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lining her waist; and a bow of purple ribbon at her throat.

‘ Why, you've come real early,’ she said as she kissed
Alice’s cheelr, pink and soft within the stiff bonnet. * And
I'm real glad, too, for it’li Five us & nice long visit before
supper. Come 11 and take off your bounet; you look
king”u’ hot and tired.” And she led the way into a cool,
ghedy room.

Alice handed her the rosebuds.  ‘They're all I brought
you this time,” she apologised. ¢ And they're all wilted;
I must have held them too tight.’ . )

Ok, they’ll freshen up when I put em in water. 1 it
go right niow and draw a bucket out of the botiom of the
well’

‘T'd rather go to the porch.’ .

So they went back to the shade of the grapevine, and
Miss Martha resumed lher work.  She was piecing o quilt,
a double Irish chain of tiny red and white blocks. Alice
watched her for a minute and then asked a little shyly:
* Is that my quilt you're piecing, Aunt Mattic?’

‘Yes, I guess it is. 1t's tho one 1 promised you,
anyhow, if you like it. T¢Il be ripht pretty, I think,
and she held up a picce for Alice to get the effect.  But
the girl looked away, and a slaw color came into her cheeks,
* Aunt Mattie,’ she said softly, 1 sha'™n’t need it. Tm—
Jobkn and I—we've quit.’

Miss Martha looked at her a moment and then let her
hands drop with the work in themn to her lap. She
showed no surprise; the words seemed rather to ba 2 con-
firmation of something she liad expected and dreaded.

i1 don’t know what to say,’ she said finally. ‘1
reckon youw've made up your mind sud are settled about
it; only,’ she llvsitatmh ‘I hope it's all for the best.”

Bhe hegan her work again.  I'll go shead and finish
the quilt anyhow, and give it to you as I said 1 \\'(ml_d,
for T guess you'll need quilis whether you marry or don't.
I find I always do” _

‘But 1'm not going te keep house and live by myself
as you do,” the pirl demonstrated.

‘'What are you going to do, then?

‘Live at home. Why not?

‘f Well, yes, that’s likely for o while, hut one of these
times you won't have no home to stay at, honey: your ma
and pa they’lt be gone same as mine is, and your hrothers
and sisters they'll be married and gone, toe.  Then you'll
be living by yourself, 1T ouess, same os 1 do.’

‘I'll live with my brothers and sisters, then.’

‘My expericnce is that you won't ever keep that np
long. D've tried it, and 1 know what I'm talking about.”

‘Weren't they pood to you, Aunt Matuie?” the girl
asked after a minute.

*Why, yes, they meant to he, but they've pot their
own interasts and their own families, and it don’t make
no difference how long you.stay-—yon're an outsider. Why,
you ought tn know yourself how ‘tis; you've visited at
your sister Elmn’s,  Did you really to sav ieel at lionme
there, lika you do at vour vwn home now?’

“No,"” Alice admitted refuctantly, | didn't, but Flma's
so awfully changed.  You know how she used to be so
particular about eversthing—takin’ such care of her {ace
and hands, and always enrling her hair; well, T wish yvou'd
see her now.  She goes owt without a honnet, and comhs
back her hair tight and slick, and does it up any way that's
handiest.  She hardly ever changes her dress after dinner,
and she just works and slaves; don't think of anything else,
And Harry’s worse than she is: goes around without any
kind of a collar; and it scems to me, Aunt Mattie, they
don’t care much about each other anv more. That's the
worst thing,  When he came from his work he used to
call to her and go in where she was and laugh and joke
about -things, and scem to take some enjovment in life;
but now it's work and save and lav hy for the children,
and that's all they live for. Don’t you hate to see falks
get that way, Aunt Mattie? )

‘Yes, I do. “And yet, you know, wa maybe aiu't fair
to ’em, judging on the outside like we do. 1 reckon it
seems: different to themn. And as for not makin’ over
each other, don't vou reckon that’s partly because they
understand each other sa well it ain’t—well, ain’t called
for?  Yet I'm like you: I don't just like to see it.’

There seemed no more to say on the snbject, and a
silenca fell between them, broken after some minutes hy
Miss Martha, who asked with some hesitation : “What
was the trouble between you amd Jahn, if you don’t mind
my asking?’

‘LT don’t mind vour asking, Annt  Mattie,” Alice
answered, flushing, ‘hut 1T don’t know how to answoer vou,
fnr_tt,}iem wasn’t really anything the trouble. We just
quit.

‘ Mutual consent ?’

‘ No—well, not at first, T didn't want to set the day:
I eomldn’t.  1f wag after Tl been down to Elma’s, and
I was disgusted with the thought of evervthing, I don't
want to live like she does and he like them; and that's
what it does mean to get married and settle down oo a
farm; and I told John so and il made Lim angry.’

“Well, T thought that was about what's the matter.
I don’t blame yon—and 1 don't hlame John for gettin’
mad, either. What does you ma think about it?’

