“ Just Once.”

BY MARY MORRISON.

Abner Stone was dead and buried. The very breezes
seémed to blow about the old honse with more freedom
than they had done for yedrs, even daring to flutter the
staid white curtaine in the solemn front room through a
raised sash which was i+ itself an innovation. *“Windows
were made to let in light not wind ;" so had declared the
law and the prophets, to which Almira Stone had meekly
assented. She usually opened the door for a weekly air-
ing. but to-day there were sashes ralsed<yto-day when
Almira Stone was to go forth over the worn thresholdfor
the last time. ‘' There would be nothing to call her back
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ing lips, that had no words with which to answer her.
She took off the rusty black bonnet and smoothed back
the faded gray hair, with smiles that were very near to
teare, S

Almira Stone looked about the small sitting-room, with
its bright breadths of wool carpet, its comfortable rock-
ers and cozily cusbioned couch, its pale tinted walls upon
which hung a bit of tender green woodland, and & gray
old shepherd guarding his flocks upon the grayer hills,
over which the lamp shone softly. Through a% open-
door she could see a tiny tea-table set for three, and
smell thie fragrance of steeping tea. She wiped her eyes
furtively. This was more than home, it was heaven ; in-
to it could creep no guernlous faunit-finding, no petty ex-

to the home of Abner Stone’s children,” she though
with almost a feeling of joy which she quickly suppress-
ed. It wae not seemly, here where the dead had so lately
lain. . Joy indeed might come with the morning when she
should have put the old life far behind her, but not to-
day. WHer belongings were all packed. They were not
many ; only-her meagre wardrobe of bare essentiala and
s few quilts and blankets. Almira Ross had not bronght
great plenishings when she came Lo Abner Stone's house
a8 his second wife, and the years had made sad havoc
with that little. One modest box and a small iron-bound
trunk bore the address of ** Miss Mabel Ross, East Brad-
ford.”” She had directed them to Mabel Ross rather than
to Mrs. Almira Stone. Some way she felt that they were
more sure of reaching a tatgible destination. Mrs.
Alwira S:one and East Bradford were as yet incongruous
elements with but two things in common—Mabel and
Gllbert. They were her's, and East Bradford had wel-
comed them into its ranks of workers Henceforth they
were to share one home as they had done years ago when
Mabel was a child of ten and Gilbert a baby of four ;
when she had done washings and ironings for the people
of Temple. In those days Mabel bad trudged about and
gethered up bundles of soiled linen and carried them
back renovated and cleanved. Now she sat all day in,
the private office of Morris and Crane and translated
queer hierogiyphics on the keys of an instrument that
clicked distractingly.

Gilbert was doing well, too, for a boy of fourieen. He
earnied fifty cents a day as errand boy in the same es-
tablishment. They were both smart children, very much
Hke their father, .

The kitchen was very qul’t/; the slow tick of the clock
seemed 10 cut thie silence’intd solid intervals that rebuked
ker idle hands How many hours she had sat here at the
window and filled each one with regular precision, so
many stitches of knitting, so many of patching, so many
of conrse needle-work. There ‘were no intervals for idle
thought In Abmer Stoue's household. She looked up
spologetically as John came into the kitchen John
Stone was very much like his father.

** The train goes at half-past three
be mdy in balf an hour,” he told her.

“Ican be ready snPtime, John,” she said humbly,
There was & certain briskness in his mafiner which im-
pressed bet. It had always seemed to her that he re- *
garded her in the light of an intruder, fally since

1 suppose you will

i 1o grudging toleration,

She went about in a dazed condition for the next few
days. It was so strange, these long, restful hours, while
the children were away at their wo k ; s0 new to find her
wants anticipated and supplied without remark, so new
to be the recipient of service which all her life long she
had rendered. The labor required to keep the home
sweet and dainty seemed so little in return. She did not
take into account the mother-love that her dear ones
wore daily as an armor of protection against the sharp
corners which lie in wait to rend all the world's servants,
be they ever so willing and able, and which made them
strong for the day's battle She yearned for some more
tangible expression of her love. G

Ouge day Mabel slipped a ten dollar bill into her band.
‘* For a new dress, mother,”’ she said. ‘' The sale's are
all on now ; you had better go down this afternoon when
we go and look aromnd. It will do you good to get
out.” -

They left her at a corner gny with fluttering fabrica.
‘* Enjov yourself until six," they told her as they hasten-
ed down the street, 5

She followed the hurrying throng inside and looked
about her timidly. Counters brilliant with lengths of
lustrous ribbon, gleaming with sheen of silk, bewildered
her with their gorgeous display, each one a bargsin.
She wandered on between interminable lengths of count-
ers each lo ded with bargains and each presided over by’
s smiling saleswomsn whom she regarded with respect-
ful awe. It was all so totally different from anything she
had ever seen before.

