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When this story begins, Elizabeth Ann, who is theheroine of it, was a little girl of nine, who lived withher Great-aunt Harriet in a medium-sized city in amedium-sized State in the middle of this country; andthat's all you need to know about the place, for it's notthe important thing in the story; and anyhow youknow all about it because it was probably very muchlike the place you live in yourself.
Elizabeth Ann's Great-aunt Harriet was a widowwho was not very rich or very poor, and she had onedaughter, Frances, who gave piano lessons to littlegirls. They kept a "girl" whose name was Grace andwho had asthma dreadfully and wasn't very much ofa "girl" at all, being nearer fifty than forty. Aunt Har-riet, who was very tender-hearted, kept her chiefly
because she knew that Grace could never find anyother job on account of her coughing so you couldhear her all over the house.
So now you know the names of all the household.And this is how they looked: Aunt Harriet was verysmall and thin and old, Grace was very small andthin and middle-aged, Aunt Frances (for ElizabethAnn called her "Aunt," although she was really, ofcourse, a first-cousin-once-removed) was small andthin and if the light wasn't too strong might be calledyoung, and Elizabeth Ann was very small and thin andlittle. And yet they all had plenty to eat. I wonderwhat was the matter with them?
It was certainly not because they were not good, forno womenkind in all the world had kinder hearts thanthey. You have heard how Aunt Harriet kept Grace(in spite of the fact that she was a very depressingperson) on account of her asthma; and when Eliza-beth Ann's father and mother both died when shewas a baby, although there were many other cousinsand uncles and aunts in the family, these two womenfairly rushed upon the little baby-orphan, taking her'home and surrounding her henceforth with the mostloving devotion.
They said to themselves that it was their manifestduty to save the dear little thing from the other rela-tives, who had no idea about how to bring up a
sensitive, impressionable child, and they were sure,from the way Elizabeth Ann looked at six months,that she was going to be a sensitive, impressionablechild. It is possible also that they were a little boredwith their empty life in their rather forlorn, litdebrick house in the medium-sized city.
But they thought that they chiefly desired to savedear Edward's child from the other kin, especiallyfrom the Putney cousins, who had written down fromtheir Vermont farm that they would be glad to takethe little girl into their family. Aunt Harriet did notlike the Vermont cousins. She used to say, "Anythingbut the Putneys!" They were related only by marriageto her, and she had her own opinion of them as a stiff-necked, cold-hearted, undemonstrative, and hard setof New Englanders. "I boarded near them one sum-mer when you were a baby, Frances, and I shall neverforget the way they treated some children visitingthere! . . . Oh, no, I don't mean they abused themor beat them . . . but such lack of sympathy, such astarving of the child-heart. . . . No, I shall never for-get it! The children had chores to do ... as thoughthey had been hired men!"
Aunt Harriet never meant to say any of this whenElizabeth Ann could hear, but the little girl's earswere as sharp as little girls' ears always are, and longbefore she was nine she knew all about the opinion
•3*
Aunt Harriet had of the Putneys. She did not know,to be sure, what "chores" were, but she knew fromAunt Harriet's voice that they were something verydreadful.
There was certainly neither coldness nor hardnessin the way Aunt Harriet and Aunt Frances treatedElizabeth Ann. They had given themselves up to thenew responsibility; especially Aunt Frances, who wasconscientious about everything. As soon as the babycame there to live, Aunt Frances stopped readingnovels and magazines, and re-read one book after an-other which told her how to bring up children. Shejoined a Mothers' Club which met once a week. Shetook a correspondence course from a school in Chicagowhich teaches mother-craft by mail. So you can seethat by the time Elizabeth Ann was nine years oldAunt Frances must have known a great deal abouthow to bring up children. And Elizabeth Ann gotthe benefit of it all.
Aunt Frances always said that she and the littlegirl were "simply inseparable." She shared in all Eliza-beth Ann's doings. In her thoughts, too. She felt sheought to share all the little girl's thoughts, becauseshe was determined that she would dioroughly un-derstand Elizabeth Ann down to the bottom of herlittle mind. Aunt Frances (down in the bottom ofher own mind) thought that her mother had never
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really understood her, and she meant to do better byElizabeth Ann. She also loved the little girl with allher heart, and longed, above everything in the world,to protect her from all harm and to keep her happyand strong and well.
Yet Elizabeth Ann was neither very strong nor well.As to her being happy, you can judge for yourselfwhen you have read this story. She was small for herage, with a rather pale face and big dark eyes whichhad in them a frightened, wistful expression thatwent to Aunt Frances's tender heart and made herache to take care of Elizabeth Ann better and better.Aunt Frances was afraid of a great many things her-self, and she knew how to sympathize with timidity.She was always quick to reassure the little girl withall her might and main whenever there was anythingto fear. When they were out walking (Aunt Francestook her out for a walk up one block and down an-other, every single day, no matter how tired the musiclessons had made her), the aunt's eyes were alwayson the alert to avoid anything which might frightenElizabeth Ann. If a big dog trotted by, Aunt Francesalways said, hastily: "There, there, dear! That's a nicedoggie, I'm sure. I don't believe he ever bites littlegirls. . . . Mercy! Elizabeth Ann, don't go near him!. . . Here, darling, just get on the other side of AuntFrances if he scares you so" (by that time Elizabeth
•5'
Ann was always pretty well scared), "perhaps we'dbetter just turn this corner and walk in the otherdirection."' If by any chance the dog went in thatdirection too, Aunt Frances became a prodigy ofvaliant protection, putting the shivering little girl be-hind her, threatening the animal with her umbrella,and saying in a trembling voice, "Go away, sir! Goaway!"
Or if it thundered and lightened, Aunt Frances al-ways dropped everything she might be doing and heldElizabeth Ann tightly in her arms until it was all over.And at night—Elizabeth Ann did not sleep very well—when the little girl woke up screaming with a baddream, it was always dear Aunt Frances who came toher bedside, a warm wrapper over her nightgown sothat she need not hurry back to her own room, acandle lighting up her tired, kind face. She took thelittle girl into her thin arms and held her close againsther thin breast. "Tell Aunt Frances all about yournaughty dream, darling," she would murmur, "so's toget it off your mind!"
She had read in her books that you can tell a greatdeal about children's inner lives by analyzing theirdreams, and besides, if she did not urge ElizabethAnn to tell it, she was afraid the sensitive, nervouslittle thing would "lie awake and brood over it." Thiswas the phrase she always used the next day to her
mother when Aunt Harriet exclaimed about her pale-ness and the dark rings under her eyes. So she listenedpatiently while the little girl told her all about thefearful dreams she had, the great dogs with huge redmouths that ran after her, the Indians who scalpedher, her schoolhouse on fire so that she had to jumpfrom a third-story window and was all broken to bits—once in a while Elizabeth Ann got so interested inall this that she went on and made up more awfulthings even than she had dreamed, and told longstories which showed her to be a child of great im-agination. These dreams and continuations of dreamsAunt Frances wrote down the first thing the nextmorning, and tried her best to puzzle out from themexactly what kind of little girl Elizabeth Ann was.
There was one dream, however, that even conscien-tious Aunt Frances never tried to analyze, because itwas too sad. Elizabeth Ann dreamed sometimes thatshe was dead and lay in a little white coffin with whiteroses over her. Oh, that made Aunt Frances cry, andso did Elizabeth Ann. It was very touching. Then,after a long, long time of talk and tears and sobs andhugs, the little girl would begin to get drowsy, andAunt Frances would rock her to sleep in her arms,and lay her down ever so quietly5 and slip away totry to get a little nap herself before it was time toget up.
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At a quarter of nine every week-day morning AuntFrances dropped whatever else she was doing, tookElizabeth Ann's little, thin hand protectingly in hers,and led her through the busy streets to the big brickschool-building where the little girl had always goneto school. It was four stories high, and when all theclasses were in session there were six hundred childrenunder that one roof. You can imagine, perhaps, thenoise there was on the playground just before school!Elizabeth Ann shrank from it with all her soul, andclung more tightly than ever to Aunt Frances's handas she was led along through the crowded, shriekingmasses of children. Oh, how glad she was that shehad Aunt Frances there to take care of her, thoughas a matter of fact nobody noticed the little thin girlat all, and her own classmates would hardly haveknown whether she came to school or not. AuntFrances took her safely through the ordeal of theplayground, then up the long, broad stairs, and pigeon-holed her carefully in her own schoolroom. She wasin the third grade—3A, you understand, which is al-most the fourth.
Then at noon Aunt Frances was waiting there, apatient, never-failing figure, to walk home with herlittle charge; and in the afternoon the same thinghappened over again. On the way to and from schoolthey talked about what had happened in the class.
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Aunt Frances believed in sympathizing with a child'slife, so she always asked about every little thing, andremembered to inquire about the continuation of everyepisode, and sympathized with all her heart over thefailure in mental arithmetic, and triumphed over Eliza-beth Ann's beating the Schmidt girl in spelling, andwas indignant over the teacher's having pets. Some-times in telling over some very dreadful failure ordisappointment Elizabeth Ann would get so wroughtup that she would cry. This always brought the readytears to Aunt Frances's kind eyes, and with manysoothing words and nervous, tremulous caresses shetried to make life easier for poor little Elizabeth Ann.The days when they had cried they could neither ofthem eat much luncheon.
After school and on Saturdays there was always thedaily walk, and there were lessons, all kinds of lessons—piano lessons of course, and nature-study lessons outof an excellent book Aunt Frances had bought, andpainting lessons, and sewing lessons, and even a littleFrench, although Aunt Frances was not very sure abouther pronunciation. She wanted to give the little girlevery possible advantage, you see. They were reallyinseparable. Elizabeth Ann once said to some ladiescalling on her aunts that whenever anything happenedin school, the first thing she thought of was what AuntFrances would think of it.
10«
"Why is that?" they asked, looking at Aunt Frances,who was blushing with pleasure.
"Oh, she is so interested in my school work! Andshe understands me!" said Elizabeth Ann, repeatingthe phrases she had heard so often.
Aunt Frances's eyes filled with happy tears. Shecalled Elizabeth Ann to her and kissed her and gaveher as big a hug as her thin arms could manage. Eliza-beth Ann was growing tall very fast. One of the visit-ing ladies said that before long she would be as bigas her auntie, and a troublesome young lady. AuntFrances said: "I have had her from the time she wasa little baby and there has scarcely been an hour shehas been out of my sight. I'll always have her confi-dence. You'll always tell Aunt Frances everything,won't you, darling?" Elizabeth Ann resolved to dothis always, even if, as now, she sometimes didn't havemuch to tell and had to invent something.
Aunt Frances went on, to the callers: "But I dowish she weren't so thin and pale and nervous. I sup-pose the exciting modern life is bad for children. Itry to see that she has plenty of fresh air. I go outwith her for a walk every single day. But we havetaken all the walks around here so often that we'rerather tired of them. It's often hard to know how toget her out enough. I think I'll have to get the doctorto come and see her and perhaps give her a tonic." To
• ii •
Elizabeth Ann she added, hastily: "Now don't gogetting notions in your head, darling. Aunt Francesdoesn't think there's anything very much the matterwith you. You'll be all right again soon if you justtake the doctor's medicine nicely. Aunt Frances willtake care of her precious little girl. She'll make thebad sickness go away." Elizabeth Ann, who had notknown that she was sick, had a picture of herself lyingin the little white coffin, all covered over with white.... In a few minutes Aunt Frances was obliged toexcuse herself from her callers and devote herself en-tirely to taking care of Elizabeth Ann.
One day, after this had happened several times,Aunt Frances really did send for the doctor. He camebriskly in, just as Elizabeth Ann had always seen him,with his little square black bag smelling of leather, hissharp eyes, and the air of bored impatience which healways wore in that house. Elizabeth Ann was terriblyafraid to see him, for she felt in her bones he wouldsay she had galloping consumption and would diebefore the leaves cast a shadow. This was a phrase shehad picked up from Grace, whose conversation, per-haps on account of her asthma, was full of referencesto early graves and quick declines.
And yet—did you ever hear of such a case before ?—although Elizabeth Ann when she first stood up beforethe doctor had been quaking with fear lest he discover
•12'
some deadly disease in her, she was very much hurtindeed when, after thumping her and looking at herlower eyelid inside out, and listening to her breathing,he pushed her away with a little jerk and said: "There'snothing in the world the matter with that child. She'sas sound as a nut! What she needs is . . ."—he lookedfor a moment at Aunt Frances's thin, anxious face,with the eyebrows drawn together in a knot of consci-entiousness, and then he looked at Aunt Harriet'sthin, anxious face with the eyebrows drawn up thatvery same way, and then he glanced at Grace's thin,anxious face peering from the door waiting for hisverdict—and then he drew a long breath, shut his lipsand his little black case tightly, and did not go on tosay what it was that Elizabeth Ann needed.
Of course Aunt Frances didn't let him off as easilyas that. She fluttered around him as he tried to go, andshe said all sorts of fluttery things to him, like "But,Doctor, she hasn't gained a pound in three months. . . and her sleep . . . and her appetite . . . and hernerves . . ."
As he put on his hat the doctor said back to herall the things doctors say under such conditions: "Morebeefsteak . . . plenty of fresh air . . . more sleep. . . she'll be all right . . ." but his voice did notsound as though he thought what he was sayingamounted to much. Nor did Elizabeth Ann. She had
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hoped for some spectacular red pills to be taken everyhalf-hour, like those Grace's doctor gave her whenevershe felt low in her mind.
And then something happened which changed Eliza-beth Ann's life forever and ever. It was a very smallthing, too. Aunt Harriet coughed. Elizabeth Ann didnot think it at all a bad-sounding cough in comparisonwith Grace's hollow whoop; Aunt Harriet had beencoughing like that ever since the cold weather set in,for three or four months now, and nobody had thoughtanything of it, because they were all so much occupiedin taking care of the sensitive, nervous little girl.
Yet, at the sound of that small discreet cough be-hind Aunt Harriet's hand, the doctor whirled aroundand fixed his sharp eyes on her. All the bored, impa-tient look was gone. It was the first time ElizabethAnn had ever seen him look interested. "What's that?What's that?" he said, going over quickly to AuntHarriet. He snatched out of his little bag a shiny thingwith two rubber tubes attached, and he put the ends ofthe tubes in his ears and the shiny thing up againstAunt Harriet, who was saying, "It's nothing, Doctor... a teasing cough I've had this winter. I meant totell you, but I forgot it, that that sore spot on my lungsdoesn't go away as it ought to."
