- ««eel lace, Ian .he had met In, tyc,

' ' '"j'kê mU a«ay frum In...... all day Mat she- sal nkmc, piecing 1,„ m»kin, |K.|it,e, l.yntmler," .he had said
getlier «oftly, I 'hall .isk l.ys.imUr. I vt g t t . ,.ui|tsiin her “throne" by the window. Tlu- house
McIiIk after he’s put th.* windows in, it II stylish up ^ c,mid see through the cluckerUiard of
the house so lie’ll want to t aint it -and put the liay ,Kinvs-it wa, the only house in sight loomed, un-

McIiIk l.ysander 'II think of the porch, |ejntv,| .,nd grim, in her “view.” She rarely look-

vd towards it. It was the county pourhouse.
“ But it’s got four-light windows," she murmured 

wistfully. “ It must he nice to set by 'em ami sew.
You could most forget where you were."

said with a wistful smile.
I ho e -I-, x havi '- m n heaven, 
lik, to thill', she's setting Iwside

Then was im an-ov r
“ Anil that's one reason 

I'oor mother ’■ I
bioking down

now when Orpha had

softly, “ I'm out on the |mrch, rocking the cradk. 
It's shady and nice out here."

But, when the little son had come, he had never 
lain in a cradle out on a shady |sirch. His first bed 
h*d liven a tiny, tiny grave. There had never lieen 
another baby.

“ I got mi dreadful lonesome," the letter said. 
Orplia Tripp had lieen lonesome always.

window
too ' He won't ever have another chance like this, 
with l.lwn's money right in his pocket, so.
No, l.ysander’s got a loose spoke; that isn't Ly- 

I most wish I'd asked him to let me go to 
It’s dreadful hard work

Hark !

the Centre with him.

"sl'.r6 sin” ,1„»|1 ,,n the dry era-, «eakly. The One .lay when l.yi»n, lei cime hume «I Ultime. “Why! why, Lyundtr !"
excitement ha,I unner«e,l Iter. The „e.,c, the time he could mA find Ins «tie. Her “Hnunc" ... t, ... ,l„.k, nnd .ti" .he ns man , he.d
came for l.ysander !.. £, t hume, the mure .«eninc =m|Ay. Tin calico hits !.. her ,|n.N were neatly lay in his fut,led arm,. Orfhn touched ,t timidly
sheere. She could .ImoM we the cmded ro.|.light foUcd in their l«a.ct, and ,„mc of her wwln, thing. with he. Unger ti|w.
.indow.'in the we.lhere,I walls of the little houw. were on tlw high window-lilt,—her thimhlc with,nit " Why, l.yomde. .
She could sec how tliey “ stylislie.1 ” it up, and ho« any top, and her seiswil, amt emery. “ Orphn !' he cried out .hl.ply, lie tlKiughl he
dear an,I trig the pane! o( glass looked, ilh the sun "(),!*»! Orphe, where he you?" Lywnder celled wa, d-aming that ,he h.,I cm. hack to him. Bui

persistently- Over and over again his big voice lier hnger-ti|* were
Hark' A wagon wa» coming along the loud, and boomed out through the ent|Ay house. It had never "Why, why, Lysandc. ! Why, you've hceii

, loose . poke ««led in one of it, wheel.. Lyxander l*cn empty before. Hi, heavy step, woke queer, crying! And
loud echoes. The door slammed uncannily. He left all ready- Uidn t you find my note ?

*Or”.Tripp,o, to her feet hurriedly, and .eut wandered from mom to mum in. „„dy round. He pu. out hi. hand,, and lifted he, up held.

on tin in
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