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ast-f?'rm l].’l.‘itl‘.i‘thl;nﬁ. hollyhocks am; [ mnnt.sl;ould .n;t _lm allowed to inter- ;1!-1—1;1: thoughts were leaping. She =
zinnias. fere with her own good. membered storles like this where the

OTHER,” the rocking

forced to be its own reward. The 1637

“You dear!” whisperad Lols. “How
nlee to get it {rom sucl: a place!”

The kitchen gate and door stood cor-
dially open. The three peeped in as
Lois kaocked.

There must have been ull over New

“Yes, I do want it very much,” again
urged Lols. Could it be pessible she
was to be balked of this find? *I have
hunted everywhere for one, and so
haye others., If you do not think the
price enough, I will give you more."

some one
long sinee,

for itsell
“loved

heart had taken
symbol of those
and lost a while.”
The homely little vision had nothing
grotesque for the girl, but was irradi-
ated with the love that made it possl-

England hundreds of such kitchens in “That 18 a large sum,” sald Mrs, | ble. What was the small sense of
the days of Adams and Jefferson. Ab-| Gerard. prosperity and elegance that woeuld

solutely clean, bare of all but neces-
sities, and those of the clumsiest fash-
fon, it spoke of toll and poverty.

But the little woman who entered

“I guess I know it. T guess I'd like
to have It, too,” said Miss Polly.
“There’s just one thing I've said I'd do
these last twenty year If ever I found

come to this lonely old woman froms
“a fore-room carpet” compared withy
the abiding happiness that was hers
pow in the nearness of her mother?®

€ 6 = - frora another door was eloguent of [ the money, I've vowed and declared|How very slight a thing it seemed now,
chair by the gate|chest was genuice indeed, it crumbled | greater things, IHer white hair and| g get a carpet for this fore-room floor, | too, that the girl's father’s vast collee-
sounded slightly dis-| feebly away under the ministration | heavy wrinkles were defied by her tion should lack this particular curi-

pleased with things, “do

of the freight handlers. The hooded

Ma and me, we made a rag one long

: ﬁtrﬂ]ght Sholtlders ﬂn(] her (‘ye.s. in ﬂhout t“.'t\_]"e._HO. near "“,'euty year 031()"
_you ':tcel sromptings to the strenuous| highboy proved to be wearing a head- | which burned immortal youth. ago; but it got wore out an’ I took it| As for her own hurt pride, now so
Aife? gear not its own, and Its legs at least| «Cood afternoon!” She answered | up, for give me anythin’, says I but | near receiving balm, Lois’s breath did

“In what form?" The steamer chalr
-on the plazza was evidently inviting a
map.

“Um—er—say golf; I haven't plaged

one hundred years too juvenile for it
The *“Pittsfleld Elm” plate revealed
to the unfriendly daylight cracks seam-
ing It from side to side.

their greetings in a bright little volece.
“Won't you walk into the foere-room?"

A touch cf pride In her voice made
thera look eagerly about; here might

holes, 1 do want that carpet the worst
way. It's a trial when folks come to
see me from Searsboro or Pleasant Val-
ley to have to take 'em right In onto

go hard for an instant. It was such &
prize she had found; and even the
meost learned of her father’s collector
friends had never yet achieved it!

-tc‘l: days." Other calamitous disabllities ap-|pe treasures. It was only the humblest | pare boards.” She put the pitcher back into it's own.
Golf! A mile across lots to the|peared mysteriously in all Lois's | of sitting rooms, with no carpets on the Lols looked steadily at the worn old | er's bands. *“Do not sell it to me, Miss
links and three miles around them!| treasures. But she was of the stuff unpainted boards. Yet it represented ; Polly,” she sald, very softly, “or to

Ask Lois”

of which martyrs and collectors are

Miss Polly’s best; therefore her pride

face. She divined something behind

the hestitatlon fo sell, and she wanted

any one. None of your friends care

' “Lols 1s in one of ber now-you-see-me- | made. Each new expedition was “a|in it to find out what it was about the earpet at all; they like yom
and-now-you-don't moods, I can't|triumph of hope over experience.” “A real pleasaut day for a ride,” zue “You feel differently u.bont this pitch- just as well without it. But to have
And—" Mixed with the pure gold of her an- | jegan, er than about anything else that was | Sense of your mother's presence ia

The stones on the wa’l rattled, and | tiquarian passion was, it must be told, “Yes,” acswered Lols's aunt. “We| your mother's?’ she asked gently the most beautiful possession om
through the swaying rows of sweet|the dross of wounded pride. It Was|are having beautifnl weather.” “That's it. -‘Jverylthi‘ng' here was | earth.”

