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Mrs. Saxton did weep in dead earnest as she set about
making preparations for dinner, and saw through the open
door wheat went on.
ham apron, got the invalid’s feet n a hot bath, and had
him moking a face aver the familjar drink of his Leenood
before hali an hour went past. When dinner was on the
iable she had him snugly tucked up ou the lounge and the
shades down so he cou%d take a nap. .

¢] feel as if I could cat something,’ said the patient
feebly, as the odors: of stewed chicken, fresh rhubarb pie,
and warm biscuits floated in through the open door.

“Not right after that ten,” sawd the nurse in charge,
‘ You take a nap, Howard, and then T'll prepare smneth}ng
specia‘l for you. I know Kmma is a hrst—ratel cock, bhut
sick people need nourishing things that are ned too heavy.

é)o e dutifully drifted off to shurber, while tha family
enjoved the delicious things i the dining-rocm and talked
in subdued tones. The Lot baith, ihe tea, and the quiet
kept him asleep until the middle of the afterncon, whon
he woke up ravencusly hungry.  Aunt Susanna wits rendy
for him, and appeared with a dainty tray sct fovth with a
tiny bowl of C{lick(?n broth, two crackers, and 2 hpﬁllllf!.i]
of hoiled rice. Mr. Saxten looked at the mesngre osutib
with dismay, but tlere was no use protesting. Ths elderly
relative had said Le must stay on the lounge, il he was

ed to obey. .
fore Ailtthe ﬂ¥ternoml Mr. Saxten really cnjovel himsell
talking about his complaints, but at supper time he was
not allowed to partake of the good food with the fam'y.
1t was simply maddening to.smell the fried ha=, and to
know that fresh doughnuts were served with the fine coffee,
when his own repast consisted of a little custurd aud a
saft-boiled egr. Mot millk was ihe beverage, wid Aunt
Susanna said doubifully that she felt she might be piving
him too much te cat. -

‘ How did vou sleep?  How do you feel? asked Mrs.
Hune next merning, pouneing upen lier nevhew, as he was
trying to steal from the bedroom to the pantry. ‘1 don’t
think it’s best for you te be up walking around.  Yeu
just go right baek to the lounge or the nrm chair, and
Il bring vou a drink of fresh water. That is what you
need first thing in the morning.’

‘1 feel rather faint,” said Mr. Saxton, trothfully.
¢ Qepms to me n little coffee and a doughnut would—’

¢ Coffee and donghnut! Man alive! 1o you want to
commit suicide®  Didn’t vou tell e just last night how
vour heart fluttered when you did any work? I'm astonished
at you. You can't take anything as salid as a doughuut.
I've always known it was one of the features of disease to
ask for unrensenable things, but vou cav’t have them.
Surely you know me well encugh to be sure T wen’t let you
injure vourself.’ _

T Mrs, Saxten was worriedd almest te distraction to see
Aunt Susanna fuss after her nephew all day, and encourage
him to tell his troubles,  She sympathised with him in his
woes and pottered abter him constantly, making Little dainty
dishes for him and coddling him until the poer wife won-
dered how she could exist onee the eld lady was gene.

¢ Fmma,’ sald Aunt Susauna selemnly the second morn.
ing of her stay, as Mrs. Saxton came into the kitchen, °1
think thinpgs have come to the place where vow'll have to
make some sacrifices for wyour hushand. Last night 1
heard a neise, and what do you think 1 saw?  Howard was
eoming down to the pantry to get some cookics in spite of
evervthing, but 1 canght him just in time. Now do vou
think vow ard the chuldren counld do without cake and rich
food until he gets better? Tt is a constant temptation
to him to smell these things.’

fWhy, yes, if 1 thought it wonld do any good,’ said the
bewildered mistress, of the house.

fIt's either that or locking the pantry, Emma. He'll
get all right in time if he deesn’t cat unsuitable food.’

S0 the cooky jar was allowed to go empty, and the
deuglinuts no longer tempted the master of the house. Once
his wife caugbt him pguiltily rummaging the pantry, but
there was nothing visible but a feow crusts of bread, so no
harm was done. Auything that could he eooked and eaten
at once Mrs. Hume approved of, so no one suffered at the
table from hunger, and she saw to it that her. paticent’s
tray was supplied with only small pertions of feod.

‘1 think T’ll go to town this allernocou,” announced
Mr. Saxton one beautitul day. ‘A vide in the fresh air
will do me good, and Xthel has some letters she wants
mailed. Tl get Fdward to put Nellie to the little buggy
and pet back bhefore it is cool in the evoning.

‘T'mn glad you said that, Howard,” said Aunt Susanna
promptly. fPve heen wanting to do some errands this
long time, T'll be ready in & few minutes.’

Mr. Saxton groaned inwardly, but there was nothing
to be done but submit to the guardiauship of his aged
relative.  He had been fondly  hoping to siip into a
restairant on a back sireet and get a steek or something
his appetite craved, hut if she went with him ne such pro-
ceedling wonld be tolerated.  In silence he sat heside her
oll the way to town and in silence he returned, though she
asked all manner of questions in regard te his lealth and
the effect of the drive upon him.

Tor two weeks Mr. Saxten endured the centinentai
attentions and the restricted diet as hest he coull, but ona
day when bis wile was daroiug slockings in the sitting-
roam and his aunt ont in the gerden pettine sage leaves
for fresh tea, he asked ebruntly, "How much longer is
Aunt Snsanna going to stay here?

