
Daniel Holman was planting peas in his garden. A
fine large village garden it was; its soil a uark sandy
loam that gave promise of fruitiulne s. Oichard treesblossomed arouiui him1; birds iiitted througn the air
with wifcps of straw in their Leaks, intent upon hoine-
buildmg. The very atmosphere had the invigorating
breath of Spring. The old man dropped the seeds with
a liberalhand in the furrow he had opened; then walk-ed backward, treading it down as he drew the moist
earth over it with his hoe. There was a subdued ioy
in his kind old face, a zest in every movement:the joy
of a willing lalyor performed in a glad faith of the har-
vest.

A called shaxoly from^the house:'
Daniel ! Daniel Ilolman! Oome right here!

''Yes, mother.'
He gathered up his tools and the t n bucket thatheld his seeds and plodded toward the bouse, gaving

wistfilly back in the direction of the -vegetable patch?
In the doorway his wife awaited him, the frown thathad graved deep lines on her forehead drawing her faceinto unlovely lines. She had on her best black cash-
mere drebs and her bonnet and was drawing en a pair
of leng-wristed biack taffeta gloves.

"Daniel Ilolman, what you been a-doing now ? Ain'tyou a pretty sight to go and see a dying man ?
'

He looked guiltily down upon his muddied shoer> andthe earth stains on his 'garments.'
Why, you see, Mother,' he said meekly, 'you wasn'tquite r&ady ; and I've teen sio late getting in those peas

and the shower last night made the ground just nice andmoist. Iguess a little brushing'll make me pass mus-
ter.'

He wiped his feet on a grassulot back of the house,
then came up the steps. From a shelf on the back
porch he took down a blacking-brush an-d did his Dest torestore the iA)lish to his muddied boots, following theprocess with a violent bmshing of his shabby best
clothes. I-luiriedly scrubbing his face and hand's'at tic
kitchen sin\, he went in to eclipse* himself in the big
rollci- to-wel that hunp;'bcMde it,emerging rosy of, coun-
tenance and serene ol mind.'

Here Iam, spick and span and handsome as the
day you married me, mother ' '

Upon the woman's face there was no answering
smile.'

You've never mae'e anything of yourse'f, and you
never will, Dai.iel Ilolman. The idea cf v our joking
and planting garden sccSs when yoi.r old friend amicomrade, ELen i\!i ler, lies dying » A hero like linn,
too ' '

Had she been looking at him, Mrs. Iloliran might
ha\e seen a quiver of pain thot i-hol for an instanto;er rrs placid fa^e , hut she straightered her bonnc-t
before the little glass on the kitchen wall, then passed
out into the sunshine, horsel f waiting to I'ck the doorand hide the 1-ey vinlet the doormat oiuside.

As they passed along the village street, lined with
tall trees just coming into leaf, the sunshine, filtering
through the half-clad branches, made a dancing fretworkon road an1 sidewalk. Early as it was in the fore-noon, other friends and neighbors were out, clad in theirbest Srindiav clothes, silrnt and decorous ami grave offace, all going in one direction— toward E'ben Miller'shouse ; for word had been sent around the 'night beforethat the old solher, measuring the little space of lifestill left him, as a brave man may, had expressed thewisih that all who had loved and honored him during hislifetime should gather at his home for a last farewell.

E.er since the day when voimg Ehen Mil'er hadcome staggering into camp at Fort Donelson bearing, inKis arms the insensible form of Ins Colonel, 'shotthrough the ohigh, he had been the hero of his nativeNorthern town. The Colonel had been retired becauseof permanent disability ; but Ehen, serving until the
war was over,had on hiis return been met at the train
by a band of music and flying colors, to take his life-
long place among the most distinguished iren of thecomnvmitv Col Frown had succeeded to the estai-esand interests of his father, the old Judge, one of therichest and most influential men in the county ; aadEben, who before the war had been accounted a young
fellow of Icps than average promise,hplred along by thefoloivel's bad ing, and home aloft on the flood of popu-
lar fa^ior,'bad built up a prosperous mercantile businessand become known as one of the

'
solid

'
men of theplace, ser' ing a couple of terms as president of thetown council. Living as he had in a cloud of glory, it

had been reckoned as not least among his virtues thathe had always borne his honors modestly, deprecating
all references to his, gallant deed, and been fctiithful to hisold friends and obscure comrades, chief among theseDaniel Holman.