Ppeas came a breathless volce.

“The most wonderful find—right
‘here—Joe says we can drive easlly—
inow, to-day—for fear some one breaks

t_'!

“A 1607 carved chest or a hood-top
highboy?’ The tone would have damp-
«2ned any but a true enthusiast.

“It's a ‘General Pike' pitcher!” There
wvas a pause for every one to take in
the great mews.

“And we yearn for a Ceneral Pike
;pitclmr above all earthly joys®’

hard to be met always at the end of
each hunt by the wise smiles of her
father and his friends, and their “You
sgee, my dear, a genuine platter would
have—"" or “You never find a really
old chair with those marks onp——"

“I do hope it hasn't got a great bite
out of it like the George Third tureen!”
said Lols to herself,

“Here's Pond Meadow,” announced
Joe, pointilng to open flelds which
stretched away from a mountain lake.
A few houses stood along the grassy

Lois, with the tact that was the
wonder of tho girls, divined the desire
for information that would not satisfy
itself by questions.

“We are spending the summer down
in Searsboro,” slhie sald. *“We drove
up from there. We heard you had
some old furniture we could lock at.”

Miss Polly sat straighter. *‘Just look
around you. Everything's old. I'm
riost as old as the rest.”

“We heard about a Ceneral DPlke
pitcher; perhaps you know about it,"

ma's, hbut—"" 8he looked at Lois, and
then, as if to lher alone, went on in a
soft, shy volee, that gradually lost all
shyness in depth of feeling.

“Ma an' me was about everything
to one another. I was the oldest—
there was six of us—and I planned
with her comeways about raising "em,
ra being busy a good deal. Then by
and by pa he went, and my sister
Cynthy—the other girl—both in one
vear. The boys they died, ftoo, terrible
quick after that—we ain't long-lived,

“Lois,"” said her aunt, as they drovo
away, “I think it was really wrong in
you to encourage that poor old ereature
in her delusions against her own inter-
ests,” ’

Lois smiled. *“I didn't want the
pitcher, truly, auntie, not after—yom
gee—well I think while she talked I
saw ‘ma’ a little, too.”"—Youth's Come
panion. . ¢

She Got the Potatoes,
The man who forgets the obligations

“AYna “ha AT O imiola o : in the way of shopping imposed upon

“Alas, the ignorance of one’s own | road. . said Mrs. Gerard, who saw ro reason | only just ma and me. h! 'h;: 11 { ::, ) “l' his f:imll . w}:en
kin!" sald Lols, coming out of the| “Let's begin here!” cried Lols, nod- | for wasting time in overtures. “Ma and.me,we just had to beall in [ 4oy X ¢ ‘;m”} s e S -"1 %
sweet peas. “Listen, Bess. It's one|ding at a rambling old farmhouse, shin- |  afjss Polly vanished to the kitchen. | all to each other, it was 8o lonesome. he leaves the house is not rare enoug

wf the oldest and rarest pieces of na-
tive china, I've never even seen one,
and father has hunted years for one.
Think of its belng up In this little Ver-
mont village!”

“Who told you?' queried Bess.

“The postmistress., I asked her
about old furniture and china the first
day I came. I've just been down to
Jthe village., She was visiting up on
‘Pond Meadow Hill' last week and

-gaw an old pitcher in one of the houses;
she can't remember whose, but she
wrote down the name of the pitcher.
Joe is willing to take us right up there
now in the jolly-boat.”

Driven by Lois's impetuosity, the
gunt and the cousin packed themselves
and their remonstrances Into the jolly-
boat, a wagon of mixed architecture,
put unlimited capacity, and counseled

. Joe, owner of the vehicle, to drive to
Pond Meadow Hill

The sun stlll stood cover Haystack
Mountain, but *“the sleep that lles
among the lonely hills"” was already

ing white and clean in the aifernoon
sun. “There’'s an old man on the
porch."”

i, 3

When she appeared sha bore a squat,
brownish and—to the uaenliglitened
mird—ug!y plteher.

I went out sewing by the day,
over to Pleasant Valley sometimes.
But there wasn't any weather or any
distance could keep me away a night
from ma. By and by she took sick, and

way

I stayed here all the time.

