
By Barft Haley
"Why, why. >:. • implies

that I have told a falsehood, and thai I v^*
not dire to repeat it t.> her' It is too much!— have the greatest mind t.-

—but wait!
'

She
turned arid t..,,k u;> a slender, green-bound book
and looked at it thoughtfully, F.»r th.it v... 1 >r.2j
after Thomas Bailey Aldrich had criminalh iped out
of existence that lovely Marjorie Daw, and mg such
rueful laughter from his deceived readers. Yel tera
little thought, Susannah contemptuously tied:
'"They willknow nothing about Marjorie Daw . i ing!
So, I'lldoit! They have found me thre Mr V: xr^rnow I'llkeep him, and give them something I> m '

and
"
Ah!

'
about.

"Surely it willbe very funny for an old m i to
receive a gentleman's attentions! I—I nrondci what
Mr. Brown's tir>t name i>? Er—cr Robert? | ha}

Oh, no, John Brown's dead already. It s Ibe
rather a grave name, like Paul— yes, that's it. J Pad
Brown. Let me see. Mr. Brown's business is-

—
er,

what 5 Shopkeeper? No. i hate shopkeeper ,IM
like him to be a lawyer; bui how would a lawyer c rae<
to meet j>o«>r me? A literary man?" Her ey

- >right-
ene.l at tin- thought. "Ye-.— lie came to this

'
irling-

house —
old friend of the family. Has travel* : >«*i

deal— no settled home. Mr. Brown has i>
'

a bit
unsettled and uncertain just at first. So now, Mis-
tresses Margy and Bess. I'll introduce you I naj
friend, Mr. Paul Brown, a literary man."

She seated herself before her >;>».vkless, spot!
--

desk.
:-:'.d for the first time in her life wrote rapidly, recklessly;
two letters, which without re-reading she* thrust inr>
envelops, and half angryi half-laughing, poshevl their
into •he letter-!«.\.

["An 0; M.iiXs Husband**' will be continued in tlw
story of "IKr Courtship .m.i Marriage" August i5. and
concluileU m "Widowhood and Wedding Belli"
Sej.teml.er ;.|

leprous old tree outside than with anyone inside the
h.nisr.

"•1'. km- old thing!" she thought, as >lv- looked
at it. for, alas! each summer it bore .1 large crop ol
offensively tat worms, who spun long threads to swing
from, while watching tor a coming stranger to tall
upon. "It's so alone!" thoughi the woman. "It
has no one to care for it. A little attention, a little
spraying from a friendly hand, would prevent this
summer horror. In the spring I'm sure it thrills
as keenly to the joy of rising sap, through all it.^
limbs, as can the clean, well-cared-for mapli • a
the way. and its buds as proud prow

And when .it l.i-t the poor, mangy lopsided l<
raked together t" their burning, the silvery,

purple, twisting spirals ol their smoke rose I\u25a0

thud floor front, and through the still autim.
bore Susannah as the ci ghl across land
and iakc. and she was back in the « madian town,

where handsome Harry McDonald had offered her,
Susannah A . ln^ c rening air was

Ihe sm< >k>- lit burning lea •\u25a0
\u25a0.

Yes, thai was why her intimac) with the tree
closer than with boarder, i rlandlady ai No \u0084,

,
1 1 m-st . was why when she received 1
she in tii ti \u25a0 \ had turned to it in her silent pain

She m loved and trusted th I 1 friends "t her
youth, and though >lv- could express only a little

\u25a0

in her l.il>' »ri< ius effi >r1 < in tl
of the gri •\u25a0'\u25a0 in.' t the gii

their c1wn \u25a0

than m reading of hers. She wi
\u25a0

\u25a0

\u25a0

;
\u25a0 I. 1 B

\u25a0 1... . ...
iti th

"What

Susannah is old an<l homely, ti
she is only two jrears older than I 11 • >uld
i « beei -• >d enough looks gha ! I ':>een. • prim. Do you rem Irajf
her hair l>.u-k so ti^'ht she couldn't »hui ves>
Her mother said it was neat and 1

seem strange to think that Aunt lii.i I \u25a0 fc .^
;imineering an

'
ng. has beei

four year-., and poor old Uncle 1
;• Susannah?

yottr last lei |• , : Why, Slargy Pati
talkii ! You don'l

fa a thot
I

; Ive
r heard of hhn; and I dml I tV

a wi'
"

Vi•'.;

\u25a0

\u25a0

\u25a0

B •> k

Wounded, shamed ami angered, in all the r-ain
an<l confusion of many rankling wounds, she realized
that the deepest humiliation, the sharpest !mrt. carpe-
fr«>m the readiness of.... and sen IIinrard
f.>r another's amusement the coarsely unkind jest
that James Bullock had made at her expense;
She had woven so many loving thought.*, hopes arul
prayers into the soft, pink-and-white web >: her
knitting, and all the time she had been looked
t:;">n as a vulgarly ludicrous figure of fun and why?
Simply because fate had set the seal of utter loneliness
over against her name. And how old she must seem to
others, since her friends called her an old maid! «

Tears smarted, her eyes as she glanced ag .in at
m

-he
I

-
II

\u25a0

r
\u25a0

And all these long years thai had bloomed and
blossomed f<>r her friends had Urn arid, >•> dv 1

dry for her. Unending work, unbroken loneline
thai was all. Slu- had lived for years in tlii^ same
third floor front, and she fell more intimate with the

