In the Quiet of the "C'o'untijy} )

. 450X miles from a diation, Jum, 2nd
1 from any road to anywhere! Why,
the pluce id wade for wsl”

“Hul, my dear Alicia

“Nothing, sbwolutely nothing to im-
terrupt us, ad not & seub that kuows
us iu the whole nrighbourhood! And
you kuow, fin, how you hate pmp]e
drvopping in perpetttally and iuterfering
with your work?®

Uyt Tam Desn never interfercs with
iy wark in the least,” L said cheer-
fully, The epamark was wot, I fear,
mennt to bo quite & kind one; my pre-
vious atlempts had, you ree, becn 80
persistently discegarded, "hat kind of
thing i irritativg.  Alicia, however, ap-
peared to think I had simply been Iri-
voloua,

“f am speaking sertously, Jim,"” she
pleaded, “and on & serious subjest,”

“And so am L" [ replied. “Tom Dean
ia—serious.”

[ den't think Alicia  ecven blushed.
Well, mean revenges desgree Lo miss
lire.

“0, don't be stupid, Jim,” she said
dismissivgly. “And.” she weant on in bher
previvws Lune, “do be sensible aboul the
inrm, Come down and see it to-mor.
row.”

Ho we went down |o-moreow, and 3aw,
and were conguered, That is, I was
corquered.  Alicia, of ¢ourse, hrd known
ail the time that it wes “che thing”
and did noet forget Lo remind me 61 the
fact.

Alicle, by 1ho wny, iz lhe Sigter who
was then “looking after™ me nmd my
houschold. She looked afler them ex-
tremely well. Hut sbe was-—-dare | say,
unlockily *—animated by a burning de-
Rire ta akine in other than the house-
wifely sphere. Bhe  had “literary  as-
pirations.”  Mhe had alse sisterly dela-
giong. Fhe believed, for isstance, that
i needed only opportunity to senr at
ouco o giddy heizhis of Jiterary ve-
nown. Jewve her edorts to secure Tor
we and herseli “y yuiet time foe work.™

“And I've areangedd to come on Haturs
day, Jim," she said now. “And we'll
sty 5 month or two—three or four, if
necesasty —and work hours every day in
the Dbeautiful quiet, aud-—-come back
eclebritica!™ 3

Alicia i3 perhiapa just {he least bit i
clined Lo oplimism in her prosprctive
surveys of qur lilerary fuluee,

]

Que work in tha beawdiful qQuied be-
gun on the following Tuesday week,

As Mlicin truly says, “No one can ane
swer for deesamakers,” And as dress-
makers have A good deal 1o do with
mosl of Alivia’s arrangements, this was
QUILE ad near a8 We usually pet to par-
rying any of them out litérully,

‘\'Ne renched the furm in time for tea
="u real oll-fashioned, sit-dowu, suh.
sfantiul tew” was to be one of the do.
]l,l:,'hL‘:l of our mouths- of cowniry tie.

“You ses”  Aliciy explained, it
would Le ridimilous to go on Lhers jusl
Ay wa do here, Resides, Mra Parifetd
docan't undersiund late diuner, Ko wa
=liall huva Lea juastead, tha sort of tey
we used Lo have, only nicer. New-laid
fgey, you Krow, and honey. and vream
and  home-cured  hamy,  You'll love
those teas, Jim!—0, yes you will» 1
had not sxid [ showld nal; but I sun-
pose [ have what is Aoweiineg dva(‘r:lu:‘l
a2 8 “speaking countemance,”
ﬂ'lhe Gryl of thesa anomalous feasts,
{rgr::‘:rr:? Awaiting us in Lhe Jitble din.
N "rrmt ug linve it ag anee” aaid Alicis,
We must unpack and aclife ouraelyes
.thls_ evening.,  'o-mrorrow morning wo
lm;({;l;l. ouy work,"”

o YOu are ool making 4 geod  tea
Jin" she remarked pnninl!v r;vilh Hom;
acverily. )

- e T osaids “yad, Tt don'l
you {kink, Alicia, ¢ o'clock i & diGentt
time Lo Lo hungey at?