The doctor motioned her very impolitely to stoptalking, and listened hard through his little tubes. Then
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he turned around and looked at Aunt Frances asthough he were angry at her. He said, "Take the childaway and then come back here yourself."
That was almost all that Elizabeth Ann ever knewof the forces which swept her away from the life whichhad always gone on, revolving about her small person,exactly the same ever since she could remember.
You have heard so much about tears in the accountof Elizabeth Ann's life so far that I won't tell youmuch about the few days which followed, as the familytalked over and hurriedly prepared to do what thedoctor said they must. Aunt Harriet was very, very sick,he told them and must go away at once to a warmclimate. Aunt Frances must go, too, but not ElizabethAnn, for Aunt Frances would need to give all her timeto taking care of Aunt Harriet. Anyhow the doctordidn't think it best, either for Aunt Harriet or forElizabeth Ann, to have them in the same house.
Grace couldn't go of course, but to everybody's sur-prise she said she didn't mind, because she had abachelor brother, who kept a grocery store, who hadbeen wanting her for years to go and keep house forhim. She said she had stayed on just out of conscien-tiousness because she knew Aunt Harriet couldn't get
'15-
along without her! If you notice, that's the way thingsoften happen to very conscientious people.
Elizabeth Ann, however, had no grocer brother. Shehad, it is true, a great many relatives. It was settledshe should go to some of them till Aunt Frances couldtake her back. For the time being, just now, whileeverything was so distracted and confused, she was togo to stay with the Lathrop cousins, who lived inthe same city, although it was very evident that theLathrops were not perfectly crazy with delight overthe prospect.
Still, something had to be done at once, and AuntFrances was so frantic with the packing up, and themoving men coming to take the furniture to storage,and her anxiety over her mother—she had switchedto Aunt Harriet, you see, all the conscientiousness shehad lavished on Elizabeth Ann—nothing much couldbe extracted from her about Elizabeth Ann. "Just keepher for the present, Molly!" she said to Cousin MollyLathrop. "I'll do something soon. I'll write you. I'llmake another arrangement . . . but just now . . ."
Her voice was quavering on the edge of tears, andCousin Molly Lathrop, who hated scenes, said hastily,"Yes, oh, yes, of course. For the present . . ." and wentaway, thinking that she didn't see why she shouldhave all the disagreeable things to do. When she hadher husband's tyrannical old mother to take care of,
• i6»
wasr't that enough, without adding to the householdsuch a nervous, spoiled young one as Elizabeth Ann!
Elizabeth Ann did not of course for a moment dreamthat Cousin Molly was thinking any such things abouther, but she could not help seeing that Cousin Mollywas not any too enthusiastic about taking her in; andshe was already feeling terribly forlorn about the sud-den, unexpected change in Aunt Frances, who hadbeen so wrapped up in her and now was just as muchwrapped up in Aunt Harriet. Do you know, I am sorryfor Elizabeth Ann, and, what's more, I have been eversince this story began.
Well, since I promised you that I was not going totell about more tears, I won't say a single word aboutthe day when the two aunts went away on the train,for there is nothing much but tears to tell about, exceptperhaps an absent look in Aunt Frances's eyes whichhurt the little girl's feelings dreadfully.
Then Cousin Molly took the hand of the sobbinglittle girl and led her back to the Lathrop house. Butif you think you are now going to hear about theLathrops, you are quite mistaken, for just at thismoment old Mrs. Lathrop took a hand in the matter.She was Cousin Molly's husband's mother, and., ofcourse, no relation at all to Elizabeth Ann, and so wasless enthusiastic than anybody else. All that ElizabethAnn ever saw of this old lady, who now turned the
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current of her life again, was her head, sticking out ofa second-story window; and that's all that you needto know about her, either. It was a very much agitatedold head, and it bobbed and shook with the intensitywith which the old voice called upon Cousin Mollyand Elizabeth Ann to stop right there where theywere on the front walk.
"The doctor says that what's the matter with Bridgetis scarlet fever, and we've all got to be quarantined.There's no earthly sense bringing that child in to besick and have it, and be nursed, and make the quar-antine twice as long!"
"But, Mother!" called Cousin Molly. "I can't leavethe child in the middle of the street!"
Elizabeth Ann was actually glad to hear her say that,because she was feeling so awfully unwanted, whichis, if you think of it, not a very cheerful feeling for alittle girl who has been the hub round which a wholehousehold was revolving.
"You don't have to!" shouted old Mrs. Lathrop outof her second-story window. Although she did not add"You gump!" aloud, you could feel she was meaningjust that. "You don't have to! You can just send herto the Putney cousins. All nonsense about her notgoing there in the first place. They invited her theminute they heard of Harriet's being so bad. They'rethe natural ones to take her in. Abigail is her mother's
•i8-
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own aunt, and Ann is her own first-cousin-once-re-moved . . . just as close as Harriet and Frances are,and much closer than you! And on a farm and all . . .just the place for her!"
"But how under the sun, Mother," shouted CousinMolly back, "can I get her to the Putneys' ? You can'tsend a child of nine a thousand miles without . . ."
Old Mrs. Lathrop looked again as though she weresaying "You gump!" and said aloud, "Why, there'sJames going to New York on business in a few daysanyhow. He can just go now, and take her along andput her on the right train at Albany. If he wires fromhere, they'll meet her in Hillsboro."
And that was just what happened. Perhaps you mayhave guessed by this time that people usually did whatold Mrs. Lathrop told them to. As to who the Bridgetwas who had the scarlet fever, I know no more thanyou. Maybe she was the cook. Unless, indeed, old Mrs.Lathrop made her up for the occasion, which I thinkshe would have been quite capable of doing, don't you ?
At any rate, with no more ifs or ands, ElizabethAnn's satchel was packed, and Cousin James Lathrop'ssatchel was packed, and the two set off together, thebig, portly, middle-aged man quite as much afraid ofhis mother as Elizabeth Ann was. But he was going toNew York, and it is conceivable that he thought once
or twice on the trip that there were good times in NewYork as well as business engagements, whereas poorElizabeth Ann was being sent straight to the one placein the world where there were no good times at all.Aunt Harriet had said so, ever so many tirr.es. PoorElizabeth Ann!
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You can imagine, perhaps, the terror of Elizabeth Annas the train carried her along toward Vermont andthe horrible Putney Farm! It had happened so quickly—her satchel packed, the telegram sent, the train caught—that she had not had time to get her wits together,assert herself, and say that she would not go there! Be-sides, she had a sinking notion that perhaps theywouldn't pay any attention to her if she did. Theworld had come to an end now that Aunt Franceswasn't there to take care of her! Even in the mostfamiliar air she could only half breathe without AuntFrances! And now she was not even being taken tothe Putney Farm! She was being sent!
She shrank together in her seat, more and morefrightened as the end of her journey came nearer, andlooked out dismally at the winter landscape, thinkingit hideous with its brown bare fields, its brown baretrees, and the quick-running little streams hurrying
along, swollen with the January thaw which had takenall the snow from the hills. She had heard her elderssay about her so many times that she could not stand
the cold, that she shivered at the very thought of coldweather, and certainly nothing could look colder thanthat bleak country into which the train was now slowlymaking its way.The engine puffed and puffed with great laboring
breaths that shook Elizabeth Ann's diaphragm up anddown, but the train moved more and more slowly.Elizabeth Ann could feel under her feet how thefloor of the car was tipped up as it crept along thesteep incline. "Pretty stiff grade here?" said a passengerto the conductor.
"You bet!" he assented. "But Hillsboro is the nextstation and that's at the top of the hill. We go downafter that to Rutland." He turned to Elizabeth Ann—"Say, little girl, didn't your uncle say you were to getoff at Hillsboro? You'd better be getting your thingstogether."
Poor Elizabeth Ann's knees knocked against eachother with fear of the strange faces she was to en-counter, and when the conductor came to help herget off, he had to carry the white, trembling child aswell as her satchel. But there was only one strangeface there—not another soul in sight at the littlewooden station. A grim-faced old man in a fur capand heavy coat stood by a lumber wagon.
"This is her, Mr. Putney," said the conductor, touch-ing his cap, and went back to the train, which wentaway shrieking for a near-by crossing and setting theechoes ringing from one mountain to another.
There was Elizabeth Ann alone with her much-feared Great-uncle Henry. He nodded to her, and drewout from the bottom of the wagon a warm, large cape,
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which he slipped over her shoulders. "The womenfolks were afraid you'd git cold drivin'," he explained. .He then lifted her high to the seat, tossed her satchelinto the wagon, climbed up himself, and clucked to hishorses. Elizabeth Ann had always before thought itan essential part of railway journeys to be much kissedat the end and asked a great many times how you had"stood the trip."
She sat very still on the high lumber seat, feelingvery forlorn and neglected. Her feet dangled highabove the floor of the wagon. She felt herself to bein the most dangerous place she had ever dreamed ofin her worst dreams. Oh, why wasn't Aunt Francesthere to take care of her! It was just like one of her baddreams—yes, it was horrible! She would fall, she wouldroll under the wheels and be crushed to . . . Shelooked up at Uncle Henry with the wild eyes of nervousterror which always brought Aunt Frances to her ina rush to "hear all about it," to sympathize, to reassure.
Uncle Henry looked down at her soberly, his hard,weather-beaten old face unmoved. "Here, you drive,will you, for a piece?" he said briefly, putting the reinsinto her hands, hooking his spectacles over his ears,and drawing out a stubby pencil and a bit of paper."I've got some figgering to do. You pull on the left-hand rein to make 'em go to the left and t'other way
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for t'other way, though 'tain't likely we'll meet anyteams."
Elizabeth Ann had been so near one of her wildscreams of terror that now, in spite of her instant ab-sorbed interest in the reins, she gave a queer little yelp.She was all ready with the explanation, her conversa-tions with Aunt Frances having made her very fluentin explanations of her own emotions. She would tellUncle Henry about how scared she had been, and howshe had just been about to scream and couldn't keepback that one little . . . But Uncle Henry seemed notto have heard her little howl, or, if he had, didn'tthink it worch conversation, for he . . . oh, the horseswere certainly going to one side! She hastily decidedwhich was her right hand (she had never been forcedto know it so quickly before) and pulled on that rein.The horses turned their hanging heads a little, and,miraculously, there they were in the middle of theroad again.
Elizabeth Ann drew a long breath of relief and pride,and looked to Uncle Henry for praise. But he wasbusily setting down figures as though he were gettinghis 'rithmetic lesson for the next day and had not no-ticed . . . Oh, there they were going to the left again!This time, in her flurry, she made a mistake aboutwhich hand was which and pulled wildly on the leftline! The horses docilely walked off the road into a
•25-
..•hallow ditch, the wagon tilted . . . help! Why didn'tUncle Henry help! Uncle Henry continued intentlyfiguring on the back of his envelope.
Elizabeth Ann, the perspiration starting out on herforehead, pulled on the other line. The horses turnedback up the little slope, the wheel grated sickeninglyagainst the wagon-box—she was sure they would tipover! But there! somehow there they were in the road,safe and sound, with Uncle Henry adding up a columnof figures. If he only knew, thought the little girl, ifhe only \new the danger he had been in, and how hehad been saved . . .! But she must think of some wayto remember, for sure, which her right hand was, andavoid that hideous mistake again.
And then suddenly something inside Elizabeth Ann'shead stirred and moved. It came to her, like a clap, thatshe needn't know which was right or left. If she justpulled the way she wanted them to go—the horseswould never know whether it was the right or the leftrein!
It is possible that what stirred inside her head at thatmoment was her brain, waking up. She was nineyears old, and she was in the third A grade at school,but that was the first time she had ever had a wholethought of her very own. At home, Aunt Franceshad always known exactly what she was doing, andhad helped her over the hard places before she even
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knew they were there; and at school her teachers hadbeen carefully trained to think faster than the scholars.Somebody had always been explaining things to Eliza-
beth Ann so carefully that she had never found out asingle thing for herself before. This was a very smalldiscovery, but it was her own. Elizabeth Ann was asexcited about it as a mother-bird over the first egg thathatches.She forgot how afraid she was of Uncle Henry, and•27-
poured out to him her discovery. "It's not right or leftthat matters!" she ended triumphantly; "it's whichway you want to go!" Uncle Henry looked at her at-tentively as she talked, eyeing her sidewise over thetop of one spectacle-glass. When she finished—"Well,now, that's so," he admitted, and returned to his arith-metic.
It was a short remark, shorter than any ElizabethAnn had ever heard before. Aunt Frances and herteachers always explained matters at length. But ithad a weighty, satisfying ring to it. The little girl feltthe importance of having her statement recognized.She turned back to her driving.
The slow, heavy plow horses had stopped duringher talk with Uncle Henry. They stood as still now asthough their feet had grown to the road. ElizabethAnn looked up at the old man for instructions. Buthe was deep in his figures. She had been taught neverto interrupt people, so she sat still and waited for himto tell her what to do.
But, although they were driving in the midst of awinter thaw, it was a pretty cold day, with an icy windblowing down the back of her neck. The early wintertwilight was beginning to fall, and she felt ratherempty. She grew tired of waiting, and rememberedhow the grocer's boy at home had started his horse.Then, summoning all her courage, with an uneasy
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glance at Uncle Henry's arithmetical silence, sheslapped the reins up and down on the horses' backsand made the best imitation she could of the grocer'sboy's cluck. The horses lifted their heads, they leanedforward, they put one foot before the other . . . theywere off! The color rose hot on Elizabeth Ann's happyface. If she had started a big red automobile she wouldnot have been prouder. For it was the first thing shehad ever done all herself . . . every bit . . . everysmitch! She had thought of it and she had done it.And it had worked!
Now for what seemed to her a long, long time shedrove, drove so hard she could think of nothing else.She guided the horses around stones, she cheered themthrough freezing mud-puddles of melted snow, shekept them in the anxiously exact middle of the road.She was quite astonished when Uncle Henry put hi;-pencil and paper away, took the reins from her hands,and drove into a yard, on one side of which was alittle low white house and on the other a big red barn.He did not say a word, but she guessed that this wasPutney Farm.
