THE COUNTRY ROAD.

From the busy flelds of farmer-folk
It starts on its winding way,
Goes over the hill, and across the brook,
Where the minnows love to play;
Then, past the mill with Its water wheel, g
And the pond that shows the sky;
‘And up to the bridge by the village store,
And the church with its spire so high,

You would never think that the country road,
From the hill tp the store, could be
Bo long to a boy with an errand to do
And another boy to see.
You can never dream how short it is
From the farm to the frozen pond.
Nor how very much further it always is
To the school house just beyond

Oh, the country road! at the farther end

Nicholas,

It runs up hill and down,

Away from the woods and the rippling brook
To the tolling, rushing town.

But, best of all, when you're tired and slck
Of the nolsy haunts of men,

If you follow It back, it will lead you home
To the woods and fields agaln,

"
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amazement, “I—how on earth ecan
you understand business?”

It was the first time she had ever
spoken In this way,

“I don't know, But I am afrald I
will not live to see it. It Is so
long: 2

Blie went back to the kitchen. The
dishes stood untouched upon the ta-
ble, and little Letty was seated upon
the steps, a bagket of red peaches bhe
slde her, which the boarder brought
down from his room,

He was a young man, a teacher in
a Virginla country school, who had
come up to these hills geologizing in
his summer vacation.

“I brought them from the MecBride
farm, Mrs, Taney,” he saild. *“They
are a very common kind In the Bhen-
andoah valley,” handing them to her,

Mrs. Taney's thin features grew
warm,

“I remember a tree at home just
llke these,” she sald, “ by the old mill
My old nurse used to hold me up to
pull them for myself."

“Your little girl tells me you came
from Fauquler County. It is a fine
county."

“It Is the most beautiful in the
world," sald Mrs. Taney,

She stopped and went In hastily.
She felt the tears choking her. She
conld hear Mr. Burke tell the child
that his school was in Fauquler, and
that he often passed her grandfather's
house. It was for sale now with a
dozen acres about It; would sell very
cheaply, no doubt. Land had depre-
cinted slnce the war, “A qulet, com-
fortable little homestead, too,” he said,
“as any In the State.”

Mrs. Taney paused in her work.

“Oh, it I could only show it to Let-
ty,” she said to herself, *The dear
old farm, The sunny porches, the
Bourbon roses, and the great oaks
centurles old,  She never had spoken
of her old home to her other children,
but to Letty she had talked of it often
when they were alone, Letty was
like herself, the others were all Ta-
neys."

She enme to the door.

“Do you know, Mr, Burke, If there
i an old negro on the pluce—a gar-
dener?”

“Uncle Tod? Oh, everybody knows
the old man, And hils storles about
the Clevelands, de family, as he calls
them."

“We were the Clevelnnds, And old
Tod Is really living yet?' ghe lnughed
for the first time In a yenr.

When Letty had gone in, Mr, Burke
paced up and down the porch. He
wis a4 manly, Iargenatored young
man, and his beart nched with pity
for the poor, pinched lives of this child
ard ber mother. All he could do to
show them kindness was to lend books
to Letty, which she devoured eagerly,
for she was fond of reading, in fact
she had obstinately persisted In stiy-
Ing at the free school until she had
educated herself.

Willinm Taney walted untll the
young man had gone, and then he
went Into the pantry, where his motl-
er wns stralning the last crook of millk,
Bomething In his manner made her got
it down, trembling.

“You have bad news to tell,” she
pald,

“No,” with an uneasy, strlcken
lnugh. “Most folks call It good. Faoct
{s, mother, I've made up my mind to
mm._ll

“Oh, William,”" her old cheeks color-
Ing.

“I made up my mind three months
ago. And the girl's courted, and the
wedding’s to be to-morrow. ‘There
now, No need for you to look in that
way. I'm generally pretty close-
mouthed about my own you
might know that. And I didn't choose
to bave the matter cackled over at

——————

home.
ford.”
His mother cama toward him. He
was her son after all, and this was
the turning-point of his life. She put
her arms about him and kissed him,

“God bless you, my boy,” she said.
" He stood Immovable as a log,

“Don’'t let us have any fuss,” he
eald. “You'd better sit down. You're
shaking all over. Well, that's all
There'll be no wedding hubbub here,
I don't hold to spending money in
feeding a lot of guzzling fools. The
Crawfords have a regular blowout in
the morning. But you don't want to
g0, I reckon?' uneasily.