‘Oh, she ddesn’t say anvthing. I puess ghe's glad,
though.” I don’t think ma wants me ever to get married.
You know T'm the baby, and she likes to freen me with
ker, I snppose.  Then, you know, she's got an iden that

T'd make an-artist if I had a chance. I do draw’ fairly
well, and she’s alwnys been at pa-to send me: away where
I can take lessons. My teacher at the academy gaid she
thought [ could illustrate for maygazines and papers if
was trained for it, snd now pa eays he'll let me  go and
take lessous next fall if I want to. And I guess ma likes
that.'

‘I must say I wouldn't hardly ’a’ thoudght it. John's
a pood boy, and he's got good prospects. I'd ’a’ thought
your ma’d *a’ hated it.’

*Well, she didn’t; she did more than anyone elss to
bring it about. When 1 came back from Elma's and told
her how it all was out there, she said it was what anyous
might expeet; manrying o farmer and settling dewn o lifs
on a farm always meant about the same thing. And: she
said she didu’t for the life of her see how a girl that
had been raised on a farm and knew what it meant could
do it.  Then she said to me, ** It'll he just the same with
vou, mind my woerd”'; and { made up my mind right then
that it wouldn't.’

Miss Martha threaded ‘her needle carefully and tied a
knot before she made any comment.

‘T don’t think she did right to say what she-did in
the first place, and I'll say it if she is your mother, she
said. ‘I always hate to hear married women talking that
wuy, because, to begin with, they don't mean it. They-
don’t stop to think—that's where the trouble is. They
sea Lheir girls young and care-tree and havin’® a good time,
and they hate Lo see "em tied down to hard work and worries
and everything. But if they'd think a minute, they'd sea
that their girls’ll get old and care’ll come’ to ‘em and
worry, whether they marey or don’t marry, and they’ll not
ﬁ_n;i 1t any easicr to bear havin’ it all to bear by theirselves,
either.’

There seemed something personal in Miss Martha's re-
santment, and Alice was at a loss for a reply. Finally she
asked shyly: ‘Do you think, Aunt Mattie, that married
tolks are happier than cthers®

“Well, now, that's hard to say; in lota of cases of
course they aln't; buat L do think, Alice, as a generel thing
they are.’

‘Bus yon have an easy life here by yoursel; you
haven't much to do, and your house is always just so;
when yvou put anything away it stavs right where you put
it, and there’s uobady to hother you. Seems to me' you've
escaped a good deal.’

Miss Martha looked at her. fNow, Alice,’ she anid,
" seems to me that’s a good deal like congratulatin’ a man
that hadu’t any legs on escaping rheumatismi in the knees,
and you wouldn’t do that, No, don’t apologise—everybody
rays that to me. 1 ought to get used to it, I suppose; but
[ don't, somehaw. It hurts every time. But then I can’t
expect folks that are always workin’ to keep - things up
and gettin' all wore out at it, to know how much more
tiresame ‘tis not to have it to do. Bhe- pauved, looking
away {ram her work and {rom her visitor, far away, scross
the field of yonug corn that lay bevond the road, to where
the river shone silver between the trunks of the SYCAINOres
and the cottonwoods.

‘Honey,” she said at last, without turning her eyas.
I'd tell you something if [ thought you'd care about it or
it would do you any good: something 1 haven’t told many.
I don’t know if you ever knowed 1t or not, but I was-
engaged myself once.’

Alice shook her head.

‘No, T recken not,” Miss Martha went on. ! Thers
didn’t many know it, 1 guess; folks was slyer about being
engaged them days. T'd just turned"eigiteen' when we
breke off. I can't tell you how old 1 was when 1 got en-
geged, hecanse I don’t know myself,’

*Why, how was that?’ :

‘Well, 1 wuess T’ll begin at the beginning. His name
was Charley Mills, and his folks used to live back slong
the road ahout half & mile from us, and he always came
along by our house to go to school. Seems as if folks tobk
it for pranted we'd marrv, same ns we did ourselves:'
Thouph I can’t say ay my folks approved of it. They néver
had anything against Charley, as I know of, but ithey
was prethy well off for them davs, and carried their héadi
‘higher than most, and the Millses was podr. They' ‘wag
the only ronters in our whole district. = Of courss, ‘the
people around thought that anvbody with any spunk woald
at least make out to get a place of their own. But ‘tha"
Millses was content as anvhody; fact is, I think that was
what aggravated our folks, that they was content. [ -re-
member how often father'd mmanape to bring up that old
savin’ ahout “ What's bred in the bone and born in the -
hlood,”" and T knowed he was hittin' Charley Mills for my
benefit just as well as if he’d called out his name. And
mother she’d say things about folks that didn’t have no
regular wash-day and that fried down their SAUSAZEs in
calkes 'stead of casin® 'em and all such.

. Well, you knew how it is: if vou're lacking for =
thing, vou're michty apt to find it or to think you’ dao;
which comes to the same thing, I got to watchin’ '.Charle;r
and pickin' flaws in him and thinkin’ every little fault
meant a bigeer one behind it, though' I did  love him I
knew that all the time. Sometimes seems to me it-is that
way; nobody can see the faults in a hody like- the one-
that loves 'em hest, because it don’t hupt arivhody’ else’so
much, nnd they don’t care enough' to notice 'em, But'
it's a bad bhabit to get into, .