Aunt Susanna tied on a nuge png-.

‘1 really don’t know,” said Mrs. Saxten. *She said
when she eanme she would probably be with us six weeks or
so. I hope she will stay as long as possible, for she takes
care of you so nieely.’ .

‘You wouldn't think so if you had her pottering after
you,” said Mr. Saxton bitterly. 1 can’t say my life's my
own for her miserable rules and the things she makes me
eat. If she don’t go home pretty soon Ul die.’

‘Howard, I think you are very ungrateful., When 1
tricd to clieer you up and get you te take exercise, you
complained that I wanted to see you suffer. And now
that your aunt is locking after you night and day yonu
growl abeut her.  She is alarmed about you, and—’

* Sho can save herself the worry,’ said the man «f the
house, throwing off the blankets and geiting to Lis fect.
‘Where are my shoes? I won't be cooped up here a
miuute longer when there’s nothing the matter with me’

That last sentence shipped cut unawares, but it was 1oo
late 1o recall it, so he hurried into his shees and coat to
make his cseape, ’

‘I'm going to mend that hole in the fence where the
pigs zet through.’

The liquid diet and the long stay in the hoise made
him weaker than he expected, but he rassolutely stuck to his
task.  Mrs. Hume tearfully begged Lim to come in and
lie dewn, but he said in ne uucertnin terms that he had
heen fussed over long enongh. ‘If you really want to
do something for me, get me something decent to eat, for
I‘m',starvcd,' he said grimly. ‘No more dishwater for
me |

Mrs. Hume deelined to have anyvthing to do with the
salid food her nepliew demanded, and sniffed audibly when
Ara. Baxton set out good bread and butter, some cold roast
beef, and the remains of the dinner dessert, a baked apple
with cream.  She also made remarks ahout people trying
to vush to their graves, but the hungry man paid no atten-
tion to anything but the delicious food to which he hal
been a stranger too long, When the little repast wag
ended Tie possessed himself of the wheel hee, amF sct out
to cultivate the onions in the garden.

Fdward Saxton was speechless with astonishment that
evening as he returned from the corn field awd found thas
his father was not on the lounge. A look from Lis molher
silenced him, and presently a very tired, pale man ap-
peared from the gardon.  The high fence lid Lim from
view and no one saw how many times he had to rest that
afterncon the few hours he was in the garden, but his face
had lest the old sad look, and his step, in spite of the hamnl
work, had a spring to it long absent.

‘How do vou do, Mr. Saxton? Iow are you?® calied
a voice {ron the shady lane, as o light bngm; drave inin
the vard. How about petting o nipht’s lodging

¢ Net to-night, T think,” said Mr. Saxton stifflv. ‘ My
wife lias heen working very hard lately.’ )

‘I pay you in medicine, if yonll take me in,” said
the smooth voice. * Ive been hurrying all around to et
Lere, for T thought vou might bhe out.’

‘I am out and I intend to stay out, Mr. Colden. I
don't blame you for taking me in.” That's veur business
to huut for easy people, but yeu can't do it again. I'w
done with patent medicines and complaining. 1'd rather
die in the harness than lie about the house wearing onut
my family talking abput cumplaints I never had till T Yot
you persuade me I had them, v )

P Why, Mr. Saxton,” said the agent pleasantlv, ‘1 ean
see from your talk that vour liver is out of order. Now
onr extract of—

“If it is out of order it will stay ont of order. Good
day!  Supper is ready, and I'm liungry.’ ’

“Is that the yonng man who sold you the stuff that
helped you so much?’ said Atint Susanna from the door
behind him.  *Why dow't you ask him in? 1'd like to
meet him.’ :
‘ There was something in ler tone that reminded M.
Saxton of the bygone davs, and turning in a hurry he
canght the flicker of a smile in her kind, keen eyes.

S Aunt Susanna, are you at your old tricks? he cried
springing up. ‘I might bave known vou were joking all
tha time, for I have never forgotten heow wvon bandage]
my foot the day 1 wanted to go to the eircus after ine
away from school on aceount of a little sore. You dear
old fraud ! Well, I'm glad vou came, anyway, for you've
saved this whole familv & lot of nilsery. ~ The only thing
that will iwduce me to forgive you is the promise of f:
cherry pie and a lot of doughnuts to-morrow.’

. “Bless your heart! T den't want to he forgiven, sonny !
'l make the pie and doughuuts this very evening i vou’ll
enly promise never to disgrace your hri:fging up :;nv more
T thought all my boys had been taupht never to pity them-
selves, and ib almost broke mv heart to see my big, brave
hoy a whining coward. Fergive me, dear, but it l—‘:‘aq (thp
truth. 1 kuow it will never happen again, so my Iho"u"[:
is mended.  And now let's help eat Emma’s good ‘suppe
and be friends for ever and ever.’ . prer,

“And to think I dreaded to have vou come!’
Saxton, wining away the happy tears. .
never thank you ensugh.’

running

said Mrs,

¢ Auntlo, 1 can
, ‘Nomsense!’ said the old lady, with a little jaye

“You den’t owe me anyihing. T enjoyed doing it
‘Yos, I think vou did,’ said her Ty .

. : nk ) v nephew with convie.
tion, fhnt I didn't? P tonvie