Two women in gingham dresses and white apronscame out of the house. One was old and one might becalled young, just like Aunt Harriet and Aunt Frances.But they looked very different from those aunts. Thedark-haired one was very tall and strong-looking, and
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the white-haired one was very rosy and fat. They bothlooked up at the little, thin, white-faced girl on thehigh seat, and smiled. "Well, Father, you got her, Isee," said the brown-haired one. She stepped up to thewagon and held up her arms to the child. "Come on,Betsy, and get some supper," she said, as though Eliza-beth Ann had lived there all her life and had justdriven into town and back.
And that was the arrival of Elizabeth Ann at PutneyFarm.
The brown-haired one took a long, strong step ortwo and swung her up on the porch. "You take herin, Mother," she said. "I'll help Father unhitch."
The fat, rosy, white-haired one took Elizabeth Ann'sskinny, cold little hand in her soft warm, fat one, andled her along to the open kitchen door. "I'm yourAunt Abigail," she said. "Your mother's aunt, youknow. And that's your Cousin Ann that lifted youdown, and it was your Uncle Henry that brought youout from town." She shut the door and went on, "Idon't know if your Aunt Harriet ever happened totell you about us, and so . . ."
Elizabeth Ann interrupted her hastily, the recollec-tion of all Aunt Harriet's remarks vividly before her."Oh, yes, oh, yes!" she said. "She always talked aboutyou. She talked about you a lot, she . . ." The littlegirl stopped short and bit her lip.
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If Aunt Abigail guessed from the expression onElizabeth Ann's face what kind of talking Aunt Har-riet's had been, she showed it only by a deepening ofthe wrinkles all around her eyes. She said, gravely:"Well, that's a good thing. You know all about usthen." She turned to the stove and took out of theoven a pan of hot baked beans, very brown and crispyon top (Elizabeth Ann detested beans), and said, overher shoulder, "Take your things off, Betsy, and hang'em on that lowest hook back of the door. That's yourhook."
The little girl fumbled forlornly with the fasteningsof her cape and the buttons of her coat. At home, AuntFrances or Grace had always taken off her wraps andput them away for her. When, very sorry for herself,she turned away from the hook, Aunt Abigail said:"Now you must be cold. Pull a chair right up hereby the stove." She was stepping around quickly as sheput supper on the table. The floor shook under her.She was one of the fattest people Elizabeth Ann hadever seen. After living with Aunt Frances and AuntHarriet and Grace the little girl could scarcely believeher eyes. She stared and stared.
Aunt Abigail seemed not to notice this. Indeed, sheseemed for the moment to have forgotten all about thenew-comer. Elizabeth Ann sat on the wooden chair,her feet hanging (she had been taught that it was not
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manners to put her feet on the rungs), looking abouther with miserable, homesick eyes. What an ugly, low-ceilinged room, with only a couple of horrid kerosenelamps for light; and they didn't keep any girl, evi-dently; and they were going to eat right in the kitchenlike poor people; and nobody spoke to her or lookedat her or asked her how she had "stood the trip"; andhere she was, millions of miles away from Aunt Fran-ces, without anybody to take care of her. She beganto feel the tight place in her throat which, by thinkingabout hard, she could always turn into tears, andpresently her eyes began to water.
Aunt Abigail was not looking at her at all, but shenow stopped short in one of her rushes to the table,set down the butter-plate she was carrying, and said"There!" as though she had forgotten something. Shestooped—it was perfectly amazing how spry she was—and pulled out from under the stove a half-grownkitten, very sleepy, yawning and stretching, and blink-ing its eyes. "There, Betsy!" said Aunt Abigail, put-ting the little yellow and white ball into the child'slap. "There is one of old Whitey's kittens that didn'tget given away last summer, and she pesters the lifeout of me. I've got so much to do. When I heard youwere coming, I thought maybe you would take careof her for me. If you want to, enough to bother to feedher and all, you can have her for your own."
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Elizabeth Ann bent her thin face over the warm,furry, friendly little animal. She could not speak. Shehad always wanted a kitten, but Aunt Frances andAunt Harriet and Grace had always been sure thatcats brought diphtheria and tonsillitis and all sorts ofdreadful diseases to delicate little girls. She was afraidto move for fear the little thing would jump down andrun away, but as she bent cautiously toward it thenecktie of her middy blouse fell forward and thekitten in the middle of a yawn struck swiftly at itwith a soft paw. Then, still too sleepy to play, it turnedits head and began to lick Elizabeth Ann's hand witha rough little tongue. Perhaps you can imagine howthrilled the little girl was at this! She held her handperfectly still until the kitten stopped and began sud-denly washing its own face, and then she put her handsunder it and very awkwardly lifted it up, burying herface in the soft fur. The kitten yawned again, and fromthe pink-lined mouth came a fresh, milky breath. "Oh!"said Elizabeth Ann under her breath. "Oh, youdarling!" The kitten looked at her with bored, specula-tive eyes.
Elizabeth Ann looked up now at Aunt Abigail andsaid, "What is its name, please?" But the old womanwas busy turning over a griddle full of pancakes anddid not hear. On the train Elizabeth Ann had resolvednot to call these hateful relatives by the same name
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she had for dear Aunt Frances, but she now forgotthat resolution and said, again, "Oh, Aunt Abigail,what is its name?"
Aunt Abigail faced her blankly. "Name ?" she asked."Whose ... oh, the kitten's? Goodness, child, Istopped racking my brain for kitten names sixty yearsago. Name it yourself. It's yours."
Elizabeth Ann had already named it in her ownmind, the name she had always thought she wouldcall a kitten by, if she ever had one. It was Eleanor, theprettiest name she knew.
Aunt Abigail pushed a pitcher toward her. "There'sthe cat's saucer under the sink. Don't you want togive it some milk ?"
Elizabeth Ann got down from her chair, pouredsome milk into the saucer, and called: "Here, Eleanor!Here, Eleanor!"
Aunt Abigail looked at her sharply out of the cornerof her eye and her lips twitched, but her face wasquite serious as a moment later she carried the lastplate of pancakes to the table.
Elizabeth Ann sat on her heels for a long time,watching the kitten lap the milk, and she was sur-prised, when she stood up, to see that Cousin Ann andUncle Henry had come in, very red-cheeked from thecold air.
"Well, folks," said Aunt Abigail, "don't you think
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we've done some lively stepping around, Betsy and I,to get supper all on the table for you?"
Elizabeth Ann stared. What did Aunt Abigail mean?She hadn't done a thing about getting supper! But
nobody made any comment, and they all took theirseats and began to eat. Elizabeth Ann was astonishinglyhungry, and she thought she could never get enough"of the creamed potatoes, cold ham, hot cocoa, andpancakes. She was very much relieved that her refusalof beans caused no comment. Aunt Frances had alwaystried very hard to make her eat beans because they haveso much protein in them, and growing children need
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protein. Elizabeth Ann had heard this said so manytimes she could have repeated it backward, but it hadnever made her hate beans any the less. However, no-body here seemed to know this, and Elizabeth Annkept her knowledge to herself. They had also evidentlynever heard how delicate her digestion was, for shenever saw anything like the number of pancakes theylet her eat. All she wanted! She had never heard ofsuch a thing!
They still did not ask her how she had "stood thetrip." They did not indeed ask her much of anythingor pay very much attention to her beyond filling herplate as fast as she emptied it. In the middle of themeal Eleanor came, jumped into her lap, and curleddown, purring. After this Elizabeth Ann kept onehand on the little soft ball, handling her fork withthe other.
After supper—well, Elizabeth Ann never knew whatdid happen after supper until she felt somebody liftingher and carrying her upstairs. It was Cousin Ann, whocarried her as lightly as though she were a baby, andwho said, as she set her down on the floor in a slant-ceilinged bedroom, "You went right to sleep with yourhead on the table. I guess you're pretty tired."
Aunt Abigail was sitting on the edge of a greatwide bed with four posts, and a curtain around thetop. She was partly undressed, and was undoing her
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hair and brushing it out. It was very curly and allfluffed out in a shining white fuzz around her fat,pink face, full of soft wrinkles; but in a moment shewas braiding it up again and putting on a tight whitenightcap, which she tied under her chin.
"We got the word about your coming so late," saidCousin Ann, "that we didn't have time to fix you upa bedroom that can be warmed. So you're going tosleep in here for a while. The bed's big enough fortwo, I guess, even if they are as big as you and Mother."
Elizabeth Ann stared again. What queer things theysaid here. She wasn't nearly as big as Aunt Abigail!
"Mother, did you put Shep out?" asked Cousin Ann;and when Aunt Abigail said, "No! There! I forgotto!" Cousin Ann went away; and that was the last ofher. They certainly believed in being saving of theiiwords at Putney Farm.
Elizabeth Ann began to undress. She was only half-awake; and that made her feel only about half herage, which wasn't very great, the whole of it, andshe felt like just crooking her arm over her eyes andgiving up! She was too forlorn! She had never sleptwith anybody before, and she had heard ever so manytimes how bad it was for children to sleep with grown-ups. An icy wind rattled the windows and puffed inaround the loose old casings. On the window-sill laya little wreath of snow. Elizabeth Ann shivered and
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shook on her thin legs, undressed in a hurry, andslipped into her night-dress. She felt just as cold insideas out, and never was more utterly miserable than inthat strange, ugly little room, with that strange, queer,fat old woman. She was even too miserable to cry, andthat is saying a great deal for Elizabeth Ann!
She got into bed first, because Aunt Abigail saidshe was going to keep the candle lighted for a whileand read. "And anyhow," she said, "I'd better sleepon the outside to keep you from rolling out."
Elizabeth Ann and Aunt Abigail lay very still fora long time, Aunt Abigail reading out of a small, wornold book. Elizabeth Ann could see its title, "Essays ofEmerson." A book with that name had always laidon the center table in Aunt Harriet's house, but thatcopy was all new and shiny, and Elizabeth Ann hadnever seen anybody look inside it. It was a very dull-looking book, with no pictures and no conversation.The little girl lay on her back, looking up at the cracksin the plaster ceiling and watching the shadows swayand dance as the candle flickered in the gusts of coldair. She herself began to feel a soft, pervasive warmth.Aunt Abigail's great body was like a stove.
It was very, very quiet, quieter than any place Eliza-beth Ann had ever known, except church, because atrolley-line ran past Aunt Harriet's house and even atnight there were always more or less hangings and
•38-
Betsy Holds the Reins
rattlings. Here there was not a single sound except thesoft, whispery noise when Aunt Abigail turned over apage as she read. Elizabeth Ann turned her head sothat she could see the round, rosy old face, full of softwrinkles, and the calm, steady old eyes fixed on thepage. As she lay there in the warm bed, watching thatquiet face, something very queer began to happento Elizabeth Ann. She felt as though a tight knot in-side her were slowly being untied. She felt—what wasit she felt? There are no words for it. From deepwithin her something rose up softly . . . she drewone or two long, half-sobbing breaths. . . .
Aunt Abigail laid down her book and looked overat the child. "Do you know," she said, in a conversa-tional tone, "do you know, I think it's going to bereal nice, having a little girl in the house again."
Oh, then the tight knot in the little unwantedgirl's heart was loosened indeed! It all gave way atonce, and Elizabeth Ann burst suddenly into hottears—yes, I know I said I would not tell you anymore about her crying; but these tears were very dif-ferent from any she had ever shed before. And theywere the last, too, for a long, long time.
Aunt Abigail said, "Well, well!" and moving overin bed took the little weeping girl into her arms. Shedid not say another word then, but she put her soft,withered old cheek close against Elizabeth Ann's, till
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the sobs began to grow less, and then she said: "Ihear your kitty crying outside the door. Shall I lether in? I expect she'd like to sleep with you. I guessthere's room for three of us."
She got out of bed as she spoke and walked acrossthe room to the door. The floor shook under hergreat bulk, and the peak of her nightcap made a long,grotesque shadow. But as she came back with thekitten in her arms Elizabeth Ann saw nothing funnyin her looks. She gave Eleanor to the little girl andgot into bed again. "There, now, I guess we're readyfor the night," she said. "You put the kitty on theother side of you so she won't fall out of bed."
She blew the light out and moved over a little closerto Elizabeth Ann, who immediately was enveloped inthat delicious warmth. The kitten curled up under thelittle girl's chin. Between her and the terrors of thedark room loomed the rampart of Aunt Abigail's greatbody.
Elizabeth Ann drew a long, long breath . . . andwhen she opened her eyes the sun was shining in atthe window.
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CHAPTER 3
(A cAorl on,
ornmg
Aunt Abigail was gone, Eleanor was gone. The roomwas quite empty except for the bright sunshine pour-ing in through the small-paned windows. ElizabethAnn stretched and yawned and looked about her. Whatfunny wall-paper it was—so old-fashioned looking!The picture was of a blue river and a brown mill, withgreen willow-trees over it, and a man with sacks onhis horse's back stood in front of the mill. This picturewas repeated a great many times, all over the paper;and in the corner, where it hadn't come out even, theyhad had to cut it right down the middle of the horse.It was very curious-looking. She stared at it a longtime, waiting for somebody to tell her when to get up.At home Aunt Frances always told her, and helpedher get dressed. But here nobody came. She discoveredthat the heat came from a hole in the floor near thebed, which opened down into the room below. From itcame a warm breath of baking bread and a muffledthump once in a while.
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The sun rose higher and higher, and ElizabethAnn grew hungrier and hungrier. Finally it occurredto her that it was not absolutely necessary to have some-body tell her to get up. She reached for her clothes andbegan to dress. When she had finished she went outinto the hall, and with a return of her aggrieved,abandoned feeling (you must remember that herstomach was very empty) she began to try to find herway downstairs. She soon found the steps, went downthem one at a time, and pushed open the door at thefoot. Cousin Ann, the brown-haired one, was ironingnear the stove. She nodded and smiled as the childcame into the room, and said, "Well, you must feelrested!"
"Oh, I haven't been asleep!" explained ElizabethAnn. "I was waiting for somebody to tell me to get up."