“Certainly not,” ahe began. Then. re-
Tenling, “Pul there will Le a light sup-
per. you Lknow, at o

Alter tea T helped her Lo unpack, Lill
whe said: “Jim, T can gel on betler if
yau don’'t ataml abont Jogking at we.”.
WAnd Fasid: “That is so palpably unlair,
‘Allela, that I certanly will mot help
¥vu any longer,” and went and laancd
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over the pigsly gate i1l she should cntl
me for my “light supper.”

14 gmelt  waplepsantly—ihe pigsly, T
mean—buy I kuew leaning over the pig-
aty was the right thing to do in the
country, and wounld please Alicia; Ali-
via, like masf people, js nicer when she
in pleased. ’

She was plensed, I think, for fhe sup-
g2r was mors  subsiantial than my
frars had expected it to Le. Soon al-
ter ib was calen she sent me to Led,

“Good-night, dear,” she sail. “You
musl e up by 7, you know, and well
& for & good apin before 8.7

Bub I wag up before T—a good deal
bafore. o was Alicla, We wet at
1he head of the stairs.

“I pouldn't sleep,” she informed me,
“I never de the first night in a strange
reom.”

“0t was i the strange Toomt” I re-
marked. “Now 4 pever found 8 sirange
room distarh me.” -

“Well,” she admitted, “it waa partly
~—Llbe roosters crawing, prehaps,  Bul”
{cheeriuliy] “one will soon get used to
ilhat; one will not even liear it in a day
or two*

“Vou think ae?™ T said—uob cheerful
Iy at all. 1 have, unluckily, but little
of Alicia’s oplimistic enthusiaam. “You
think s0? Ceortainly one may, conceiv-
ably, get used to hand organs or bap-
ana peddlers or the Anglo-German baud,
Lug —~ -

Perhaps it was an well thal Alicia
was g¢videnlly not altending ia my
worda; wad nob, at anyrale, perceiving
thele implications, Aliciu Tislikes whab
sfie calls “Jim's sareasiic vein,” and is
aevere wheo she bhinks she Jdetecis any
relapae inlo it.
. . . . .
T had been sitling with my head in
Ty hamly aml -y fingers over my oars
for anme lime, when [ heard Alicin
shulling’ her window. Alicia is of a
fong-rullering - disposilion  when  she
thinks it cxpedient so Lo be.  Besidss,
shutling one's window made livfle dii-
Ferener, L imd zhut mine long agot

Presenily came her step on the stair,
and my dvor wad sofily opened.  She
wak in hal and gloves, and armed with
. camp atucel and writing block.

“UI'm guiog  to work out  of doovs,
Him," sie announced.  “li's o stwme
Lo be in on such & lovely day!"

There wag & hot sun and an eant
wind. Bewides, I can never work out
of doves. 1 wugt slay, and struggle
on, Lhough all the powitry in the coun-
Ly wivuld Qusist on congrabulating ite
sel, encrgelicaily and wointermiitent-
v, iu lhe front garden.

“uck-cluck, eluek-cluck, cluck-slack,
w-ahkle-cluck,” with Llhe “a-ahk™ empha.
tic aud jwnping startlingly to & najor
sitlh above Lhe mouotonous Lhreat
reginler aotey of the “cluck-cluck.”

There were dozens of them at ik, They
did it logether, and they Aid it =epa-
rateiy, and the Matant scli-conceit of
it war ridiculouwa. i

All that  insulferabla  expression  of
complacent sell-autistuction breause they
had " lid an  egg, much loo late for
breakfast, aud just when I was sirain.
ing to make it clearer to my poasille fu-
ture readeva fhan it was (0 myself that
nty lieroiue’s luteat sulferings were as in-
evilable aa Lhey were unideservedt

But [ was nol going ko he beaten by a

sek of foolinh, procrastinating, inordin-
alely yuive creaturca like ihoae barn-door
hens. I would write in spite of them.
I aeieed wy pen, Gl it with ink, and
~—hell it poised, motionless, idle.

