
. "Women are privileged to change their
minds," she said carelessly. "Didn't you
know that?". "Sume womenmay,butnnt one woman—
not you,Molly." .

The confident boy-lover was gone,but this
new stern manner of the man washarder

—
far hartler,tomeet. Mollyfelt thedifference
acutely, and tapped her foot nervously on
the piece of hoop-iron that did duty for a
door scraper. ,"And whynotI?" sheasked, Avithapoor
attempt at defiance. " SurelyI've aright to
my opinion as well as other folk ?

"
"Oh,certainly,"he retorted,stiffly;"but,"

and thenhis voicebroke,"Ilove you,Molly—
Ican't tellyouhow much. Couldn't you

try to love me justa little, deai'? "
There was silence over the hot plain for

several miimt.es. Thelittlemother wasgird-
ing on her armourafresh. Then the horse,
feeding amongst the tussocks with loose
reins hangingoverhis neck, threw back his
head with an accompanying jingle of steel,
soaring an enterprising chicken which was
warily watching him with an eye to the
contents of a chancenose-bag. It squawked
dismally as it fluttered away with out-
stretched wings and nock, and the little
mother put.her hands behind her head, and
leaned back against the paint-blistered wall
with a queer little smile.

Thebitterestheart breaks often liebeneath
the lightest smiles, and the greatest crises in
alifeseldom occupy morethana few minutes."Ithink I'vechangedmy mind,Len,"she
said, looking steadily at th,e strong hand
grasping the riding whip, for she dai'ed not
meetthe troubleinhis.eyes. "I

—
Ishouldn't ■

care,to*spendall my life on' the Canterbury
Plains. MaybeI'llgeta place in town when
the children are abit bigger,".A gleam of relief and;comprehension lit
upthe;brqwn face* ... j ". \ .'..-.

"The chQdren.Molly,is that.it?, Is that
■whyyou won'tsay yes ?;"■;/ " '

.Tho*little mother glanced into the room
behind her, then she sppkescornfully.

*;,"Youthink adealofyourself,LenHarvey!
Inever said thatI;cared for you.1

'
. .. . ;

. "No,"he said slowly,"no,younever said
so, but somehow,Ithought you meant it.
You were never one for " carrying ■on like
other girls, Molly, and— and Ithought-
well,IsupposeIhavemadea mistake, that's
all. It's good-bye for always now, Molly.
I'll not trouble you again," and without
lookingup,sheheard the clank of the stirrup-
iron, and the impatient jerk of the horse's
head as he gatheredup the reins.

When she lifted her head, the quivering S.
heat was blurring the dark figure in the [
distance,and there was an expressioninher|
eyes that Oon would not have recognised,i
She was not his little mother just then.

-
She had won her battle, she had acted her j
part,but thereward wouldbe longin coming, j
,The fowls scratched and clucked round the j

cottage' door, and the wind-mill shadow,

stretched longer and longer until;it seemed ;„

as if chasing the far-off .figure across thei\>.
tussocks. ■ j ,

Then the noisy,alhungry children camep
trooping home from the school-house in thej|
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