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the couptry. The boys and glrls or
today know very Iittle of the Industry
and thrift it has talken to settle the
land now B0 prosperous and full of
wealth and of people. The country
folks had to depend’mostly upon their
own exertions, Instead of fortuncs Ieft
them from rigch ancestors; they had
come away from their ancestral homes,
or thelr fathers had, and the only leg-
.acy they counted upon was the honor
and, honesty of those whose names
they bore; and men rose as it were up-
on their merits, to be leaders of the
people, or "heroes in the strife” instead
-of belng boomed by political bosses. I
guess that must be why we hear people
talk of *“the good old days.”™ But 1
'must launch into my story or my read-
era will think this is a preamble.

In a very old house, old for those
primitive days, in central New York, a
widow with her family of daughters
and one son, was living contentedly, it
seemed, but the Western fever came
and the young man wanted to seek his
fortune in the new Weat. He had con-
fided to his mother his Idea of leaving
York state, but she scarcely thought
he could be In eatrnest so determ!ined
when they were alone one day to sound
him on the subject. And addressing
him she said, "And 80 you've made up
your mind, have you, to go further
weat, George?” and she looked up at
her tall boy whe measured BIx feet
without his boota, “Yes, decldedly,
I've tried teaching here, and working
the farm as well, and I'm not getting
on fast enough, and even If T were, I
have the Western fever, I want to do
more, work on A larger scale than one
<an In o small town. I prefer pralries
to woods, I think, there's more room
to breathe In.”

1 can't see anything you have to
<complain of here,” sald his mother.
"*You are highly respected according to
your years, George, think how young
you are, though you do seem much
older, because of your manner quite
a8 much as your height, I fancy. I do
‘think your cares have been too many;
if the girls had married and had homes
Of their own, your responsibllities
‘would have been lighter.”

“I'm not complaining of anything,
and espectally of my sisters: they ate
provided for by their rather's will, ex-
cept one, and I shall always eare for
her until she marries. and watch over
her afterwards, you may depend upon
that, but that’s neither here nor there,
I'm gelng West, I shall start out alone
A% soon as spring opens, If you are tun-
willing to leave the homestead, mother,
80 that’'s settled.™

Mrs. Fleming knew It was no use re-
monstrating when George made up his
mind, so she sald no more, but went
about with a sober face and downcast
look, for she loved the old home, nand
sometimes she fancled sentiment kad
<dled out in the new generation. She wan
aware that the girls would object to
her going, but she must g0 with her
boy, he was the pride of her life, and
she felt disappointed more on his ac-
count really that the girls had not
married when they were younger.
Ncw they ware decidedly too particu-
lar and their opportunlties for choos-
ing were not so good as they had been
formerly; though they s=til! entertained
some of their old heaux, Lo had been
coming In the sam. way ‘or yenrs.
Mre. Fleming was not a match maker
and consequently let things take thelr
<€ourse, much the wisest plan.

The weather was extremely cold and
the family always sat together In the
evening in the long dining room-and
enjoyed each other's roclety: it saved
fire and work to do thls and then they
liked it better, and the parlor fire was
only lighted on state ocecaslons, nor
the best chamber used either for that
matter, that was reserved for people
from a dlstance, Albany or New York
City, or some grand visitor, for the

_taln light by which, with the ajd of the

famlly were well connected, and could
entertain royally, and were rather fond
of 1t, especially in winter time when
days were dull and they were tired of
Indoor occupations. There was plen-
ty of Unen, too, !n the high chests of
drawers, and fiannel in abundance, all
home-made, packed awa¥ In musk and
lavender; all the women folks knew
how to spin apnd weave in those days,
and every girl was cxpected to make
her own outfit of linen and the like,
when she was golng to be marrled,
and the five daughters of Rachel Flem-
ing, born while she was the wife of
the Rev. Erastus Gilman, were not
behind hand with thelr stock of bed
and table linen and fiannel and linsey-
woolsey, nor of their own personal ap-
parel. But aside from all thls com-
paratively new materlal—there were
closets and presses filled with those
things made at a still eartier perlod in
Mrs. John Fleming's day (8he who was
Hettle Warner) and though it wasnot
8o fine as theirs, it had the sanctity of
age, and the Fleming mark. Theay
present Mrs. Fleming, however, was
as proud of her own name and lineage
ad the Flemings themselves, If not
more 80, and talked to her son of the
Van Dykes who had settled in Man-
hattan very early in the seventeenth
century and were as valilant in re-
slsting the Britlsh as the Yankees
were, and a great deal prouder if they
were not braver but she was not quite
B0 sure of that.

On the day when QGeorge announced
his decislon in decisive terms to his
mother, she pondered over all the
changes that wotld have to be made
in their manner of living, and what the
breaking-up would involve; and she
thought how little George knew, man-
ly and generous as he was, what it
would be to the women of the famlly,
this sundering of old tles, thia golng
out from the home into the wide, wide
world for which he yearned with a
passionate longing, as boys do; he
knew not why, but it was hls destiny.