When at last 1 began to write { found
my  senbeuces  RTranging  Lhemsclves
rhythmiically in & movel farm ol poetie
foul—nix nuaecenled ayllables, followl
Ty a sirongly acconled troches (with a
final light a)llalel—nnd  wondering
‘what one should call it, and what would
ha the effect of this new variety of prese-
pontry, il [ ahould decide to give public
readings from my “Works!”

Then [ reatined that such spscufations
ware uot only iveffectual but premature,
I should never prodwee “Works” st all,

" to “do” the adjoining room.

P
at this rute.
like Alicia,

But at lunch T bhad to confess that X
had done “nothing’*  Alicia was sevore
about it, and she did not appear to
think my excuses any better than ex-
cuses usuully are,

Hhe maid “coneentration” wan a valu-
able mentul yualily which I ought to
have acquired by this time; and that
it “every little thing” was alle to scat-
ter my ideas, my ideas could searcely be
worth keeping together.

Then she voluntecred
ahout her own doings.

“1 think 1've mot got on so badly for
ihe drst morning, Jim,” she said, I
wrote pages before I went out; amd out
of doors I read them over and erossed
out where DI'd made her say “Cluck-
cluck’ instead of ‘How &y do? or
“What o delightful day’ in her firal con-
versation with Wim. And now TFm sure
1 know just hrow Lo begin it after tea”

But “after tea” is calling tima in the
country. Mrs  Partlett l'eceiv_ed her
vivitors at the garden gate, which was
just in front of my window, and talked -
with them in peneiraling whispers, “not
lo disturb ihe geotleman”  “Beetris,”
ter handuaiden, Yeceived hefs at the
kitchen window ([he was a rubienad
young man, who did nof say much; .lmt:
Beetria did}, and that was vnder Alicin's.

Alicia camp sdown anon. Bhe iolt
#34iff” afler her bicycle vide hefore tea,
she said, and thouglt she would “walk
it off” befora supper. Younld T come?

She smiled a littie sadty aé the slacrity
with whivch I said “Yes, indeed!" and
ihumped my bloliing-pad on the top
of my papers. And she gave my eont 2
toueh or Lwe with ihe brush, and said,
tirgor old Jim1” with a preity, gentls
simile, and apropoz of pothing at all,

Fqually apropos of nothing at all, she
said at breakfast mext morning:

“p'ye had a table pus in your l‘xedrnnm,
Jim., Try working up lhere this morn-
Pl
! A.ud 1 tried working “up there,” and
gob on micely, managing lo involye my
Teroine in a really enthralling iangle of
ohstacles lo seitling dewn eomforiahly
to Le “happy ever afler” wilh my Lero.

But just as I was beginning the um-

ravelling of the skein. up came Beetris
Tom Dean
was to oceupy it. He was te spend
Snturday and Sunday with s,
. Why Tom Dlean should be prepared
for with such & suslained and vigoreus
Langing and brushing and Happing; with
such a clatlering of bnekets and whole-
aale destywction, seemingly, of e¢nwmbrous
and resistant furniture, [, of course, did
not understand. Such housewifely mys-
terien T never attempt to falhom. But I
left my disiressed heroine still hopelens
of succour—and fled!

Tora Dean arvived by lunch time nexk
day. He had emme down on his auto.,
which lte left at the village ina.

He made au excellent lumch, A ve-
fevence to “supper” by Alicia, and o hing
1 had given him previously, had not been
loat on him. Me seemed full of energy
after it.

“I've told them to send round ‘The
HwaHow'”? (“The Swallow” i3 what he
calls Lis auto.) “at 3, Aliciz,” he suid.
“What do you say ta a run out to Cawm-
bridge, or somewhere, tea ihern, aud
bLack by supper Lime? , . , That wiil
give yow a nice, gniet Lime, Jim,” he
added, kindly.

Toally Tom's treatment of Mrs.
CGrundy is abeminable! Besides, no one*
cares for such broad hints that his reom
is more desired than his company. Be

I wonld try “out of doors,”

infermution

“But Alicia is here for & ‘quiei time,
foo, Tom,”* I remarked. *T don’i aee how
Fou can epare the time, Alicia; do you?”

Alicia evidently did not hear my query,
Ehe wan slanding by the window,

“This muat be ‘The Rwalow,’ Tom,
coming up the road now,” aha anid. *I
had better put my things on;"” and awsy
sbe went.