Strange how luok favors one and slights another,'
said Mrs. Holman, as she saw the straggling villagersfocusing into a veritable procession near tne Millerhouse. ' Take you and Eben Miller. You started out
in life together in this very town and enlisted in thesame company !

'
1Yes, we fought side by side,' assented Holman.Histhoughts weic far away on a Southern battlefield.
1iremember the day you marched away,' continuedthe wife, softening at the nvemory. 'Daniel, I never

told you before, but Iwas so proud of you ! You werethe handsomest man in all the company— handsomerthan the Colonel. You know,' she added shyly 'Icouldha\e Lad Brown.''
Iknow,' he said, and for a moment age arid the

jears, with all their disappointments, fell away as they100 ed into each other's eyes." 1' was prouder of you than he ever was of his com-mission,' said Holman.
1 I thought you'd come back with a general's stars,'

addei tie g^-ey-haired woman, and her voice took on abitter toie, with reminiscence.
'
But see how it all

turned out. Of course the Colonel had his start madefor him; 'but tihe fact that he served three months intl.e War of the Rebellion has done a lot for him. Itsent him to (Jon?re_s anld it's made him oneof the firstmen of the SU.te. And ttben Aiiller's been a big manall Ins life, and they say his name's got into history.Whi.e you !All you got out of that very battle was a(icsii wound in jour arm that's mado it a little stiffand given rheimatisma chance at it ; and you re-enlis-
ted and fojght the whole four years and came out thesame 1 igh private you went in and nobody'is cared. Youwouldn't so much as as-k a ponsion; and here you've
grubbed and toiled all your life, and I've slaved andsia\ed, and our children—''Don't, Maria !

' protested Daniel.'' I'll say my say,' insisted the woman. '
'Tisn'toften I speiA. Our children have never had a rightfulchance. They're noloSies,' she went on drearily, 'withVst the same miserable outlook. Amd you know asvel as I, Daniel, we'll never be able to meet the nextinterest on tie mortgage, and owr home—'

There was no necl to sreA further. The threatenedlos-; cf their comfortable little home, where they haddwe't diriig all the years of their union and wheret/eir (hiMren had been born and reared, was the heav-iest shadow that overhung their lives.
They had come up with some of their neighbors andwre ncUm'cl in the slow procession A carriage dash-el up the street and a portly gentleman threw thelinesto the man in lurry beside him and descended to thel^cmc-it, walking with a slight limp. Meanwhile plan-ces were cvchanRed. It was fitting that the villagemagnate should h-uior wilh his presence the deathbed oftie man who had saved his life.
At the gate Daniel Ilolman, who had been singu-larly reluctant to join his wife in the proposed visitheld back.

'

Daniel Holman ? Hasn't Dan Holman

1 I think Iwon't go in, Maria. You tell Eben I'llcome in after a while, when the people are gone Youlnow it ain't as if Ihadn't been going to sec himpretty mich every day since he was talven sick.'
1 Daniel Holman, yon come right along with me!

'
said his better half in a fierce whisper.The room in which Eben Miller lay was a largeapartment on the fust floor. Even with the curtainsdrawn, the light filtered in so that the face of the vet-rian, with ils lines of pain and age, was plainly vis-ible to the friends who stood a<bout the bed or gath-
ered about the open doors leading into adjoiningroomsAs they drew near they heard his voice, in the pipingtones of extreme weakness, ask :'

Where's
come yet ?"'

Mere's Mr. Ilolman, father.' said his eldest d-aurh-Icr, a matronly woman of middle age.
Cclonel Brown, sitting at the head of the bed moved

asine to let Holman approach. His leeognition of thenewcomer was not a cordial one. Like the rest of hisfcMow-iownsmen,he held Daniel Holm.Tin in lio-ht esteemreading him as a man of little force ofcharacter'hirmless and well-meaning but somewhat of a failure inlife. Few men are Umdl\r to failures among their kindBut Eben Miller caught at Holman's hand with thePrst sign of arimation he had shown that day ?n1 con-versed with him in whispers. Those who 100-ked onwere surprises to see the eagerness in the sick man'sface, and more surprised still to Fee Daniel Holmanshake his head and frown, in sullen denial or refusal ofhis regie t.
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