“1 should like to see you married,”
timidly.

*Oh, nonsense. There's no slckly
sentiment about me. I'll have Sophy
home by supper time, You'll have to
see to things here."

He lighted his candle and turned to
EO.

“By the way she was here a month
ngo.n

“Yes,"” Mrs. Taney remembered dis-
tinctly the gross-featured, black-eyed
young woman, who had swaggered
through the farm-house in her cheap
sllk and gilt jewelry.

“She came to look at her new home
—well she rather took a fancy to the
south cinmber, You'd better ix it up
for her.”

“My room, Willlam?"

“Yes, It's all the same to you. Of
course you can go up to Letty's.”

Letty, who had been at work In-
slde, came out, and threw her arms,
sobbing, about her mother, She knew
that it had been her mother’s room
for thirty years., All Mrs. Taney's
children had been born in It—the baby
died there,

William stopped and came back,
saying:

“Now, look here., It's just as well
to speak plainly at once. I'll have no
opposition from you, Letty, nor from
—from any other woman. I'm the
head of this house. My wife shall be
mistress of it. She brings me a snug
bit of money and I'll not have her nor
her famlily Insulted in it."

“My son."

But he stalked off to bed.

There was no time the next day,
for Mrs. Taney or Letty to even think
of the coming trouble.

While they were hanging out
clothes that afternoon, Mrs. Taney
heard a tap, three times repeated, on
the orchard fence. Letty's face color-
ed. Bhe dropped the clothes and ran
behind the apple-tree. As she came
back her mother saw her thrust a
note into her pocket. Mrs. Tuaney
grew suddenly sick at heart. Letly
with a secret, Letty carrying on a
clandestine love affair?

While Mrs. Taney stood doubting
whether to ask the child for her con-
fidence, Letty had disappeared. A few
moments later, the girl went down
the road in her clean dress and sun-
bonnet.

Mr. Burke, coming over the fields
that afterncon, with his hatchet and
bag of specimens, was amazed to see
Letty standing on the road In earnest
conversntion with a man, “A coarse,
red-Jawed, beery feliow,” was hig an-
gry verdlet, The fellow talked long
and earnestly, Then he took Letty's
hand anua pressed it fervently, Burke
turned his back on them, and struck
facross the hills, The girl's mother
should hear of this at once, he smd to
himself, decidedly. Then he slacken-
ed his pace. What was It to him
Why should he vex himself about this
girl  Or meddle In her love affairs?
He went slowly back to the hills. But
the wiood rushed with a strange beat
through his veins,

In an hour Letty was back at work
witn redoubled vigor, to make up for
logt time. Her mother seanned her
Innocent, meek face with a breathless
terror.

Burely there waos no guilt there, She
would not doubt her; she would not
ngk n guestlon,

“1 have dressed the table with flow-
ers,” the mother sald, "and made g

ecake—n real bride's eake. 1 hope
Willilnm won't be angry. But this is
#o different from weddings In Vir-

ginla, Oh, Letty, If you and 1 could
only go to the old house and sleep for
one night 1n the room which was mine
when I was a child. I think just that
thing would glve me years of Iife’”

“There they come,” cried Letty, as
the bLig Crawford carrlage wns seen
dashing up th road. Bhe grew very
pale and shrank back, The girl had
alwnys been afrnld of her brother
Willinm; and his wife, she suspected,
wonld be ns hard a ruler and g mwore
vulgar one,

But Mrs, Taney led her to the poreh,

“You must welcome them, Letty,"
she snld,

The bride watched them: from the
earrlage window with keen, jealous
eyes. Her father had given her a hint
as to her future course,

“You've made a good mateh, Sophy,”
he sald. “Bill Taney's got as long a
purse a8 any man in the country, and
the farm's comfortable, But the old
woman and her da'ater will be a draw-
back. They'll try to rule over you
roughshod, llkely. Just take your
stand at once, Let 'em see you will
be mistress in your own home."

“Trust me for that, pappy,” sald

Miss Bophy.

The girl's Miss Sophy Oraw- |

companied her to see how she would
hold her ground,

When poor Mrs. Taney stepped for-
ward, therefore, her thin face ped-
dening, and her hands held out, the
bride received her welcome with a
careless nod.

"1 hope you w!ll be happy In your
new home, my dear,” said the gentle
lady.