Mrs. Fleming felt, too, she was no
longer a young woman to endure hard-
ships, and when she looked back upon
the past it waa no wonder she felt old,
her hair was plentifully streaked with
gray, and though she was straight and
trim in figure, and her years sat light-
ly on her, perhaps because she was
surrounded with young people, yet she
almoest gave way in thlaking over
George's words and considered all that
it must mean to her in particular. The
girls must be spoken to seriously; she
wng sure they had not thought of it
as a certalnty at all, and she deter-
mined to tell them that very day.
Christmas was mear and preparations
had already begun for the annual holi-
dnys. And with the thought of Christ-
mas came the fiood of memorles surg-
ing through her soul and welllng up
in tears. But she wlped away the
tears with that old-rfashioned mastery
that will not betray emotion.

Evening was drawing near and sup-
per over, the family gathered around
the great fire of hickory logs burning
brightly on the massive iron fire-dogs.
The tall brass candle sticks on the
high mantel were lighted though they
were only tallow dips, and on the great
oak table, drawn near the fire, a
lamp (minus a ¢himney) gave an uncer-

fire, the evening work was done night
after night, year in and year out, fine
sewing, embroldery, - mending, knit-
ting of all kinds, fancy or plain, =as
well as reading, .

Ruth, the eldest daughter, notlced
her mother’'s soberer demeanor, for she
was usually cheerful and smillng and
observed to her sisters aside, as her
mother sat with her needles, knitting
as usual, "Do 3ou see how worrled
mother looks; I'm afrald she's ill or
may be she Is over tlred. We must

be more careful about her; she does far
toc much for her time of life.” But

before Sarah, who was nearest, could
reply, Mrs. Fleming had caught the
idea, by intuition, as it were, and be-
gan her defense, saying, “Yes, girls,
I am in a quandary, not with work, nor
about Christmas or company. I am
giad there’s a house full coming: but
I've something to tell you all, and as
your brother is out, it is o good time
to explain.” "I know what It 18,
sald Almira, one of the younger ones;
"George is going to be married.” “No,
quite different; a marriage would be
an’ agreeable surprise to us all
It is that he is going West in the
spring.”” For a minute no one spoke,
each one waited for the other; finally
Ruth, who was locked up to by the
other girle as superior in judgment,
addressing her mother, sald, *Don't
permit it mother, he musn’t go; he'll
die of fever and apue; he can never
stand the climate.”

. "Unfortunately it is quite impossible
to prevent him, and we shall be obliged
to break up the home, and therefore
I am more than glad Christmas {s upon
us and the company invited and we
can enjoy ourselves with our friends
orice again before we pay good bye."

"But mother, we're not going, we'll
¥keep the home all right, and George
wlll be glad to bring you back and
Eiste too, for of course she’ll go if you
do, though why either of you need to
i8 more than I can 8e¢e,’”” said Ruth
perslstently and speaking for her sis-
ters,

“But you forget my dears, thls I8 the
Fleming house, and that in your
father's lifetime we lived at the rectory
where all of you were born except
George and Elsie."" “"No mother,” Ruth
continued 1 domn't forget nor that we
paid our money and yoyr money to re-
build and refurnish the hotuse when it
was going to rack and ruin, and that
we bullt A new barn and carriage
house and ever s0 many fences that
were needed, and that it was some of
our money too that helped George to
g0 away to school and get ready for
college; and now he's given up the idea
and wante to buy prairie land In the
Far West.”

It was all quite true and the girls
slmply adored thelr only brother, even
if he was not of the same paternal
ancestor, but they would not let their
mother forget or Ignore thelr claims
upon the home. All this would not
have avalled in a court of law for sin-
gle women had no rights in that day
that could not be set aside unless there
were legal papers drawn up; however,
George Fleming was too fond of his
spingter misters not to be magnanimous
with them, and he had no intention of
gelling the home. Dr. Collins Fleming,
hia uncle, had dled recently and tert
him a snug lttle sum, and his brother,
who had been born abroad, was also
dead, so that the money all came to
him; a small legacy from his Aunt
Eunice had also been left. Bhe had
never married, and at her death divided
her income between her sister Abbije
and her nephew George, who was a
general favorite.

After the discusglon of money mat-
ters, Mre. Fleming and the girls talked
of the preparations for Christmnas,
which sort of drove away the gloomy
feeling, and when George came in late
the usual good humor was restored,
Coming in abruptly and not knowlng
of the conversation, George sald, '"It's
snowing like blazes outaide, ‘we're go-
lg to have fine sleighing for Christmas.
I'll be bound, I hope it won’t hinder
the folks coming from down country,”
he added apologetically. "I should hope
not” put in Hannah, who spoke now for
the first time since the colloquy begun
about the Weat, she had been listening
attentively, as quiet people do, and so
had Mercy, the youngesf of the five. The

minister had named her Meroey
for his mother, who had been
a model woman {n her way and