And then, at la I v hen j ing Pat I
tie phi tti..;: aph< r, ha<l appeu

t \u25a0 lake si >me itudic . for "ari \u25a0\u25a0

1.. 1 |o\ \u25a0\u25a0! y throal and aim \u25a0 \u25a0me oi the iiI
, having given Susannah apopli \u25a0. » Mai ;j

said :\u25a0 \u25a0 lil tie about his being •;• :'\u25a0 \u25a0 lovelj
we iring Ihe imai tesl clothe
aboul bonlion and theater tickets thai | 1 Susan
im!,. to use hei 1\u25a0 \u25a0 n word . vas dropped .ill in 1

heap," v. hen ihe rec< led a bit ol Mi Waltei Pal
t":i i wedding-cake, foi her to dream over, ami llu h
ing .1 little wondered it thai was meani !•\u25a0

'
bui concluded thai Margy was t •

•\u25a0
• gentle I \u25a0 wish '

\u25a0•

wound even 1 woman \u25a0>• nearlj an old maid :i he
already was. N'•\u25a0.•. . with a heari full "t reliel thai
pretty Margarei was safely married .it last, >lv- hui
ried forth to innl her morsel ol silver fi»r .1 wedding
gift, and because the bride loved her own fail face
Su annah gave something for the 1 tilei rather than
the dining-table.

little ' I'•

I'\u25a0 \u25a0 \u25a0

\u25a0 eye to th I'att ehold
hile Be :\u25a0' I had

'
•\u25a0 hanging theii

1. • : .\u25a0> \u25a0 been
I 11 ing throug] ''

\u25a0 h
an<l poor Susani
,\u25a0

•
\u0084 1 : \u25a0 \u25a0 . [each and even

tart to hi pt in a state
hould losi

head and pick at lasi tick after rejecti \u25a0

;\u25a0' > in.in v 1raighl \u25a0••

bear being loft alone with her." And so iihappened
ill t the lasl kiss, the las! backward l"<>k, had been
for the helpless father, when Susannah A. had left
the chill purity of her own home, and \vi ipped in her
mantle of silence had gone among strangers to earn
her righi 1 • live

1,, the mech nical v c of the pen Miss Blaclock
wa-. an adept Neatness, precision, perfect legibility
and surprising speed kcj>t her work as an amanuensis
near perfection yel from the moment she had firsi
seen ;i type-writing machine she had been taken in

..,.,\u25a0 \\, t» \u25a0 thai \u25a0he had wonden i >' the
I: \u25a0 thai
headlong letennination with which everything was

here in the Stat< Bui ai thai moment she
too fell a toui h f»l thai furious fe\ er thai 1 I

foi immediate possession, and as exti 1 work she did
much copying, and even addn ed envelops; vveni
insu iciently clothed, in v ciently fe«l nights
;, well as through noon hours; risking everything
to earn quickl) the type-writer thai inigh! so materially
improve hei position and ;he 1 ime to date things

\u0084,\u25a0! .1
- happening "before or after I bo

my type-writer." jusi a Be md Margy dated
from baby'

'
\u25a0;;

" ''
\u25a0' >\

1 . giii -.-. imen no cparated.
I; \u25a0;\u25a0,,, li .-.1 aw iv in the We t, in a thriving and

\u25a0 ,;i\ hul m irried a \u25a0 lined, but
m, who knew the

lucation; bul
\u25a0 \u25a0 ] \u25a0\u25a0! mental,

in B lys had 1 \r;but 1

»ad to lie ]
:

•
im tney . ;

\u25a0
'

had
\

\u25a0 \u25a0 \u25a0 \u25a0

I door h
'

\u25a0

'
\u25a0 ; \u25a0

\u25a0

;\u25a0

1
1

I
I

\u25a0

1

1
••\u25a0

\u25a0
\u25a0

V

in {ire •• '

el
\u25a0

\u25a0

I,•\u25a0 i ' •
\ i

I learning
had \u25a0

Iknow the way
How very happy through the world I'llbe
With none to mind or scold or ever bother me
Or cry, when in a wond'i ous -.hip upon the sea

Isail away.

the possible marriage ol an >>M maul : S
A' Why, she -lil never gel .1 husband in the w

V 1 n'l ihe ,i!.'.i\ . the "idmaidesi creatun \ \u25a0•\u25a0\u25a0

•i
' 1 don'i Itelteve any man r>n earth evei

.1 glance ai her. V.tu'd bet ter <jui •h< «c
I>i<> <

\u25a0 "l .ilver. You needn'l 1. II your hu
ii he i^ so sentimental al">'.tt them. 1 wonder it
Susannah will iendyou lomehaM locksnuv
you ihouhlhave heard James, when Ifirst toldhim
them! Henearl) ;j>lithis tides withlaughter, cryi
the time 'Good Lord! »• 1 Lord! Idgive til
to see. .in "li|maid making bah) socks!' |ames
loud m| his joke, ami he will cling t.> his idea thai

Iknow the way
Beyond the meadow whore the river flows.
And whiii' the Si oat road to the wide world <?Oi's
111 travel when I'm big and have new clothes

For every day.

Iknow tht- way
Behind the far gray hills where cities lie
And reach their castles almost to the sky
I'll laugh and sing and never have to cry

The livelong day.
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