
HER MOTHER .
"Oh, mother, why don't you

dess like other folks? If you'
couldn't afford 'anything but
calico, wrappers I wouldn't say a
word."

The little gray-haire-d woman
continued dressing without an-

swering.' -- '

"Well, I don't care. I think
you might think of the rest of us !

Harry is coming out this after-
noon and he is so particular. I
don't think-- it's nice for you to go
looking like a rag. bag. " I'm
ashamed to-ha- anyone come out
from town. I am, honestly. At
girl doesn't-lik- e to be ashamed of
her own mother."

(

Too angry to, care' what she(
said or whatrshe did, Margaret
slammed the door and Jled to her;
own room. . ;

Her mother sank down upon a
chair, "Ashamed !" she repeated,
"ashamed of her own mother!"
She fastened her collar and look-
ed down at the despised wrapper.
"It's whole and clean, even if it
is faded a little."

A stricken light crept over the
w r i ir k 1 e d face. "Ashamed,
ashamed," she kept saying to her-
self. The hated words mocked
her. T She must get away from
them and away from people to
fight out this new trouble. There

.was one spbt on the farm where
" ,she could ba quiet by herself with-

out danger of being discovered,
and, she hurried to' the great, redS

barn and up the stairs into the
big, lonely loft, and there in the
stuffy stillness she threw herself
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"No one cares." slie. sobbed,
"and Madge, my baby, is asham-
ed of me. All my life I have slav-
ed and drudged for them and
that's all they think I'm good for.
They call me matter of fact, they
think that I don't 5care what they
say to me. . Oh, I wish, I wish I
could die!"

In the calm .of exhaustion
which fpllows grief the woman
lay thinking of 'her embittered
life. Years ago she had been a
belle, then in the blush of youth
the man' who 'was now her hus-
band had whispered .love words
which he ha"d &oon forgotten. It
was'when'she grew' careless that
the shell had begun to grow
around her. One 'by one her girl
dreams faded, Then the chil-

dren came ' and she dreamed
again, but thes"e dreams had been
rudely, shattered, until but one
hope remained; and that. was that
the little girl might grow up to
see and to understand, and to-

day had come the bitterest disap-
pointment. Madge was ashamed.
There were no sounds irr the loft
except the quick spasmodic
catching of her breath, and the
sharp snapping of the drying
hay until a voice broke the still-

ness.
"Mother !" A great fear seized

the woman, Margaret must never
know, no one must ever know
how things hurt her.

"Mother!" There was a step
on the stair, the girl was search-
ing for her. There was no es-

cape, the mother covered her face
with her toil-wo- rn hands and
waited. - .xu