* LJ L] . L] B |

It was Just an well that they arranged
to go “somewhers” om the auto. next
day, too.  Alicia certainly wouid have

made liille further progress on her way,
10 fame if vhe had stayed al home,

- It was Salurday,  Anyone whe las
followed, this marrative with the alten-
tion it merita will know that it was Sat-
urday. Now, Baturday is a holidsy in
the country; and every one for miles
round arranges 1o spend thai whole dey
in untington. lluntington is our vil.
lage of “beautiful quist.”

1 bLegan leavning this intereating fact
in local hislory almost direclly after
Aliein ad Tom and “The Swallow” had
seb out for “somewhere,”

Standing at the gute gazing ab the
dust “lhey left behind them,” T becama
aware of & sound I thought I had left
behind me—the straing of a “hfe and
drum” corps—an evil “fife~and drom”
corps  indecd—accompanied by much
Tolling and rumbling of heavy vehicles.

Beeiris was pulling telluces in the
garden,  She looked np nt me with o
plersant smile us I shut the gate with
& anap and turned Lowards the house.
A nice change to muko, sir,” ahe maid,
“Rer ii's awful here maostly, and nobody,
atirrin’® arouud much.” '

SANY you dind it so?” ¥ said, pauning
Wwith my hand on the doorkneb,

“Law! ez, sir!]  Don’t you, sir?¥’
Twonderingly |, “Bat”  [cheerfuily]
“itl he every Salerdy an' hoften in-
belween days, 100, mow that the harvest-
ing i4 over. And misses lets me ouk
somelimea, as T bhave & fricnd to go with
me” [blualing and sitnpering|. “Somes
times they’s schools, er chureh ‘*sictics;-
and ginga livinna lovely!” -

Just then Mrea Vartlett's voice, com-
ing from some unseen  vamiage point;
said -

“Beetris, wot do you mean, T should
like to know, chatterin’ vliere Lo the gen-
tleman. as bold us brasa! Cume in this
minute,”

And Beetriz went,

_Mer information, Llough se severcly
stigmntised, proved ubsolutely correcd,
They id sing hymne sometimes! They,
sang them that evening when—tlic hens
having fikiahed clucking, and neilher Mra
Partlelt nor Boelris, by o lappy chanee,
having visitors—T sat down for an hour'a
work before Lhe travellers should woe
tarn. . X

The traveliers refurned at 8 p.m, The
hymns had cexaed at 7.435,

“Why, Jiey, dear, you loak fagged
oubk!” were Alicia’s firet words. “You
st not work se hard.” .

“And do you ébuerve Lhe state of my
bair!™ [ inquived tragically. “Most of if
out by the vouts, and the rest white na
snow, I expect,” craning wp tv glance
inguiringly into a libellous mirror mear
the ceiling.

“But whal! . .. Why,” crial Aliciw
and Tom together, “we  thought you
would have such & mice guiet day!"

Well, it was kindly meant! And &
good  motive periaps excuses—a litkle
1il?

Ho I told them all sbout my “guick
day,” and Tom {ook us up to lhe city
on_hia auto on Monday.

So Alivia has .not waked up "to find
Tiorself famous;"” noither, for Lke maller
of that, Lhas ler brother, '

Still, shie does not seem to mind. She
pays: “The duties of wife and mobher™
{1 bave & vephew, too amall te invelve
much daty, one would think} “are quite
ecuough for & woman to attend to;” and
Lhat “Tom would nof care” for her to ba
“talked aboul.” .-

EBhe often vefers 1o our “delighiful
quiet fime” in “Lhe  sweotost, dunrent,
peacefulest, ivy covered old farmhouse ;™
ond eilvibubes any little wuccens tha¥
may bive altended iy pursnit of Yilera-
{ure to the uniaterrupted loisure  for
work sle secured for me by insisiing oun
Sdear, 1azy, scoplical old Jim* bestirring
Timself to go down inle “the guiel aie
of the country,

ASPIRATIONS.
Two hearts that yearn
For love's sweel prisony
Where his in her'n
And hers is hie'a