Just ahead was the counter of black wool goods ; she
paused beside it. Here were serges and cashmeres and
brilliantines and crepons, and unfamiliar goods. with un-
pronounceable names, that charmed her by the peculiari-
ty of their weave. They were beautiful and suitable for
her use. Just across the aisle a collection of rare-hued
musline appealed to her with dainty tintings of color that
drew her irresistibly toward them ; rose and lavender
and blue—the blue of the wood violet. She stood there
silent, dreamy-eyed. Mabel's face, a rosy childlike face,
looked up into hers from filmy #>lds of seashell pink that
she had never been able to buy for her before. She was
such a pretty child ; it had always been a sorrow to dress
her in dark, unlovely colors. She remembered seeing a
wide sash of siik that matched the muslin in exquisite

his father had signed over the place to him. Since then
she had felt that she was there only on sufferance.

Mabel and Gilbert had not come to the funeral, They
had been forbidden the house three years ago.

It was evening ‘when the train ran into East Bradford

station. Amid the confusion of strange faces she stood
bewlldered for a moment, then a familiar volce greeted
her heartily.
. '“Hello, mother. You're here safe and sound, ain’t
cyou? Right this way.”” he said, as he led her to & wait-
ing cab with a grand air of ownership There were the
street-cars, but they would not do for this i

hades of color. There were other counters glittering
with golden ornaments at which she stood a long time
also. When she left them she held a tiny golden chain
in her hand.

She went feverishly from one counter to another ; silk
ties ; laces and books weré added rapidly to her collec-
tion ; even a groterque Jack-in-the-box found its way in-
side the bundle that grew into generons proportions.

The day passed quickly ; it was sunset when the chil-
dren came  Gilbert carried home the precious package
which she refured to intrust to other hands,

When it was untied they ex+mined it with undisguised

1his was his carriage for the time, and no strapger shouid *
intrude upon its privacy. When he had closed the door
he threw his arms about her neck boyishly. ** I wanted
my ma," he told her. ‘I wanted to hear somebody say
, * Gilbert, put on vour overcost and tie your throat
% this morning ' Nobody cares anything about &
fi up here as long ash- is able to ‘get there '
There was no one to observe his blushing cheeks as she
kissed” them again and again. -He was her baby still,
she thought fondly, though he had grown so tall and so
manly. -
At the door of & modest flit, Mabel met her and wel-
comed ker home with a tendrr embrace.
** It is only a wee nest, but it is big enough to hold the
mother-bird and ber two nestlings, and that is big enough
‘fsn't it, mother,” she asked gaily
It was for this she had saved and planned, tb{W
that one day they should all be together again as they
had been years ago. She had been in a very fervor of
joy ever since she had realized that her mother was free.
At last it was coming, this dream of hers, and she work.
ed feverishly for its fittlng completion. All ber little
bad gone for its beautification, and she felt justi.
fiod as she regarded her mother's worn face and quiver-

. before, and I've wanted to, always.
“to see how it wonld seem to do it— just once

Sue looked from one to the other deprecatingly. A
sudden sense of the unfitness of the articles seemed te
strike her for the first time.

* I'm afraid they won't be much good to you—now,"
she said. ‘I never bonght anything like that for you
I felt ae if I'd got
I guess I
must have been a little crazy,”’ she laughed consclously,
“ Years ago 1 wanted to get a pink dresh for you like
this, Mabel. I dreamed about it nights and scrimped
and saved —but Abner said we was out o’ tea. And that
neck chain is just like one I watched in Parsons’ window
for weeks, thinking how pretty it would look on your
white dress, but I wasn't ever able to get it. I don't
suppose tha! blue tie with the white anchors embroidered
on the ends is suitable for s boy as big as‘Gilbert, nor
them Robinson Crusoe books, but he always nsed to
waut "em and I never could get 'em for him before. I've
wasted the money I o'pose.” Her manner was appeal-
ing.