“Ma an’ me took sights of comfort
together, even if we were lonesome.
What we llked best was to talk about
old times, when it seemed as if this
house was just full of children, and
noise and goin's on. Pa was a great
hand for a joke, and so was ma, and
geod-dispositioned! I don't know as
I ever heard a sour word from her,
for all she was so trled. And It wasn't
suph work living then, neither., Pa,
he was pretty prosperous with his
tarm, and the boys, they was likely
fellows. I guess there wa'n't a happler
family In this country than we was.

“I'm comin' to the pltcher. The
thing that seemed to bring it all back
clearest was that pitcher. Ma, she
didn't believe in tea or coffee for young
cnes, 80 we had milk breakfast, din-

to excite curiosity, but the woman with
sufiicient wit and tact to checkmate
this loss of memory is. One such lives
in Penunsylvanla., The Philadelphla
Record says that she had labored for
several days to impress upon her hus-
band the necessity of sending heme &
bag of potatoes.

At last, when all her persuasions and
injunctions had failed, she surprised
him one morning by handing him =«
gealed letter, and asking him with
great serlousness not to open it untll
he had reached his place of business.
All the way down town ke thought of
the strange request, and he no sooner
entered his office than he tore open
the letter, This is what he read:

“Dear John: For some time past
I have thought long and earnestly on
what I have to say to you, and I havo
decided that this s the best method
to communlicate it. I have hesltated
several times about writing to you
in this way, but I find that I cannot
conceal my thoughts longer. I must
and will tell you all"”

creeping down ital slope. M;'a. (t;seru:ld ner an’ supper. I can see ma Just 48| g John's hair began to rise, bat
and Bess enjoyed the September beant?” = e - st t .
in silence. Lots brooded lovingly over o CIins & e ool hapto paurior] ¢ Disolciily beiet axis o B PP
. . e read on: ‘“The potatoes have been out
the prize yet to be captured. out our mugs of milk. for a week. Please send home a bag
« Lols’s father possessed all the requi- “She always used that pitcher. It|; tllougl;t in thlis method you wonhi
sites for happiness but bealth. Shut stood right In the morth butt'ry Win-| o b Jikely to forget.”
out from the things of action, he gave} .,y 4 p GET RIGAT UP ANC POUR US OUT A MUC TO CCOL US OFF.” | dow, where it's always eool, and she| pype potatoes went up to the housa
his life to the things of the mind. A kept it full of milk. If any of us chil- | 4y 0¢ morning
boyhood passed in an English village . o —=1y gon ; o wEN I A " ’ T~ dren come in hot and thirsty, ma'd get -
Ilm‘t}; givcln him a love for all the “1 quake, Lols, “’.“Sf“ red‘ e P Sriod Lol Kaer -p.j - .beg"nn right up and pour us out a mug to cool No Musie in His Soul. !
' \ “He looks like Jupiter in the Flaxman | to glitter with the collector's joy. She - i ‘ . ;
links that hold us to the past. Homer."” received it into her hands as if it were | U8 off. Somehow that pitcher just Mr. Finley, of South Carolina, makes
S0 Bad dui¥ed 3n 0lG TooMGh ADC ;_1—?;11-.““ 7 even the Olympians are as u.'.iru"r;-d vessel '1‘111\ u;ost searching | secmed to mean ma, 8o i) of some- | 00 conceatiment of th Tace that he S8
gathered about him the antiquivies of I.lilllli-tllltf tu)\':‘).ur collector, for I:ms was ex;i;nimnIuﬁ‘frr‘o‘ved it -ﬂuwless, without | thing guonl., and 1'«'-:1f1y to give to us. 1o e;n: for mus_iq but he t_urue._l th}s
.'.l.ll't"i-ld)‘ su.yiug in beguiling tones: crack or mnlck. “Ma suffered terrible the last year. lzw.L; of tuneful mfurmullo.u_ into s:joke

“Good nfturl-won. sir! We are ve'ry The heart of the young collector [.uun‘t tell you about that, even mn\.*. a few days ago when a II'E('HI] invited
much Interested in old-fashioned furni- | fairly bounded. Here was a relic of | For days after ’:h"' RS BONL, [ couldn’t | him to attend a c""ﬁ‘_""”" l:_"““l_h'“‘ sake
ture, and we thought perhaps you had | bygone history for which her father look at anythin’ she'd used; i‘l hr.oughf oS old Ilmvs..\lr. Finley “’“n’”me_d to
some we might look at.” had searched years; here was a trophy | ber lmc'k to me, all worn an’ thim an’ | sit through a vm-iml_‘pm;._r:tr:l, which