"Oh," said Cousin Ann, opening her black eyes alittle. "Were you?" She said no more than this, butElizabeth Ann decided hastily that she would not add,as she had been about to, that she was also waitingiorsomebody to help her dress and do her hair. As amatter of fact, she had greatly enjoyed doing her ownhair—the first time she had ever tried it. It had neveroccurred to Aunt Frances that her little baby-girl hadgrown up enough to be her own hairdresser, nor hadit occurred to Elizabeth Ann that this might be possible.But as she struggled with the snarls she had had a
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A Short Morning
sudden wild idea of doing it a different way from thepretty fashion Aunt Frances always followed. ElizabethAnn had always secretly envied a girl in her class whosehair was all tied back from her face, with one big knotin her ribbon at the back of her neck. It looked sogrown-up. And this morning she had done hers thatway, turning her neck till it ached, so that she couldsee the coveted tight effect at the back. And still—aren't little girls queer?—although she had enjoyeddoing her own hair, she was very much inclined tofeel hurt because Cousin Ann had not come to do itfor her.
Cousin Ann set her iron down with the soft thumpwhich Elizabeth Ann had heard upstairs. She beganfolding a napkin, and said: "Now reach yourself a bowloff the shelf yonder. The oatmeal's in that kettle onthe stove and the milk is in the blue pitcher. If youwant a piece of bread and butter, here's a new loafjust out of the oven, and the butter's in that browncrock."
Elizabeth Ann followed these instructions and satdown before this quickly assembled breakfast in avery much surprised silence. At home it took the girlmore than half an hour to get breakfast and set thetable, and then she had to wait on them besides. Shebegan to pour the milk out of the pitcher and stopped
■43'
suddenly. "Oh, I'm afraid I've taken more than myshare!" she said apologetically.
Cousin Ann looked up from her rapidly movingiron, and said, in an astonished voice: "Your share?What do you mean?"
"My share of the quart," explained Elizabeth Ann.At home they bought a quart of milk and a cup ofcream every day, and they were all very conscientiousabout not taking more than their due share.
"Good land, child, take all the mil\ you want!"said Cousin Ann, as though she found somethingshocking in what the little girl had just said. ElizabethAnn thought to herself that she spoke as though milkran out of a faucet, like water.
She was fond of milk, and she made a good break-fast as she sat looking about the low-ceilinged room.It was unlike any room she had ever seen.
It was, of course, the kitchen, and yet it didn't seempossible that the same word could be applied to thatroom and the small, dark cubby-hole which had beenGrace's asthmatical kingdom. This room was very longand narrow, and all along one side were windowswith white, ruffled curtains drawn back at the sides,and with small, shining panes of glass, through whichthe sun poured golden light on a long shelf of pottedplants that took the place of a window-sill. The shelfwas covered with shining white oil-cloth, the pots were
.44.
of clean reddish brown, the sturdy, stocky plants ofbright green with clear red-and-white flowers. Eliza-beth Ann's eyes wandered all over the kitchen fromthe low, white ceiling to the clean, bare wooden floor,but they always came back to those sunny windows.Once, back in the big brick school-building, as shehad sat drooping her thin shoulders over her desk,some sort of a procession had gone by with a brassband playing a lively air. For some reason, every timeshe now glanced at that sheet of sunlight and thebright flowers she had a little of the same thrill whichhad straightened her back and gone up and downher spine while the band was playing. Possibly AuntFrances was right, after all, and Elizabeth Ann wasa very impressionable child. I wonder, by the way, ifanybody ever saw a child who wasn't.
At one end, the end where Cousin Ann was ironing,stood the kitchen stove, gleaming black, with a tea-kettle humming away on it, a big hot-water boiler nearit, and a large kitchen cabinet with lots of drawers andshelves and hooks and things. Beyond that, in themiddle of the room, was the table where they hadhad supper last night, and at which the little girlnow sat eating her very late breakfast; and beyondthat, at the other end of the room, was another tablewith an old dark-red cashmere shawl on it for a cover.A large lamp stood in the middle of this, a bookcase
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near it, two or three rocking-chairs around it, andback of it, against the wall, was a wide sofa coveredwith bright cretonne, with three bright pillows. Some-thing big and black and woolly was lying on thissofa, snoring loudly. As Cousin Ann saw the littlegirl's fearful glance alight on this she explained:"That's Shep, our old dog. Doesn't he make an awfulnoise! Mother says, when she happens to be alonehere in the evening, it's real company to hear Shepsnore—as good as having a man in the house."
Although this did not seem at all a sensible remarkto Elizabeth Ann, who thought soberly to herself thatshe didn't see why snoring made a dog as good as aman, still she was acute enough (for she was reallyquite an intelligent little girl) to feel that it belongedin the same class of remarks as one or two others shehad noted as "queer" in the talk at Putney Farm lastnight. This variety of talk was entirely new to her,nobody in Aunt Harriet's conscientious household evermaking anything but plain statements of fact. It wasone of the "queer Putney ways" which Aunt Harriethad forgotten to mention. It is possible that AuntHarriet had never noticed it.
When Elizabeth Ann finished her breakfast, CousinAnn made three suggestions, using exactly the sameaccent for them all. She said: "Wouldn't you betterwash your dishes up now before they get sticky? And
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don't you want one of those red apples from the dishon the side table? And then maybe you'd like to lookaround the house so's to know where you are." Eliza-beth Ann had never washed a dish in all her life,and she had always thought that nobody but poor,ignorant people, who couldn't afford to hire girls, didsuch things. And yet (it was odd) she did not feel likesaying this to Cousin Ann, who stood there so straightin her gingham dress and apron, with her clear, brighteyes and red cheeks. Besides this feeling, ElizabethAnn was overcome with embarrassment at the idea ofundertaking a new task in that casual way. How inthe world did you wash dishes ? She stood rooted to thespot, irresolute, horribly shy, and looking, though shedid not know it, very clouded and sullen. Cousin Annsaid briskly, holding an iron up to her cheek to see ifit was hot enough: "Just take them over to the sinkthere and hold them under the hot-water faucet.They'll be clean in no time. The dish-towels are thosehanging on the rack over the stove."
Elizabeth Ann moved promptly over to the sink,as though Cousin Ann's words had shoved her there,and before she knew it, her saucer, cup, and spoonwere clean and she was wiping them on a dry checkedtowel. "The spoon goes in the side-table drawer withthe other silver, and the saucer and cup in those shelvesthere behind the glass doors where the china belongs,"
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continued Cousin Ann, thumping hard with her ironon a napkin and not looking up at all, "and don'tforget your apple as you go out. Those Northern Spiesare just getting to be good about now. When they firstcome off the tree in October you could shoot themthrough on oak plank."
Now Elizabeth Ann knew that this was a foolishthing to say, since of course an apple never could gothrough a board; but something that had always beensound asleep in her brain woke up a little, little bitand opened one eye. For it occurred dimly to ElizabethAnn that this was a rather funny way of saying thatNorthern Spies are very hard when you first pick themin the autumn. She had to figure it out for herselfslowly, because it was a new idea to her, and she washalfway through her tour of inspection of the housebefore there glimmered on her lips, in a faint smile,the first recognition of a joke in all her life. She feltlike calling down to Cousin Ann that she saw thepoint, but before she had taken a single step towardthe head of the stairs she had decided not to do this.Cousin Ann, with her bright, dark eyes, and herstraight back, and her long arms, and her way ofspeaking as though it never occurred to her that youwouldn't do just as she said—Elizabeth Ann was notsure that she liked Cousin Ann, and she was very surethat she was afraid of her.
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So she went on, walking from one room to another,industriously eating the red apple, the biggest she hadever seen. It was the best, too, with its crisp, whiteflesh and the delicious, sour-sweet juice which madeElizabeth Ann feel with each mouthful like hurryingto take another. She did not think much more of theother rooms in the house than she had of the kitchen.There were no draped "throws" over anything; therewere no lace curtains at the windows, just dottedSwiss like the kitchen; all the ceilings were very low;the furniture was all of dark wood and very old-looking; what few rugs there were were of bright-colored rags; the mirrors were queer and old, withfunny pictures at the top; all the beds were old woodenones with posts, and curtains round the tops; and therewas not a single plush portiere in the parlor, whereasat Aunt Harriet's there had been two sets for that oneroom.
She was glad to see no piano. In her heart she hadnot liked her music lessons at all, but she had neverdreamed of not accepting them from Aunt Francesas she accepted everything else. Also she had liked tohear Aunt Frances boast about how much better shecould play than other children of her age.
She was downstairs by this time, and, opening adoor out of the parlor, found herself back in thekitchen, the long line of sunny windows and the bright
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flowers giving her that quick little thrill again. CousinAnn looked up from her ironing, nodded, and said:"All through? You'd better come in and get warmedup. Those rooms get awfully cold these January days.Winters we mostly use this room so's to get the goodof the kitchen stove." She added after a moment, dur-ing which Elizabeth Ann stood by the stove, warmingher hands: ''There's one place you haven't seen yet—themilk-room. Mother's down there now, churning. That'sthe door—the middle one."
Elizabeth Ann had been wondering and wonderingwhere in the world Aunt Abigail was. So she steppedquickly to the door, and went down the cold darkstairs she found there. At the bottom was a door, lockedapparently, for she could find no fastening. She heardsteps inside, the door was briskly cast open, and shealmost fell into the arms of Aunt Abigail, who caughther as she stumbled forward, saying: "Well, I've beenexpectin' you down here for a long time. I never saw alittle girl yet who didn't like to watch butter-making.Don't you love to run the butter-worker over it? I do,myself, for all I'm seventy-two!"
"I don't know anything about it," said ElizabethAnn. "I don't know what you make butter out of. Wcalways bought ours."
"Well, for goodness' sa\esl" said Aunt Abigail. Sheturned and called across the room, "Henry, did you
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ever! Here's Betsy saying she doesn't know what wemake butter out of! She actually never saw anybodymaking butter!"
Uncle Henry was sitting down, near the window,turning the handle of a small barrel swung betweentwo uprights. He stopped for a moment and consideredAunt Abigail's remark with the same serious attentionhe had given to Elizabeth Ann's discovery about leftand right. Then he began to turn the churn over andover again and said, peaceably: "Well, Mother, younever saw anybody laying asphalt pavement, I'll war-rant you! And I suppose Betsy knows all about that."
Elizabeth Ann's spirits rose. She felt very superiorindeed. "Oh, yes," she assured them, "I know all aboutthat! Didn't you ever see anybody doing that? Why,I've seen them hundreds of times! Every day as we wentto school they were doing over the whole pavementfor blocks along there."
Aunt Abigail and Uncle Henry looked at her withinterest, and Aunt Abigail said: "Well, now, thinkof that! Tell us all about it!"
"Why, there's a big black sort of wagon," beganElizabeth Ann, "and they run it up and down andpour out the black stuff on the road. And that's all thereis to it." She stopped, rather abruptly, looking uneasy.Uncle Henry inquired: "Now there's one thing I've
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always wanted to know. How do they keep that stufffrom hardening on them? How do they keep it hot?"
The little girl looked blank. "Why, a fire, I suppose,"she faltered, searching her memory desperately andfinding there only a dim recollection of a red glowsomewhere connected with the familiar scene.
"Of course a fire," agreed Uncle Henry. "But whatdo they burn in it, coke or coal or wood or charcoal?And how do they get any draft to keep it going?"
Elizabeth Ann shook her head. "I never noticed,"she said.
Aunt Abigail asked her now, "What do they do tothe road before they pour it on?"
"Do?" said Elizabeth Ann. "I didn't know they didanything."
"Well, they can't pour it right on a dirt road, canthey?" asked Aunt Abigail. "Don't they put downcracked stone or something?"
Elizabeth Ann looked down at her toes. "I nevernoticed," she said.
"I wonder how long it takes for it to harden?" saidUncle Henry.
"I never noticed," said Elizabeth Ann, in a smallvoice.
Uncle Henry said, "Oh!" and stopped asking ques-tions. Aunt Abigail turned away and put a stick ofwood in the stove. Elizabeth Ann did not feel very
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superior now, and when Aunt Abigail said, "Nowthe butter's beginning to come. Don't you want towatch and see everything I do, so's you can answer ifanybody asks you how butter is made?" Elizabeth Annunderstood perfectly what was in Aunt Abigail's mind,and gave to the process of butter-making a more alertand aroused attention than she had ever before givento anything. It was so interesting, too, that in notime she forgot why she was watching, and was ab-sorbed in the fascinations of the dairy for their ownsake.
She looked in the churn as Aunt Abigail unscrewedthe top, and saw the thick, sour cream separating intobuttermilk and tiny golden particles. "It's gathering,"said Aunt Abigail, screwing the lid back on. "Father'Uchurn it a little more till it really comes. And you andI will scald the wooden butter things and get every-thing ready. You'd better take that apron there tokeep your dress clean."
Wouldn't Aunt Frances have been astonished ifshe could have looked in on Elizabeth Ann that veryfirst morning of her stay at the hateful Putney Farmand have seen her wrapped in a gingham apron, herface bright with interest, trotting here and there inthe stone-floored milk-room! She was allowed the ex-citement of pulling out the plug from the bottom ofthe churn, and dodged back hastily to escape the gush
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cf buttermilk spouting into the pail held by Aunt Abi-gail. And she poured the water in to wash the butter,and screwed on the top herself, and, again all herself(for Uncle Henry had gone off as soon as the butterhad "come"), swung the barrel back and forth six orseven times to swish the water all through the particlesof butter. She even helped Aunt Abigail scoop out thegreat yellow lumps—her imagination had never con-ceived of so much butter in all the world! Then AuntAbigail let her run the curiously shaped wooden butter-worker back and forth over the butter, squeezing outthe water, and then pile it up again with her woodenpaddle into a mound of gold. She weighed out thesalt needed on the scales, and was very much sur-prised to find that there really is such a thing as anounce. She had never met it before outside the pagesof her arithmetic book and she didn't know it livedanywhere else.