“Oh, no doubt, ma'am! I generally
hold my own pretty well. Come In,
pappy. Come, due, I want you to see
my house before [t {8 dark. Here's
the living room. Bill must fit that up
into a parlor—double guick, too, D'ye
hear that, Mr. Taney?'—laughing
loudly, “You needn't trouble yourself,
ma'am, to show the way. Come along,
all of you."

William stopped, and looked with
suaden pity at his mother, and then
followed his wife, who went, talking
loudly, up the stairs, -

Mrs, Taney and Letty placed the
supper on the table, The bride came
in, the nolstest of the'nolsy party. She
went hastily to the head of the table
saying, .

“This Is my place, I bellevey

Willlam gravely motloned his moth-
er to a seat among the strangers. His
wife bore herself as though she had
been mistress for years, and found
fault freely when the humor selzed
her, The bread was ¢flry as chaff, the
ham was bitter with salt, she said.

“That's your Idea of cooklng, moth-
er Taney, eh? 1'll give you a hint or
two, to-morrow, We young people
have progressed, you know."

“Not that I mean to take the work
out of thelr hands," she said to her
slster, aside. “No, no! If we feed
‘em they've got to earn their bread.”

Letty overheard the whisper, and
her seared face grew a shade paler.

*Very nlce old sllver, William,” sald
the bride, directly, welghing the
spoons on her finger, and then read-
ing the murk.

“Cleveland, eh? You must have
that altered, please, to our initials, I
can't use spoons with strunge names
on ‘em."”

Willlam glanced uneasily at his
mother, But the latter did not speak.

“Very well, my dear, it shall be as
you please,” he sald,

One morning Letty came into the
room, when Willlam stood joking with
his wife before going to the field. They
looked nt her with astonishment, for
the girl was always sllent and shy.

“Brother, I want to speak to you,"
she sald, catching her breath.

“Well, go on,” eald Bophy, impa-
tlently. *“What are you afrald of?"

Letty spoke directly to Willlam, Ig-
noring her. “The potatoes and apples
must be picked over, and the cellars
are damp, Could one of the hands do
ity

“Good graclous! Do you want har-
vesting to stop?’ cried Sophy. “You
and mother Taney ean do it at your
leisure. Do you suppose your brother
pays men such rninous wages to walit
on a lot of women?"

“Youn have always done it,"
wlltiam.

“Mother is not well, Willinm."

“Well, manage it as you like, I
ean't be bothered with the kitchen
work,” he burst out.

Letty left the room hastily.

“That's right, Willlam, The truth
is, you're too open-handed, You ean't
afford a parcel of able-bodied women
in ldieness, if you ever mean to buy
the meadow lots,"”

“That's a fact!"

The mention of the meandow lots
keyed his cournge.

When he came baek that afternoon
he found Bophy, resplendent In a pak-
flowered muslin entertaining half a
dozen girls In the parlor. He stopped
to joke and romp with them. The
next moment the door opened, and
Letty stood, llke n ghost, on the
threshold.

“Come to mother!” she said,

“What Is the matter?”

“You have killed her, I think,” she
sald guletly.

The poor old woman had gunk down
on the floor of the cellar and lay as
it dead,

William trembled as he lifted her,
The doctor of the village happened to
puss at (he moment.

“No, she Is not dend,” he sald, after
examining her. “Great exhaustion, It
will be a long Hlness, Bhe must have
rest and careful nursing.”

Letty stepped forwnrd,

“She will have both. Mr, Burke,
will you carry her to Mrs. Wright's
across the rond? She has promised to
give me a room,"

The crowd about her were 80 stun-
ned at the chlld's actlon that they did
‘uothing to oppose it.

Mr. Burke promptiy lfted the thin
figure In his arms, and lald her In the
bed In Mra, Wright's shaded spare
room, before Willlam bad recovered
his senses,

“Don't you see how disgraceful this

sald

looks?" Bophy erled, shaking him,
“Your mother turned out. What will
folks say !

He hurried after Letty, scolding and
ordering them back. But Letty did not
answer him,

“Mrs, Wright will charge boarding.
D’ye hear?"

“I shall pay her,” sald Letty quiet-

A

The whole Crawford family had ac- |

{ more quiet than hers,

Mrs. Taney's illness lasted for
weeks, Willlam's wife smoothed the
matter over to the community as hest
she could. “The Wright house was
She was will-
ing to pay the boarding to insure com-
fort to dear mother Taney," et cetara.
Secretly she rejolced to escape the

| trouble of the sick woman.