“No, ma'am,” replied the old man, |that would prove her something more | Sufferin’. naturally afforded him little amuse-
with surprising quickness, “I ain't, | than a silly girl, snatching u» anything| “One day, a week from the burlal, “1_‘:111- ) L s o
but if I had you should have it so| because she bappened to seo it in an|I went into the buit'ry for the first Don't you k"\‘“_ that p_“‘“_-\ “}‘
quick you wouldn’'t know who you be. | old house. time—Cousin Ezra Drew's folks had | quired ]‘“-‘ '1""‘_“'_-‘_‘_‘113"1_’ ll“-' seemed ia-
Me an’ my wife we perfectly hate it.| Then she made Miss Polly a humble, | been stayin’ here doin’ for me—and I ".' £Tens. 1o '_‘f:‘I"l'l_r- 3“3“{5-

Just look in thar, if you ‘waut to know | gracious little speech, asking her to|saw that pitcher oa the shelf. Ana| “Whatlisit: replied the South Caro-
what we favor for furniture.” sell the treasuie. maybe you won't belleve it, I seemed to I!I.lilz}l_l- o oy -

He opened the door into a low, old| “Sell it!® cried Miss Polly. “No,|see ma standin' by it. Not poor apd | "Why. that’s “America. :
room, with erooked windows and bil- | indeed!” sick, but rogy end smilln', like long| "Novth o "‘_‘“““'- he rejoined.~
lowy floor. “1 will pay 820 for it,;”" vwrged Lois. ago. Nothin' would do me but I must|W ‘L'*lili'”‘["“'_l‘i‘-‘"

“On!™ eried the wvisitors in anguish. “Twenty dollars!” Miss Polly gasped have that pitcher on the t:‘s‘.}lu llnfat AR 018 Custorn ln’ ui:mwm!.

Red plush chairs and glided tables|a little. “Well, now, there's sights | night at ma's old place. There she There is an apclent custom under
crowded every space; huge chromos | folks can do with & sum of money | Wis, like she always was, bappy and | which the olive groves around Da-
ju gilded frames covered the walls, ke that. Bui that there’s ‘Mal'” ready to begin to held us. mascus are guarded by official wateh-

“All our taste,” rejoiced the owner. Her visitors stared. The little woman “I don't believe in any spirits men to prevent the trees being stripped
“No old traps for us. But some folks | blushed red all cver her white old| manifestations from the other w i i N Ly thieves, Dut on a certhin date tho
has other notions. Let "em have "em | face. Gbu'Eyon 3 ) -}.II l .; governor, or sale naglstrate, issues

I lcome, I say " you're the f t that gornad foelish ' she erled in’ eyver 1 pul Il a nroclamation svarni all owners
f EIE TORE A SQUAT, u.r-'.:f:-'TSII ?Elf}‘f i‘i::_}_ T:__.!:I‘:l._i;“ ‘fl ’ "51‘ -I.I‘._I 1}“;‘;.\ ,\Ii‘.]l B f \ I onvl { lafn. 1 pnitcher in tl \ 1 tabl of ‘._ _:.]'[ T l] .:-l||-1;..l ¥ ‘rl_l._l. l""i':
| ._1‘_( untry. He and his daughter | Pottis; 1 folks has Deen here longer'n | eall that pitesner You sed ind =it 1l ‘ ' e thelr {ruit, for after a certain date it

Lad t many days in little outworn | any on Richt to end of the road /| it « since 1 2 can e Was | popon public property. If a farmeg

villnges pleking up relles, curlous or | she ly een dend fen yen W i i b his erop only half gathered when

valuable. The road soon grew to be no road But surely you hiave other relies of | 2 I don’f ! or 1 dnte arrives P vill gather
At first I loved the old thing all, only a wide meadow moning 0 . M I IS Very anx [ v 1 REC R {ar him.—Chicaro Record-Herald,

) becauze 1 wer did, but gradually | to the edge of the bilL Right at the u y awn ti especial pitcher. It ! ' e gm0 \hway ) R

collector’'s passion burned in her | end of things clung a litle, low houee, historical wvalve” Mrs, Gerard Tea e "'_.““ e it Y.llm'lh.:- 1 I“'.}: ..." e . o : ’\I L Tagty
' own breast, gray and moss-grown, its Uit of a door- | spoke deeidedly, Ieeling that as this| face, hut ber volee was glad. The oth- | population. It ._.'.Lul 1&.-..|\” more peola
: Thus far perseyeraunce had been| yard aftame with aulymn fowers, | poor wolnan needed the momey, senti-| ers were perfectly still. In Lols's mind | last year thaun it bhad in 1801 |