After the salt was worked in she watched AuntAbigail's deft, wrinkled old hands make pats androlls. It looked like the greatest fun, and too easy foranything; and when Aunt Abigail asked her if shewouldn't like to make up the last half-pound into apat for dinner, she took up the wooden paddle confi-dently. And then she got one of the surprises thatPutney Farm seemed to have for her. She discoveredthat her hands didn't seem to belong to her at all, that
Understood Betsy
her fingers were all thumbs, that she didn't seem toknow in the least beforehand how hard a stroke shewas going to give nor which way her fingers weregoing to go. It was, as a matter of fact, the first timeElizabeth Ann had tried to do anything with her handsexcept to write and figure and play on the piano, andnaturally she wasn't very well acquainted with them.She stopped in dismay, looking at the shapeless, bat-tered heap of butter before her and holding out herhands as though they were not part of her.
Aunt Abigail laughed, took up the paddle, and afterthree or four passes the butter was a smooth, yellow ball."Well, that brings it all back to me!" she said—"whenJ was a little girl, when my grandmother first let metry to make a pat. I was about five years old—my\what a mess I made of it! And I remember—doesn'tit seem funny—that she laughed and said her Great-aunt Elmira had taught her how to handle butterright here in this very milk-room. Let's see, Grand-mother was born the year the Declaration of Inde-pendence was signed. That's quite a while ago, isn'tit? But butter hasn't changed much, I guess, nor littlegirls either."
Elizabeth Ann listened to this statement with a veryqueer, startled expression on her face, as though shehadn't understood the words. Now for a moment shestood staring up in Aunt Abigail's face, and yet not
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A Short Morning
seeing her at all, because she was thinking so hard. Shewas thinking! "Why! There were real people livingwhen the Declaration of Independence was signed—real people, not just history people—old women teach-ing little girls how to do things—right in this veryroom, on this very floor—and the Declaration of Inde-pendence just signed!"
To tell the honest truth, although she had passed avery good examination in the little book on Americanhistory they had studied in school, Elizabeth Ann hadnever to that moment had any notion that there everhad been really and truly any Declaration of Inde-pendence at all. It had been like the ounce, living onlyinside her schoolbooks for little girls to be examinedabout. And now here Aunt Abigail, talking about abutter-pat, had brought it to life!
Of course all this only lasted a moment, because itwas such a new idea! She soon lost track of what shewas thinking of; she rubbed her eyes as though shewere coming out of a dream, she thought, confusedly:"What did butter have to do with the Declaration ofIndependence? Nothing, of course! It couldn't!" andthe whole impression seemed to pass out of her mind.But it was an impression which was to come again andagain during the next few months.
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CHAPTER 4
C/Deisy ^yoes to (3/cnool
Elizabeth Ann was very much surprised to hearCousin Ann's voice calling, "Dinner!" down the stairs.It did not seem possible that the whole morning hadgone by. "Here," said Aunt Abigail, "just put that paton a plate, will you, and take it upstairs as you go. I'vegot all I can do to haul my own two hundred poundsup, without any half-pound of butter into the bar-gain." The little girl smiled at this, though she didnot exactly know why, and skipped up the stairsproudly with her butter.
Dinner was smoking on the table, which was set inthe midst of the great pool of sunlight. A very largeblack-and-white dog, with a great bushy tail, waswalking around and around the table, sniffing the air.He looked as big as a bear to Elizabeth Ann; and as hewalked his great red tongue hung out of his mouthand his white teeth gleamed horribly. Elizabeth Annshrank back in terror, clutching her plate of butter to
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her breast with tense fingers. Cousin Ann said, overher shoulder: "Oh, bother! There's old Shep, got upto pester us begging for scraps! Shep I You go and liedown this minute!"
To Elizabeth Ann's astonishment and immense re-lief, the great animal turned, drooping his head sadly,walked back across the floor, got up on the couch again,and laid his head down on one paw very forlornly,turning up the whites of his eyes meekly at CousinAnn.
Aunt Abigail, who had just pulled herself up thestairs, panting, said, between laughing and puffing:"I'm glad I'm not an animal on this farm. Ann doesboss them around so." "Well, somebody has to!" saidCousin Ann, advancing on the table with a platter.This proved to have chicken fricassee on it, and Eliza-beth Ann's heart melted in her at the smell. She lovedchicken gravy on hot biscuits beyond anything in theworld, but chickens are so expensive when you buythem in the market that Aunt Harriet hadn't had themvery often for dinner. And there was a plate of biscuits,golden brown, just coming out of the oven! She satdown very quickly, her mouth watering, and attackedthe big plateful of food which Cousin Ann passed her.
At Aunt Harriet's she had always been aware thateverybody watched her anxiously as she ate, and shehad heard so much about her light appetite that she
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felt she must live up to her reputation, and had a naturaland human hesitation about eating all she wantedwhen there happened to be something she liked verymuch. But nobody here knew that she "only ate enoughto keep a bird alive," and that her "appetite was socapricious!" Nor did anybody notice her while shestowed away the chicken and gravy and hot biscuitsand currant jelly and baked potatoes and apple pie—when did Elizabeth Ann ever eat such a meal before?She actually felt her belt grow tight.
In the middle of the meal Cousin Ann got up toanswer the telephone, which was in the next room. Theinstant the door had closed behind her Uncle Henryleaned forward, tapped Elizabeth Ann on the shoulder,and nodded toward the sofa. His eyes were twinkling,and as for Aunt Abigail she began to laugh silently,shaking all over, her napkin at her mouth to stiflethe sound. Elizabeth Ann turned wonderingly and sawthe old dog cautiously and noiselessly letting himselfdown from the sofa, one ear cocked rigidly in thedirection of Cousin Ann's voice in the next room. "Theold tyke!" said Uncle Henry. "He always sneaks upto the table to be fed if Ann goes out for a minute.Here, Betsy, you're nearest, give him this piece ofskin from the chicken neck." The big dog paddledforward across the room, evidently in such a state ofterror about Cousin Ann that Elizabeth Ann felt for
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him. She had a fellow-feeling about that relative ofhers. Also it was impossible to be afraid of so meekand guilty an animal. As old Shep came up to her,poking his nose inquiringly on her lap, she shrinkinglyheld out the big piece of skin, and though she jumpedback at the sudden snap and gobbling gulp with whichthe old dog greeted the tidbit, she could not but sympa-thize with his evident enjoyment of it. He waved hisbushy tail gratefully, cocked his head on one side, and,his ears standing up at attention, his eyes glisteninggreedily, he gave a little, begging whine. "Oh, he's ask-ing for more!" cried Elizabeth Ann, surprised to seehow plainly she could understand dog-talk. "Quick,Uncle Henry, give me another piece!"
Uncle Henry rapidly transferred to her plate a wing-bone from his own, and Aunt Abigail, with one deftswoop, contributed the neck from the platter. As fastas she could, Elizabeth Ann fed these to Shep, whowoofed them down at top speed, the bones crunchingloudly under his strong, white teeth. It did your heartgood to see how he enjoyed it!
There was the sound of the telephone receiver beinghung up in the next room—and everybody acted atonce. Aunt Abigail began drinking innocently out ofher coffee-cup, only her laughing old eyes showingover the rim; Uncle Henry buttered a slice of breadwith a grave face, as though he were deep in conjec-
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tures about who would be the next President; and asfor old Shep, he made one plunge across the room, histoe-nails clicking on the bare floor, sprang up on thecouch, and when Cousin Ann opened the door andcame in, he was lying in exactly the position in whichshe had left him, his paws stretched out, his head laidon them, his brown eyes turned up meekly so thatthe whites showed.
I've told you what these three did, but I haven't toldyou yet what Elizabeth Ann did. And it is worth tell-ing. As Cousin Ann stepped in, glancing suspiciouslyfrom her sober-faced and abstracted parents to thelamb-like innocence of old Shep, little Elizabeth Annburst into a shout of laughter. It's worth telling about,because, so far as I know, that was the first time shehad ever laughed out heartily in all her life. For mypart, J'm half surprised to know that she knew how.
Of course, when she laughed, Aunt Abigail had tolaugh too, setting down her coffee-cup and showingall the funny wrinkles in her face screwed up hardwith fun; and that made Uncle Henry laugh, andthen Cousin Ann laughed and said, as she sat down,"You are bad children, the whole four of you!" Andold Shep, seeing the state of things, stopped pretendingto be meek, jumped down, and came lumbering overto the table, wagging his tail and laughing too; youknow that good, wide dog-smile! He put his head on
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Elizabeth Ann's lap again and she patted it and liftedup one of his big black ears. She had forgotten thatshe was terribly afraid of big dogs.
After dinner Cousin Ann looked up at the clock andsaid: "My goodness! Betsy'll be late for school if shedoesn't start right off." She explained to the child,aghast at this sudden thunderclap, "I let you sleep thismorning as long as you wanted to, because you wereso tired from your journey. But of course there's noreason for missing the afternoon session."
As Elizabeth Ann continued sitting perfectly still,frozen with alarm, Cousin Ann jumped up briskly, gotthe little coat and cap, helped her up, and beganinserting the child's arms into the sleeves. She pulledthe cap well down over Elizabeth Ann's ears, felt in thepocket and pulled out the mittens. "There," she said,holding them out, "you'd better put them on beforeyou go out, for it's a real cold day." As she led the stupe-fied little girl along toward the door Aunt Abigail cameafter them and put a big sugar-cooky into the child'shand. "Maybe you'll like to eat that for your recesstime," she said. "I always did when I went to school."
Elizabeth Ann's hand closed automatically aboutthe cooky, but she scarcely heard what was said. Shefelt herself to be in a bad dream. Aunt Frances hadnever, no never, let her go to school alone, and on thefirst dav of the year always took her to the new teacher
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and introduced her and told the teacher how sensitiveshe was and how hard to understand; and then shestayed there for an hour or two till Elizabeth Anngot used to things! She could not face a whole newschool all alone—oh, she couldn't, she wouldn't! Shecouldn't! Horrors! Here she was in the front hall—shewas on the porch! Cousin Ann was saying: "Now runalong, child. Straight down the road till the first turnto the left, and there in the cross-roads, there you are."And now the front door closed behind her, the pathstretched before her to the road, and the road led downthe hill the way Cousin Ann had pointed. ElizabethAnn's feet began to move forward and carried herdown the path, although she was still crying out toherself, "I can't! I won't! I can't!"
Are you wondering why Elizabeth Ann didn't turnright around, open the front door, walk in, and say,"I can't! I won't! I can't!" to Cousin Ann?
The answer to that question is that she didn't do itbecause Cousin Ann was Cousin Ann. There's morein that than you think! In fact, there is a mystery init that nobody has ever solved, not even the greatestscientists and philosophers, although, like ali scientistsand philosophers, they think they have gone a longway toward explaining something they don't under-stand by calling it a long name. The long name is "'per-
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sonality," and what it means nobody knows, but forall that, it is perhaps the very most important thing inthe world. Yet we know only one or two things aboutit. We know that anybody's personality is made up ofthe sum total of all the actions and thoughts and desiresof his life. And we know that though there aren't anywords or any figures in any language to set down thatsum total accurately, still it is one of the first thingsthat everybody knows about anybody else. And thatreally is all we know!
So I can't tell ycu why Elizabeth Ann did not goback and cry and sob and say she couldn't and shewouldn't and she couldn't, as she would certainly havedone at Aunt Harriet's. You remember that I couldnot even tell you why it was that, as the little fatherlessand motherless girl lay in bed looking at Aunt Abi-gail's old face, she should feel so comforted and pro-tected that she must needs break out crying. No, allI can say is that it was because Aunt Abigail was AuntAbigail. But perhaps it may occur to you that it'srather a good idea to keep a sharp eye on your "per-sonality," whatever that is! It might be handy, youknow, to have a personality like Cousin Ann's whichsent Elizabeth Ann's feet down the path; or perhapsyou would prefer one like Aunt Abigail's. Well, takeyour choice.
• 65-
Understood Betsy
You must not, of course, think for a moment thatElizabeth Ann had the slightest intention of obeyingCousin Ann. No indeed! Nothing was farther fromher mind as her feet carried her along the path andinto the road. In her mind was nothing but rebellionand fear and anger and oh, such hurt feelings! Sheturned sick at the very thought of facing all the star-ing, curious faces in the playground turned on the newscholar as she had seen them at home! She wouldnever, never do it! She would walk around all the af-ternoon, and then go back and tell Cousin Ann thatshe couldn't! She would explain to her how AuntFrances never let her go out of doors without a lovinghand to cling to. She would explain to her how AuntFrances always took care of her! ... It was easier tothink about what she would say and do and explain,away from Cousin Ann, than it was to say and do itbefore those black eyes. Aunt Frances's eyes were soft,light blue.
Oh, how she wanted Aunt Frances to take care ofher! Nobody cared a thing about her! Nobody under-stood her but Aunt Frances! She wouldn't go back atall to Putney Farm. She would just walk on and ontill she was lost, and the night would come and shewould lie down and freeze to death, and then wouldn'tCousin Ann feel . . . Someone called to her, "Isn'tthis Betsy?"
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She looked up astonished. A young girl in a ginghamdress and a white apron like those at Putney Farmstood in front of a tiny, square building, like a toyhouse. "Isn't this Betsy?" asked the young girl again."Your Cousin Ann said you were coming to schooltoday and I've been looking out for you. But I saw yougoing right by, and I ran out to stop you."
"Why, where is the school?" asked Betsy, staringaround for a big brick, four-story building.
The young girl laughed and held out her hand,"This is the school," she said, "and I am the teacher,and you'd better come right in, for it's time to begin."
She led Betsy into a low-ceilinged room with ge-raniums at the windows, where about a dozen childrenof different ages sat behind their desks. At the firstsight of them Betsy blushed crimson with fright andshyness, and hung down her head; but, looking out thecorners of her eyes, she saw that they, too, were all red-faced and scared-looking and hung down their heads,looking at her shyly out of the corners of their eyes.She was so surprised by this that she forgot all aboutherself and looked inquiringly at the teacher.
"They don't see many strangers," the teacher ex-plained, "and they feel shy and scared when a newscholar comes, especially one from the city."
"Is this my grade ?" asked Elizabeth, thinking it thevery smallest grade she had ever seen.
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Betsy Goes to School
"This is the whole school," said the teacher. "Thereare only two or three in each class. You'll probablyhave three in yours. Miss Ann said you were in thethird grade. There, that's your seat."