When Mrs. Taney was able to come
down to the porch of the cool farm-
house for the first time, she sent for
Willlam and his wife. The doctor
was there, and Mr, Burke and Judge
Wright, and Httle Letty and a man
whom Mr, Burke at once recognized
a8 “the fellow,” and so he turned his
back on uim contemptuously.

“You've got quite a color, Mother
Taney,” sald Sophy., “You'll soon be
able to come over. Help with the can-
ning, eh?"

“Mrs. Taney,” sald the doctor,
“needs a long season of rest before
health s restored. I have recommend-
ed a change of alr—a journey——"

Willlam exchanged alarmed glancea
with his wife,

“Why, you must take us for mil-
lionalres, doe,"” she ecried. “Change of
alr? Journey? That sort of prescrip-
tion suits city, fine ladies, But farm-
ers' wives, who have to earn thelr llv-
ing, can't take time for such folder-
ols,"

The doctor would have answered,
but Letty put her hand on his arm.
There was a faint plnk on her cheeks,
and her blue eyes sparkled llke steel.

“Fortunately, my mother,” she sald
gently, *“ls not In such a stralt. I
have arranged for her to take the
Jjourney. We are golng to-morrow to
Virginia, I have bought her old home,
and we shall live there, She will
have a long change of alr”

William turned ghastly pale.

“Bought? What money had you?"

“Her own share of the estate,” sald
Judge Wright calmly. “lLetty I8 of
age. Bhe seems to have always been
under the Impression that she and her
mother were dependent upon you, She
came to ask me about It two monthas
ago; and I, as her guardian and execu-
tor, had nothing more to do than to
hand her over her share, which was,
you know, in bonds. 8he has chosen
to Invest it in Virginia land, Mr.
Hipps made the purchase for her"
nodding to the beery lawyer, who nod-
ded gravely back again,

Mr. Burke moved suddenly over to
his side, with a beaming recognition.

“How do you propose to live on this
farm?" sald Willlam.

“My mother will withdraw her por-
tlon of the estate,” said Letty.. “She
s entitled to a third, you know.”

“Withdraw? Thirds? Why, I've
use for it. If she does that, I have
done with the meadow lots!"

His volece was llke that of an en-
raged dog. :

“You seem, Willam,” sald Judge
Wright, “strangely to have forgotten
the position of your mother and sis-
ter, You have drawn the Interest of
your mother's money, It must all, of
course, be refunded, Little Letty has
a clear head. She will manage very
well, By the way, she has suggested
to me that your wife should send over
the Cleveland sllver, and all other
household property belonging to your
mother before marringe."

When Willlam and his wife went
out of the gate, he seemed to have
sghrunk Into a smaller and older man.
The last words heard from hlm were
"lote.”"  “It's all your fault” In a
flerce bitterness,

When they had all gone, Letty put
her head down on her tuother's lap.

“Now, mother,” she said, “for the
roses and the old onks, and rest, and
home! We shall find poor bluck Tod
there, waltlng; and all  your
friendg—"

There was an uneagy cough behind
them, It wns Mr. Burke, walting to
sy good-by.

“I shull be a neighbor, too, Miss
Letty."

“Yes, I remember,” blushing very
much,

He held her hand a moment.

“You—you nre not sorry that I shall
be there too?"

But Letty only blushed more ab-
surdly, and could not answer.—Peter-
son's Mngazine,

Chinese Humor.

The Chinese minister was asked the
other day If there were any Chinecse
humorists, says the New York World.

“Oh, yes,” he replled, “plenty of
them. There are some very good jokes
in Chinese literature."

“Tell one,” sald the visitor,

“Well,” snid the minister, “this Is a
famous Chinese story, There was once
i traveler stopped at the house of a
friend for some refreshment. He asked
for n cup of ten. It so happened that
the friend had no tea in the house,
but said he would send his son to bor-
row some from a neighbor, The wife
put a pot of water on the fire to boil.
The son did not return and it became
necessary to add some cold water to
that bolling In the pot, This was done
several times. The son did not return
with the tea and finally the wife said,
‘Inasmuch as the tea does not seem to

be forthcoming, perhaps you had bet-
ter offer your guest a bath.'”

It's always a cold day for an office-

Liolder when he gets fired.