A sense of all that her mother's life had missed came
to Mahel with new ing ; all ite 4 longings,
its starvation of soul. In the lght of it each token be.
eamas & procious thing. i
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She’ gathered them impulsively into her arms. ** They

are more than clothes and ornaments now, mother ; they
sre treasures laid up in heaven,” she said softly.

Gilbert examined the tall building opposite through
the magnifying power of two big tears and whistled
cheerily. Then he turned :fdenly away from the win-
dow,

** I've always wanted to resd Robinson Crusoe and now
I mean to do it—after supper,’ he said.—Interior.
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How Dick’s Hair Was Cut.

“ Do it while I am away, then,” said Dick's mother,
Then she looked down in her plate, and her lips
trembled.

Dick looked first at his father who was smiling ; then
at his mother, who was not. After that he feit of his
gir! curls, He did want them cut ; but if his dear moth.
er felt sad sbout it —s0 h's lip began to tremble, too,

** All right, Momeey dear,’" sald Dick's father. ‘' We
will have it all done when you get home to-motrow night
from grsndmoth r's. And Dick will be a real boy
then."

‘* Us men's don't wear curls, you know, Momsey,'’
said Dick, anxionsly. And then they all laughed.

The next morning, Dick and his father ate breakfast
alone, for mother and Mary Hsther, Dick's sister, had
gone,

“ Here, Dick,” said his father, after buékkfast was
over ; ‘‘ here {s & quarter ; you go down to the barber
shop where I go, and get your hair cut.”

‘* All alone P’ asked Dick, delighted,

“* Yes," sald his father ; ** you know the way, I shall
be away all day, 1 am afraid, but I will be back to eat
dinner with you to-uight, if sot for luncheon this noon,
and you can eat luncheon with Harlow.”

$0 Dick started down the street directly after break.
fast. But on the way he passed a well-known toy shop,
full of wagons, and Dick had been longing for a wagon
for weeks

‘“ A quarter,” said Dick, fingeringit, ‘' is really too
much for hair, and just about enough for & wagon.”

So he went inside. ‘‘ How do you do, Mr. Burns "
he asked, affbly, as he saw his friend, the proprietor,
approaching. ‘‘ I thought I'd buy one of your wagoms,
I've considerable money for it with me.”

‘* All right, Dick,"” said Mr, Burns, smiling.
one do you want ?"’ .

Dick showed his good judgment by seleéting a fine
one. The price was four dollars, but Dick did not ask
the price. He put down the guarter and walked off with
the wagon, and Mr. Burns charged Dick's father with
three dollars and seventy-five cents.

Dick founid the wagon heavy—or else it was his con-
science—something at all events, made him walk slowly,
as he came near home,

“ I'm glad my father isn't home,” he thought ; * for
now I will have to cut my own hair, and it's better to do
it over at Harlow’s house."

Harlow was very much interested in it all, and they
went to the barn, and with Harlow's dull, round-pointed
scissors and a great deal of trouble, Dick cut his curls
very short in some places and quite long in others.

* You look,’”” ssid Harlow, critically looking at him
wit' ‘his head on one side, ‘* as though you had buttons
on your head.”

** It doesn’t make any difference how I look, if I only
don’t look as it—as if—I did in" said Dick, anxionsly.

** It does, though," said Harlow. *

** Do you think it will look that way after dark—’bout
dinner time—when my father comes home ?" continned
Dick, still anxious,

** Maybe not,” said Harlow, doubtfully, y

* Well, I will stay here till dark, then,’’ said Dick,
taking what comfort he could from Harlow's doubtful
assurande. It was a very long day, and by no means a
happy one. Harlow brought him some luncheon in the
barn, and he kept out of sight as much as he counld from
Harlow's relatives,

But dinner-time came at last, and Dick went slowly
home, leaving the wagon in Harlow's care

** Come here, Dick,” said his father, who was sitting
under the brightest electric light in the house. ** You
are late. Let's see how you look. Why, what en earth
—1"" And the forlorn little figure sobbed ont his story on
father's shoulder. 0

Dick’s mother always thought Dick's father was a
little too indulgent, but he straightened up now, and
said, gravely, and 1n what Dick thonght a very dreadful
volce : “ You may take that wagon back to-morrow
morning, Richard, and tell Mr. Burns all about it, get
your mouney, and then go to the barber shop and get your
hair properly cut.” -

Dick thought the way of the transgressor was indeed
hard, the next morning, when he trudged down the
street, his tam far over his funny.losking hesd, and
dragging the now detested wagon after him,

** Which
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