Elizabeth sat down before a very old desk, muchbattered and hacked up with knife marks. There wasa big H. P. carved just over the inkwell, and manyother initials scattered all over the top.
The teacher stepped back to her desk and took upa violin that lay there. "Now, children, we'll beginthe afternoon session by singing 'America,'" she said.She played the air over a little, sweetly and stirringly,and then as the children stood up she came down closeto them, standing just in front of Betsy. She drew thebow across the strings in a big chord, and said, "Now,"and Betsy burst into song with the others. The suncame in the windows brightly, the teacher, too, sangas she played, and the children, even the littlest ones,opened their mouths wide and sang with all theirhearts.
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CHAPTER 5
QQlai QraJe 3s C^Eelsy?
After the singing the teacher gave Elizabeth Ann apile of schoolbooks, some paper, some pencils, and apen, and told her to set her desk in order. There weremore initials carved inside, another big H. P. with alittle A. P. under it. What a lot of children must havesat there, thought the little girl as she arranged herbooks and papers. As she shut down the lid the teacherfinished giving some instructions to three or four littleones and said, "Betsy and Ralph and Ellen, bring yourreading books up here."
Betsy sighed, took out her third-grade reader, andwent with the other two up to the battered old benchnear the teacher's desk. She knew all about reading les-sons and she hated them, although she loved to read.But reading lessons . . . ! You sat with your book openat some reading that you could do with your eyes shut,it was so easy, and you waited and waited and waitedwhile your classmates slowly stumbled along, reading
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aloud a sentence or two apiece, until your turn came tostand up and read your sentence or two, which b)that time sounded just like nonsense because you'd readit over and over so many times to yourself before yourchance came. And often you didn't even have a chanceto do that, because the teacher didn't have time toget around to you at all, and you closed your bootand put it back in your desk without having openedyour mouth. Reading was one thing Elizabeth Annhad learned to do very well indeed, but she had learnedit all by herself at home from much reading to herself.Aunt Frances had kept her well supplied with chil-dren's books from the nearest public library. She oftenread three a week—very different, that, from a sentenceor two once or twice a week.
When she sat down on the battered old bench shealmost laughed aloud, it seemed so funny to be in aclass of only three. There had been forty in her gradein the big brick building. She sat in the middle, thelittle girl whom the teacher had called Ellen on oneside, and Ralph on the other. Ellen was very pretty,with fair hair smoothly braided in two little pig-tails,sweet, blue eyes, and a clean blue-and-white ginghamdress. Ralph had very black eyes, dark hair, a bigbruise on his forehead, a cut on his chin, and a tearin the knee of his short trousers. He was much biggerthan Ellen, and Elizabeth Ann thought he looked
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rather fierce. She decided that she would be afraid ofhim, and would not like him at all.
"Page thirty-two," said the teacher. "Ralph first."
Ralph stood up and began to read. It sounded familiarto Elizabeth Ann, for he did not read at all well. Whatwas not familiar was that the teacher did not stop himafter the first sentence. He read on and on till he hadread a page, the teacher only helping him with thehardest words.
"Now Betsy," said the teacher.
Elizabeth Ann stood up, read the first sentence, andpaused, like a caged lion pausing when he comes tothe end of his cage.
"Go on," said the teacher.
Elizabeth Ann read the next sentence and stoppedagain, automatically.
"Go on," said the teacher, looking at her sharply.
The next time the little girl paused the teacherlaughed out good-naturedly. "What is the matter withyou, Betsy?" she said. "Go on till I tell you to stop."
So Elizabeth Ann, very much surprised but verymuch interested, read on, sentence after sentence, tillshe forgot they were sentences and just thought ofwhat they meant. She read a whole page and then an-other page, and that was the end of the selection. Shehad never read aloud so much in her life. She wasaware that everybody in the room had stopped work-
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ing to listen to her. She felt proud and less afraid thanshe had ever thought she could be in a schoolroom.When she finished, "You read very well!" said theteacher. "Is this book easy for you?"
"Oh, yes!" said Elizabeth Ann.
"I guess, then, that you'd better not stay in this class,"said the teacher. She took a book out of her desk. "Seeif you can read that."
Elizabeth Ann began in her usual school-readingstyle, very slow and monotonous, but this didn't seemlike a "reader" at all. It was poetry, full of hard wordsthat were fun to try to pronounce, and it was all aboutan old woman who would hang out an American flag,even though the town was full of rebel soldiers. Sheread faster and faster, getting more and more excited,till she broke out with "Halt!" in such a loud, spiritedvoice that the sound of it startled her. She stopped,fearing that she would be laughed at. But nobodylaughed. They were all listening eagerly, even the littleones, with their eyes turned toward her.
"You might as well go on and let us see how it cameout," said the teacher, and Betsy finished triumphantly.
"Well," said the teacher, "there's no sense in yourreading along in the third reader. After this you'll re-cite out of the seventh reader with Frank and Harryand Stashie."
Elizabeth Ann could not believe her ears. To be
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"jumped" four grades in that casual way! It wasn'tpossible! She at once thought, however, of somethingthat would prevent it entirely, and while Ellen wasreading her page in a slow, careful little voice, Eliza-beth Ann was feeling miserably that she must explainto the teacher why she couldn't read with the seventh-grade children. Oh, how she wished she could! Whenthey stood up to go back to their seats she hesitated,hung her head, and looked very unhappy. "Did youwant to say something to me?" asked the teacher,pausing with a bit of chalk in her hand.
The little girl went up to her desk and said, whatshe knew it was her duty to confess: "I can't be allowedto read in the seventh reader. I don't write a bit well,and I never get the mental number-work right. Icouldn't do ««ything with seventh-grade arithmetic!"
The teacher looked blank and said: "I didn't sayanything about your number-work! I don't hjiowanything about it! You haven't recited yet." She turnedaway and began to write a list of words on the board."Betsy, Ralph, and Ellen study their spelling," she said."You little ones come up for your reading."
Two little boys and two little girls came forward asElizabeth Ann began to con over the words on theboard. At first she found she was listening to the little,chirping voices, as the children struggled with theirreading, instead of studying "doubt, travel, cheese,"
.74.
and the other words in her lesson. But she put her handsover her ears, and her mind on her spelling. She wantedto make a good impression with that lesson. After awhile, when she was sure she could spell them all cor-rectly, she began to listen and look around her. Shealways "got" her spelling in less time than was allowedthe class, and usually sat idle, looking out of the win-dow until that study period was over. But now themoment she stopped staring at the board and movingher lips as she spelled to herself the teacher said, justas though she had been watching her every minuteinstead of conducting a class, "Betsy, have you learnedyour spelling?"
"Yes, ma'am, I think so," said Elizabeth Ann, won-dering why she was asked.
"That's fine," said the teacher. "I wish you'd takelittle Molly over in that corner and help her with herreading. She's getting on so much better than the restof the class that I hate to have her lose her time. Justhear her read the rest of her little story, will you, anddon't help her unless she's really stuck."
Elizabeth Ann was startled by this request. She hadnever heard of such a thing in a schoolroom. She feltvery uncertain of herself as she sat down on a lowchair in the corner away from the desks, with the childleaning on her knee. And yet she was not exactly afraid,either, because Molly was such a shy, tiny, roly-poly
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thing, with her crop of yellow curls, and her brightblue eyes so serious as she looked hard at the bookand began: "Once there was a rat. It was a fat rat."No, it was impossible to be frightened of such a funnylittle girl, who peered so earnestly into the older child'sface to make sure she was doing her lesson right.
Elizabeth Ann had never had anything to do withchildren younger than herself, and she felt very pleasedand important to have anybody look up to her! She puther arm around Molly's square, warm, fat body andgave her a squeeze. Molly snuggled up closer, and thetwo children put their heads together over the printedpage, Elizabeth Ann correcting Molly gently when shemade a mistake, and waiting patiently when she hesi-tated. She had so fresh in her mind her own sufferingfrom quick, nervous corrections that she took thegreatest pleasure in speaking quietly and not inter-rupting the little girl more than was necessary. It wasfun to teach, lots of fun! She was surprised when theteacher said, "Well, Betsy, how did Molly do?"
"Oh, is the time up?" said Elizabeth Ann. "Why, shedoes beautifully, I think, for such a little thing."
"Do you suppose," said the teacher thoughtfully, justas though Betsy were a grown-up person, "do you sup-pose she could go into the second reader, with Eliza?There's no use keeping her in the first if she's ready togo on."
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Elizabeth Ann's head whirled with this second light-handed juggling with the sacred distinction betweenthe grades. In the big brick schoolhouse nobody everwent into another grade except at the beginning of anew year, after you'd passed a lot of examinations. Shehad not known that anybody could do anything else.The idea that everybody took a year to a grade, nomatter what! was so fixed in her mind that she felt asthough the teacher had said: "How would you like tostop being nine years old and be twelve instead ? Anddon't you think Molly would better be eight insteadof six?"
However, just then her class in arithmetic was called,so that she had no more time to be puzzled. She cameforward with Ralph and Ellen again, very low in hermind. She hated arithmetic with all her might, andshe really didn't understand a thing about it! By longexperience she had learned to read her teachers' facesvery accurately, and she guessed by their expressionwhether the answer she gave was the right one. Andthat was the only way she could tell. You never heard ofany other child who did that, did you ?
They had mental arithmetic, of course (ElizabethAnn thought it just her luck!), and of course it wasthose hateful eights and sevens, and of course rightaway poor Betsy got the one she hated most, 7x8.She never knew that one! She said dispiritedly that
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it was 54, remembering vaguely that it was somewherein the fifties. Ralph burst out scornfully, "56!" and theteacher, as if she wanted to take him down for showingoff, pounced on him with 9x8. He answered, withoutdrawing breath, 72. Elizabeth Ann shuddered at hisaccuracy. Ellen, too, rose to the occasion when she got6x7, which Elizabeth Ann could sometimes remem-ber and sometimes not. And then, oh horrors! It washer turn again! Her turn had never before come morethan twice during a mental arithmetic lesson. She wasso startled by the swiftness with which the questionwent around that she balked on 6 x 6, which she knewperfectly. And before she could recover Ralph hadanswered and had rattled out a 108 in answer to 9 x 12;and then Ellen slapped down an 84 on top of 7 x 12.Good gracious! Who could have guessed, from the waythey read, they could do their tables like this! She her-self missed on 7x7 and was ready to cry. After thisthe teacher didn't call on her at all, but showered ques-tions down on the other two, who sent the answersback with sickening speed.
After the lesson the teacher said, smiling, "Well,Betsy, you were right about your arithmetic. I guessyou'd better recite with Eliza for a while. She's doingsecond-grade work. I shouldn't be surprised if, aftera good review with her, you'd be able to go on withthe third-grade work."
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What Grade Is Betsy?
Elizabeth Ann fell back on the bench with her mouthopen. She felt really dizzy. What crazy things theteacher said! She felt as though she was being pulledlimb from limb.
"What's the matter?" asked die teacher, seeing herbewildered face.
"Why—why," said Elizabeth Ann, "I don't knowwhat I am at all. If I'm second-grade arithmetic andseventh-grade reading and third-grade spelling, whatgrade am I ?"
The teacher laughed. "You aren't any grade at all, nomatter where you are in school. You're just yourself,aren't you? What difference does it make what gradeyou're in? And what's the use of your reading litdebaby things too easy for you just because you don'tknow your multiplication table?"
"Well, for goodness' sa\es\" ejaculated ElizabethAnn, feeling very much as though somebody had stoodher suddenly on her head.
"What's the matter?" asked the teacher again.
This time Elizabeth Ann didn't answer, because sheherself didn't know what the matter was. But I do,and I'll tell you. The matter was that never before hadshe known what she was doing in school. She hadalways thought she was there to pass from one gradeto another, and she was ever so startled to get aglimpse of the fact that she was there to learn how to
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read and write and cipher and generally use her mind,so she could take care of herself when she came to begrown up. Of course, she didn't know that till she didcome to be grown up, but in that moment, she hadher first dim notion of it, and it made her feel the wayyou do when you're learning to skate and somebodypulls away the chair you've been leaning on and says,"Now, go it alone!"
The teacher waited a minute. When Elizabeth Anndidn't say anything more, she rang a little bell. "Recesstime," she said. As the children marched out and beganputting on their wraps she followed them into thecloak-room, pulled on a warm, red cap and a redsweater, and ran outdoors herself. "Who's on my side!"she called, and the children came darting out after her.Elizabeth Ann had dreaded the first recess time withthe strange children, but she had no time to feel shy,for in a twinkling she was on one end of a long ropewith a lot of her schoolmates, pulling with all hermight against the teacher and two of the big boys. No-body had looked at her curiously, nobody had saidanything to her beyond a loud, "Come on, Betsy!" fromRalph, who was at the head on their side.
They pulled and they pulled, digging their feet intothe ground and bracing themselves against the rockswhich stuck up out of the playground. Sometimes
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the teacher's side yanked them along by quick jerks,and then they'd all set their feet hard when Ralphshouted out, "Now, all together!" and they'd slowlydrag the other side back. And all the time everybodywas shouting and yelling together with the excitement.Betsy was screaming too, and when a wagon passing bystopped and a big, broad-shouldered farmer jumpeddown laughing, put the end of the rope over his shoul-der, and walked off with the whole lot of them till hehad pulled them clear off their feet, Elizabeth Annfound herself rolling over and over with a breathless,squirming mass of children, her laughter rising evenabove the shouts of the others. She laughed so shecould hardly get up on her feet again, it was such anunexpected ending to the tug-of-war.
The big farmer was laughing too. "You ain't so smartas you thin\ you are, are you!" he jeered at them good-naturedly. Then he started, yelling "whoa there!" tohis horses, which had begun to walk on. He had to runafter them with all his might, and just climbed into theback of the wagon and grabbed the reins the verymoment they broke into a trot. The children laughed,and Ralph shouted after him, "Hi, there, Uncle Nate!Who's not so smart as he thinks he is, nowl" He turnedto the little girls near him. "They 'most got away fromhim that time!" he said. "He's awful foolish about leav-
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ing them standing while he's funning or something.He thinks he's awful funny, anyhow. Some day they'llrun away on him and then where'll he be?"
Elizabeth Ann was thinking to herself that this wasone of the queerest things that had happened to hereven in this queer place. Never, why never once, hadany grown-up, passing the playground of the big brickbuilding, dreamed of such a thing as stopping for aminute to play. They never even looked at the children,any more than if they were in another world. In factshe had felt the school was in another world.
"Ralph, it's your turn to get the water," said theteacher, handing him a pail. "Want to go along?" saidRalph gruffly to Ellen and Betsy. He led the way andthe little girls walked after him. Now that she was outof a crowd Elizabeth Ann felt all her shyness comedown on her like a black cloud, drying up her mouthand turning her hands and feet cold as ice. Into oneof these cold hands she felt small, warm fingers slide.She looked down and there was little Molly trottingby her side, turning her blue eyes up trustfully."Teacher says I can go with you if you'll take care ofme," she said. "She never lets us first-graders go with-out somebody bigger to help us over the log."
As she spoke they came to a small, clear, swift brook,crossed by a big white-birch log. Elizabeth Ann was
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horribly afraid to set foot on it, but with little Molly'shand holding tightly to hers she was ashamed to sayshe was afraid. Ralph skipped across, swinging thepail to show how easy it was for him. Ellen followedmore slowly, and then—don't you wish Aunt Francescould have been there!—Betsy shut her teeth togetherhard, put Molly ahead of her, took her hand, andstarted across. As a matter of fact Molly went alongas sure-footed as a little goat, having done it a hundredtimes, and it was she who steadied Elizabeth Ann. Butnobody knew this, Molly least of all.
Ralph took a drink out of a tin cup standing on astump near by, dipped the pail into a deep, clear pool,and started back to the school. Ellen took a drink andoffered the cup to Betsy, very shyly, without lookingup. After they had all three had a drink they stoodthere for a moment, much embarrassed. Then Ellensaid, in a small voice, "Do you like dolls with yellowhair the best?"
Now it happened that Elizabeth Ann had very posi-tive convictions on this point which she had neverspoken of, because Aunt Frances didn't really careabout dolls. She only pretended to, to be company forher little niece.
"No, I don't!" answered the little girl emphatically."I get just sick and tired of always seeing them with
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that old, bright-yellow hair! I like them to have brownhair, just the way most little girls do!"
Ellen lifted her eyes and smiled radiantly. "Oh, sodo I!" she said. "And that lovely old doll your folkshave has got brown hair. Will you let me play withher some time?"
"My folks?" said Elizabeth Ann blankly.
"Why, yes, your Aunt Abigail and your UncleHenry."
"Have they got a doll?" said Betsy, thinking thiswas the very climax of Putney queerness.
"Oh, my, yes!" said Molly eagerly. "She's the oneMrs. Putney had when she was a little girl. And she'sgot the loveliest clothes! She's in the hair-trunk underthe eaves in the attic. They let me take her down oncewhen I was there with Mother. And Mother said sheguessed, now a little girl had come there to live, they'dlet you have her down all the time. I'll bring mineover next Saturday, if you want me to. Mine's got yel-low hair, but she's real pretty anyhow. If Father's goingto mill that day, he can leave me there for the morn-ing."
Elizabeth Ann had not understood more than oneword in five of this, but the school-bell rang and theywent back, little Molly helping Elizabeth Ann overthe log and thinking she was being helped, as before.
They ran along to the little building, and there I'm
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going to leave them, because I think I've told enoughabout their school for one while. It was only a poor,rough, district school anyway, that no city Superin-tendent of Schools would have looked at for a minute,except to sniff.
CHAPTER 6
&j hJJou ^<=JJon I oLilce
K^onversahon in a CS/Uootc
C2/kifi CZJkis K^shaJDier!
Betsy opened the door and was greeted by her kitten,who ran to her, purring and arching her back to bestroked.
"Well," said Aunt Abigail, looking up from thepan of apples in her lap, "I suppose you're starved,aren't you! Get yourself a piece of bread and butter,why don't you ? and have one of these apples."
As the little girl sat down by her, munching fast onthis provender, she asked: "What desk did you get?"
Elizabeth Ann thought for a moment, cuddlingEleanor up to her face. "I think it is the third fromthe front in the second row." She wondered why AuntAbigail cared.
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"Oh, I guess that's your Uncle Henry's desk. It'sthe one his father had, too. Are there a couple ofH. P.'s carved on it?"
Betsy' nodded.
"His father carved the H. P. on the lid, so I lenry hadto put his inside. I remember the winter he put it there.It was the first season Mother let me wear real hoopskirts. I sat in the first seat on the third row."
Betsy ate her apple more and more slowly, tryingto take in what Aunt Abigail had said. Uncle Henryand his father—why Moses or Alexander the Greatdidn't seem any further back in the mists of time toElizabeth Ann than did Uncle Henry's father! And tothink he had been a little boy, right there at that desk!She stopped chewing altogether for a moment andstared into space. Although she was only nine yearsold, she was feeling a little of the same rapt wonderthat people in the past were really people, which makesa first visit to the Roman Forum a thrilling event forgrown-ups. That very desk!
After a moment she came to herself, and findingsome apple still in her mouth, went on chewing medi-tatively. "Aunt Abigail," she said, "how long ago wasthat?"
"Let's see," said the old woman, peeling apples withwonderful rapidity. "I was born in 1844. And I was
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six when I first went to school. That's sixty-six yearsago."
Elizabeth Ann, like all little girls of nine, had verylittle notion how long sixty-six years might be. "WasGeorge Washington alive then?" she asked.
The wrinkles around Aunt Abigail's eyes deepenedmirthfully, but she did not laugh as she answered,"No, that was long after he died, but the schoolhousewas there when he was alive."
"It was I" said Betsy, staring, her teeth set deep in anapple.
"Yes, indeed. It was the first house in the valley builtof sawed lumber. You know, when our folks cameup here, they had to build all their houses of logs tobegin with."
"They did!" cried Betsy, with her mouth full ofapple.
"Why, yes, child, what else did you suppose theyhad to make houses out of? They had to have some-thing to live in, right off. The sawmills came later."
"I didn't know anything about it," said Betsy. "Tellme about it."
"Why, you knew, didn't you—your Aunt Harrietmust have told you—about how our folks came uphere from Connecticut in 1763, on horseback? Con-necticut was an old settled place then, compared toVermont. There wasn't anything here but trees and
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bears and wood-pigeons. I've heard 'em say that thewood-pigeons were so thick you could go out afterdark and club 'em out of the trees, just like hensroosting in a hen-house. There always was cold pigeon-pie in the pantry, just the way we have doughnuts. Andthey used bear-grease to grease their boots and theirhair, bears were so plenty. It sounds like good eating,doesn't it! But of course that was just at first. It got quitesettled up before long, and by the time of the Revolu-tion, bears were getting pretty scarce, and soon thewood-pigeons were all gone."
"And the schoolhouse—that schoolhouse where Iwent today—was diat built then?" Elizabeth Annfound it hard to believe.
"Yes, it used to have a great big chimney and fire-place in it. It was built long before stoves were in-vented, you know."
"Why, I thought stoves were always invented!" criedElizabeth Ann. This was the most startling and inter-esting conversation she had ever taken part in.
Aunt Abigail laughed. "Mercy, no, child! Why, /can remember when only folks that were pretty welloff had stoves and real poor people still cooked overa hearth fire. I always thought it a pity they tore downthe big chimney and fireplace out of the schoolhouseand put in that big, ugly stove. But folks are so daftover new-fangled things. Well, anyhow, they couldn't
•90-
take away the sun-dial on the window-sill. You wantto be sure to look at that. It's on the sill of the middlewindow on the right hand as you face the teacher'sdesk."
"Sun-dial," repeated Betsy. "What's that?"
"Why, to tell the time by, when—"
"Why didn't they have a clock?" asked the child.
Aunt Abigail laughed. "Good gracious, there wasonly one clock in the valley for years and years, andthat belonged to the Wardons, the rich family in thevillage. Most people had sun-dials cut in their window-sills. There's one on the window-sill of our pantry thisminute. Come on, I'll show it to you." She got upheavily with her pan of apples, and trotted briskly,shaking the floor as she went, over to the stove. "Butfirst just watch me put these on to cook so you'll knowhow." She set the pan on the stove, poured some waterfrom the tea-kettle over the apples, and put on acover. "Now come on into the pantry."
They entered a sweet-smelling, spicy small room, allwhite paint and shelves which were loaded with dishesand boxes and bags and pans of milk and jars of pre-serves.
"There!" said Aunt Abigail, opening the window."That's not so good as the one at school. This onlytells when noon is."
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Elizabeth Ann stared stupidly at the deep scratch onthe window-sill.
"Don't you see?" said Aunt Abigail. "When theshadow got to that mark it was noon. And the restof the time you guessed by how far it was from themark. Let's see if I can come anywhere near it now."She looked at it hard and said: "I guess it's half-pastfour." She glanced back into the kitchen at the clockand said: "Oh, pshaw! It's ten minutes past five! Nowmy grandmother could have told that within fiveminutes, just by the place of the shadow. I declare!Sometimes it seems to me that every time a new pieceof machinery comes into the door some of our witsfly out at the window! Now I couldn't any more livewithout matches than I could fly! And yet they allused to get along all right before they had matches.Makes me feel foolish to think I'm not smart enough toget along, if I wanted to, without those little snips ofpine and brimstone. Here, Betsy, take a cooky. It'sagainst my principles to let a child leave the pantrywithout having a cooky. My! it does seem like livingagain to have a young one around to stuff!"
Betsy took the cooky, but went on with the con-versation by exclaiming, "How could awybody getalong without matches ? You have to have matches."
Aunt Abigail didn't answer at first. They were back• 92*
in the kitchen now. She was looking at the clock again."See here," she said; "it's time I began getting supperready. We divide up on the work. Ann gets the dinnerand I get the supper. And everybody gets his ownbreakfast. Which would you rather do, help Ann withthe dinner, or me with the supper?"
Elizabeth Ann had not had the slightest idea ofhelping anybody with any meal, but, confronted un-expectedly with the alternative offered, she made upher mind so quickly that she didn't want to helpCousin Ann, and declared so loudly, "Oh, help youwith the supper!" that her promptness made her soundquite hearty and willing. "Well, that's fine," said AuntAbigail. "We'll set the table now. But first you wouldbetter look at that apple sauce. I hear it walloping awayas though it was boiling too fast. Maybe you'd betterpush it back where it won't cook so fast. There are theholders, on that hook."
Elizabeth Ann approached the stove with the holderin her hand and horror in her heart. Nobody had everdreamed of asking her to handle hot things. She lookedaround dismally at Aunt Abigail, but the old womanwas standing with her back turned, doing something atthe kitchen table. Very gingerly the little girl tookhold of the handle of the saucepan, and very gingerlyshe shoved in to the back of the stove. And then she
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stood still a moment to admire herself. She could dothat as well as anybody!
"Why," said Aunt Abigail, as if remembering thatBetsy had asked her a question. "Any man could strikea spark from his flint and steel that he had for his gun.And he'd keep striking it till it happened to fly outin the right direction, and you'd catch it in some fluffwhere it would start a smolder, and you'd blow on ittill you got a little flame, and drop tiny bits of shaved-updry pine in it, and so, little by little, you'd build yourfire up.""But it must have taken iorever to do that!""Oh, you didn't have to do that more than once inever so long," said Aunt Abigail, briskly. She inter-rupted her story to say: "Now you put the silver around,while I cream the potatoes. It's in that drawer—a knife,a fork, and two spoons for each place—and the platesand cups are up there behind the glass doors. We'regoing to have hot cocoa again tonight." As the littlegirl, hypnotized by the other's casual, offhand way ofissuing instructions, began to fumble with the knivesand forks she went on: "Why, you'd start your fire thatway, and then you'd never let it go out. Everybodythat amounted to anything knew how to bank thehearth fire with ashes at night so it would be sureto last. And the first thing in the morning, you got
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down on your knees and poked the ashes away verycarefully till you got to the hot coals. Then you'd blowwith the bellows and drop in pieces of dry pine—don'tforget the water-glasses—and you'd blow gently tillthey flared up and the shavings caught, and there yourfire would be kindled again. The napkins are in thesecond drawer."
Betsy went on setting the table, deep in thought, re-constructing the old life. As she put the napkins aroundshe said, "But sometimes it must have gone out . . ."
"Yes," said Aunt Abigail, "sometimes it went out,and then one of the children was sent over to thenearest neighbor to borrow some fire. He'd take acovered iron pan fastened on to a long hickory stick,and go through the woods—everything was woods then~-to the next house and wait till they had their firegoing and could spare him a pan full of coals; andthen—don't forget the salt and pepper—he would legit home as fast as he could streak it, to get there beforethe coals went out. Say, Betsy, I think that apple sauceis ready to be sweetened. You do it, will you? I've gotmy hands in the biscuit dough. The sugar's in the left-hand drawer in the kitchen cabinet."
"Oh, my I" cried Betsy, dismayed."/ don't know howto cook!"
Aunt Abigail laughed and put back a strand of curly
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white hair with the back of her floury hand. "Youknow how to stir sugar into your cup of cocoa, don'tyou?"
"But how much shall I put in?" asked ElizabethAnn, clamoring for exact instruction so she wouldn'tneed to do any thinking for herself.
"Till it tastes right," said Aunt Abigail, carelessly."Fix it to suit yourself, and I guess the rest of us willlike it. Take that big spoon to stir it with."
Elizabeth Ann took off the lid and began stirring insugar, a teaspoonful at a time, but she soon saw thatthat made no impression. She poured in a cupful,stirred it vigorously, and tasted it. Better, but not quiteenough. She put in a tablespoonful more and tasted it,staring off into space as she concentrated her attentionon tne taste. It was quite p. responsibility to prepare theapple sauce for a family. It was ever so good, too. Butmaybe a little more sugar. She put in a teaspoonful anddecided it was just exactly right!
"Done?" asked Aunt Abigail. "Take it off, then, andpour it out in that big yellow bowl, and put it on thetable in front of your place. You've made it; you oughtto serve it."
"It isn't done, is it?" asked Betsy. "That isn't all youdo to make apple sauce!"
"What else could you do?" asked Aunt Abigail.•96-
"Well ... !" said Elizabeth Ann, very much sur-prised. "I didn't know it was so easy to cook!"
"Easiest thing in the world," said Aunt Abigailgravely, with the merry wrinkles around her merry oldeyes all creased up with silent fun.
When Uncle Henry came in from the barn, withold Shep at his heels, and Cousin Ann came downfrom upstairs, where her sewing-machine had beenhumming like a big bee, they were both duly im-pressed when told that Betsy had set the table andmade the apple sauce. They pronounced it very goodapple sauce indeed, and each sent his saucer back tothe little girl for a second helping. She herself ate threesaucerfuls. Her own private opinion was that it was thevery best apple sauce ever made.
After supper was over and the dishes washed andwiped, Betsy helping with the putting-away, the fourgathered around the big lamp on the table with thered cover. Cousin Ann was making some buttonholesin the shirtwaist she had constructed that afternoon,Aunt Abigail was darning socks, and Uncle Henrywas mending a piece of harness. Shep lay on the couchand snored until he got so noisy they couldn't standit, and Cousin Ann poked him in the ribs and he wokeup snorting and gurgling and looking around sheep-ishly. Every time this happened it made Betsy laugh.
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She held Eleanor, who didn't snore at all, but made theprettiest tea-kettle-singing purr deep in her throat, andopened and sheathed her needle-like claws in Betsy'sdress.
"Well, how'd you get on at school?" asked UncleHenry.
"I've got your desk," said Elizabeth Ann, looking athim curiously, at his gray hair and wrinkled, weather-beaten face, and trying to think what he must havelooked like when he was a little boy like Ralph.
"So?" said Uncle Henry. "Well, let me tell you that'sa mighty good desk! Did you notice the deep groove inthe top of it?"
Betsy nodded. She had wondered what that wasused for.
"Well, that was the lead-pencil desk in the old days.When they couldn't run down to the store to buythings, because there wasn't any store to run to, howdo you suppose they got their lead-pencils?"
Elizabeth Ann shook her head, incapable even of aguess. She had never thought before but that lead-pencils grew in glass show-cases in stores.
"Well, sir," said Uncle Henry, "I'll tell you. Theytook a piece off the lump of lead they made their bul-lets of, melted it over the fire in the hearth down atthe schoolhouse till it would run like water, andpoured it in that groove. When it cooled off, there was
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a long streak of solid lead, about as big as one of ourlead-pencils nowadays. They'd break that up in shorterlengths, and there you'd have your lead-pencils, madewhile you wait. I tell you, in the old days folks knewhow to take care of themselves more than now."
"Why, weren't there any stores?" asked ElizabethAnn. She could not imagine living without buyingthings at stores.
"Where'd they get the things to put in a store in thosedays?" asked Uncle Henry, argumentatively. "Everysingle thing had to be lugged clear from Albany orfrom Connecticut on horseback."
"Why didn't they use wagons?" asked ElizabethAnn.
"You can't run a wagon unless you've got a road torun it on, can you?" asked Uncle Henry. "It was along, long time before they had any roads. It's an awfulchore to make roads in a new country all woods andhills and swamps and rocks. You were lucky if therewas a good path from your house to the next settle-ment."
"Now, Henry," said Aunt Abigail, "do stop going onabout old times long enough to let Betsy answer thequestion you asked her. You haven't given her a chanceto say how she got on at school."
"Well, I'm awfully mixed up!" said Betsy, complain-ingly. "I don't know what I am! I'n? second-grade
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arithmetic and third-grade spelling and seventh-gradereading and I don't know what in writing or composi-tion. We didn't have those."
Nobody seemed to think this very remarkable, oreven very interesting. Uncle Henry, indeed, noted itonly to say, "Seventh-grade reading!" He turned toAunt Abigail. "Oh, Mother, don't you suppose shecould read aloud to us evenings?"
Aunt Abigail and Cousin Ann both laid down theirsewing to laugh! "Yes, yes, Father, and play checkerswith you too, like as not!" They explained to Betsy:"Your Uncle Henry is just daft on being read aloud towhen he's got something to do in the evening, andwhen he hasn't, he's as fidgety as a broody hen if hecan't play checkers. Ann hates checkers and I haven'tgot the time, often."
"Oh, I love to play checkers!" said Betsy.
"Well, now . . ." said Uncle Henry, rising instantlyand dropping his half-mended harness on the table."Let's have a game."
"Oh, Father!" said Cousin Ann, in the tone she usedfor Shep. "How about that piece of breeching! Youknow that's not safe. Why don't you finish that upfirst?"
Uncle Henry sat down again, looking as Shep didwhen Cousin Ann told him to lie down on the couch,and took up his needle and awl.
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"But I could read something aloud," said Betsy,feeling very sorry for him. "At least I think I could.I never did, except at school."
"What shall we have, Mother?" asked Uncle Henryeagerly.
"Oh, I don't know. What have we got in this book-case?" said Aunt Abigail. "It's pretty cold to go intothe parlor to the other one." She leaned forward, ranher fat forefinger over the worn old volumes, and tookout a battered, blue-covered book. "Scott ?"
"Gosh, yes!" said Uncle Henry, his eyes shining."The staggit eve!"
At least that was the way it sounded to Betsy, butwhen she took the book and looked where Aunt Abi-gail pointed she read it correctly, though in a timid,uncertain voice. She was proud to think she couldplease a grown-up so much as she was evidently pleas-ing Uncle Henry, but the idea of reading aloud forpeople to hear, not for a teacher to correct, was un-heard-of.
The Stag at eve had drun\ his fillWhere danced the moon on Monan's rill,
she began, and it was as though she had stepped intoa boat and was swept off by a strong current. She didnot know what all the words meant, and she could not
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pronounce a good many of the names, but nobodyinterrupted to correct her, and she read on and on,
steadied by the strongly marked rhythm, drawn for-ward swiftly from one clanging, sonorous rhyme toanother. Uncle Henry nodded his head in time to therise and fall of her voice and now and then stoppedhis work to look at her with bright, eager, old eyes. He
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knew some of the places by heart evidently, for oncein a while his voice would join the little girl's for acouplet or two. They chanted together thus:
A moment listened to the cryThat thickened as the chase drew nigh,Then, as the headmost foes appeared,With one brave bound, the copse he cleared.
At the last line Uncle Henry flung his arm out wide,and the child felt as though the deer had made hisgreat leap there, before her eyes.
"I've seen 'em jump just like that," broke in UncleHenry. "A two-three-hundred-pound stag go up overa four-foot fence just like a piece of thistledown in thewind."
"Uncle Henry," asked Elizabeth Ann, "what is acopse?"
"I don't know," said Uncle Henry indifferently."Something in the woods, must be. Underbrush mostlikely. You can always tell words you don't know bythe sense of the whole thing. Go on."
And stretching forward, free and far,
The child's voice took up the chant again. She readfaster and faster as it got more exciting. Uncle Henryjoined in on
• 103*
For, jaded now and spent with toil,Embossed with foam and dar\ with soil,While every gasp with sobs he drew,The laboring stag strained full in view.
The little girl's heart beat fast. She fled along throughthe next lines, stumbling desperately over the hardwords but seeing the headlong chase through themclearly as through tree-trunks in a forest. Uncle Henrybroke in in a triumphant shout:
The wily quarry shunned the shoc\And turned him from the opposing rocltjThen dashing down a darksome glen,Soon lost to hound the hunter's \en,In the deep Trossach's wildest noo\His solitary refuge too\.
"Oh, my!" cried Elizabeth Ann, laying down thebook. "He got away, didn't he? I was so afraid hewouldn't!"
"I can just hear those dogs yelping, can't you ?" saidUncle Henry.
Yelled on the view the opening pac\.
"Sometimes you hear 'em that way up on the slopeof Hemlock Mountain back of us, when they get torunning a deer."
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"What say we have some pop-corn?" suggestedAunt Abigail. "Betsy, don't you want to pop us some?"
"I never did," said the little girl, but in a less doubtfultone than she had ever used with that phrase so familiarto her. A dim notion was growing up in her mindthat the fact that she had never done a thing was noproof that she couldn't.
"I'll show you," said Uncle Henry. He reached downa couple of ears from a big yellow cluster hanging onthe wall, and he and Betsy shelled them into the pop-per, popped it full of snowy kernels, buttered it, saltedit, and took it back to the table.
It was just as she was eating her first ambrosialmouthful that the door opened and a fur-capped headwas thrust in. A man's voice said: "Evenin', folks. No,I can't stay. I was down at the village just now, andthought I'd ask for any mail down our way." He tosseda newspaper and a letter on the table and was gone.
The letter was addressed to Elizabeth Ann and itwas from Aunt Frances. She read it to herself whileUncle Henry read the newspaper. Aunt Frances wrotethat she had been perfectly horrified to learn thatCousin Molly had not kept Elizabeth Ann with her,and that she would never forgive her for that cruelty.And when she thought that her darling was at Put-ney Farm . . . ! Her blood ran cold. It positively did!It was too dreadful. But it couldn't be helped, for a
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Understood Betsy
time anyhow, because Aunt Harriet was really verysick. Elizabeth Ann would have to be a dear, brave childand endure it as best she could. And as soon . . . oh,as soon as ever she could, Aunt Frances would comeand take her away from them. "Don't cry too much,darling ... it breaks my heart to think of you there!Try to be cheerful, dearest! Try to bear it for the sakeof your distracted, loving Aunt Frances."
Elizabeth Ann looked up from this letter and acrossthe table at Aunt Abigail's rosy, wrinkled old face, bentover her darning. Uncle Henry laid the paper down,took a big mouthful of pop-corn, and beat time silentlywith his hand. When he could speak he murmured:
An hundred dogs bayed deep and strong,Clattered an hundred steeds along.
Old Shep woke up with a snort and Aunt Abigailfed him a handful of pop-corn. Little Eleanor stirredin her sleep, stretched, yawned, and nestled down intoa ball again on the little girl's lap. Betsy could feel inher own body the rhythmic vibration of the kitten'scontented purr.
Aunt Abigail looked up: "Finished your letter? Ihope Harriet is no worse. What does Frances say?"
Elizabeth Ann blushed a deep red and crushed theletter together in her hand. She felt ashamed and shedid not know why. "Aunt Frances says, . . . Aunt
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Frances says, . . ." she began, hesitating. "She saysAunt Harriet is still pretty sick." She stopped, drew along breath, and went on, "And she sends her love toyou."
Now Aunt Frances hadn't done anything of thekind, so this was a really whopping fib. But ElizabethAnn didn't care if it was. It made her feel less ashamed,though she did not know why. She took anothermouthful of pop-corn and stroked Eleanor's back.
Uncle Henry got up and stretched. "It's time to goto bed, folks," he said. As he wound the clock Betsyheard him murmuring:
But when the sun his beacon red . . „
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I wonder if you can guess the name of a little girl who,about a month after this, was walking along throughthe melting snow in the woods with a big black dogrunning circles around her. Yes, all alone in the woodswith a terrible great dog beside her, and yet not a bitafraid. You don't suppose it could be Elizabeth Ann?Well, whoever she was, she had something on hermind, for she walked more and more slowly and hadonly a very absent-minded pat for the dog's head whenhe thrust it up for a caress. When the wood road ledinto a clearing in which there was a rough little houseof slabs, the child stopped altogether, and, lookingdown, began nervously to draw lines in the snow withher overshoe.You see, something perfectly dreadful had happened•io8-
in school that day. The Superintendent, the all-impor-tant, seldom-seen Superintendent, came to visit theschool and the children were given some examinationsso he could see how they were getting on.
Now, you know what an examination did to Eliza.beth Ann. Or haven't I told you yet?
Well, if I haven't, it's because words fail me. If thereis anything horrid that an examination didn't do toElizabeth Ann, I have yet to hear of it. It began yearsago, before ever she went to school, when she heardAunt Frances talking about how she had dreaded ex-aminations when she was a child, and how they driedup her mouth and made her ears ring and her headache and her knees get all weak and her mind a per-fect blank, so that she didn't know what two and twomade. Of course Elizabeth Ann didn't feel all thosethings right off at her first examination, but by thetime she had had several and had rushed to tell AuntFrances about how awful they were and the two ofthem had sympathized with one another and comparedsymptoms and then wept about her resulting lowmarks, why, she not only had all the symptoms AuntFrances had ever had, but a good many more of herown invention.
Well, she had had them all and had them hard thisafternoon, when the Superintendent was there. Heimouth had gone dry and her knees had shaken and
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her elbows had felt as though they had no more bonesin diem than so much jelly, and her eyes had smarted,and oh, what answers she had made! That dreadfultight panic had clutched at her throat whenever theSuperintendent had looked at her, and she had dis-graced herself ten times over. She went hot and coldto think of it, and felt quite sick with hurt vanity. Shewho did so well every day and was so much lookedup to by her classmates, what must they be thinkingof her! To tell the truth, she had been crying as shewalked along through the woods, because she was sosorry for herself. Her eyes were all red still, and herthroat sore from the big lump in it.
And now she would live it all over again as she toldthe Putney cousins. For of course they must be told.She had always told Aunt Frances everything thathappened in school. It happened that Aunt Abigailhad been taking a nap when she got home from school,and so she had come out to the sap-house, where CousinAnn and Uncle Henry were making syrup, to have itover with as soon as possible. She went up to the littleslab house now, dragging her feet and hanging herhead, and opened the door.
Cousin Ann, in a very short old skirt and a man'scoat and high rubber boots, was just poking some morewood into the big fire which blazed furiously underthe broad, flat pan where the sap was boiling. The
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rough, brown hut was filled with white steam and thatsweetest of all odors, hot maple syrup. Cousin Annturned her head, her face red with the heat of the fire,and nodded at the child.
"Hello, Betsy, you're just in time. I've saved out acupful of hot syrup for you, all ready to wax."
Betsy hardly heard this, although she had been wildabout waxed sugar on snow ever since her very firsttaste of it. "Cousin Ann," she said unhappily, "theSuperintendent visited our school this afternoon."
"Did he?" said Cousin Ann, dipping a thermometeiinto the boiling syrup.
"Yes, and we had examinations I" said Betsy.
"Did you?" said Cousin Ann, holding the ther-mometer up to the light and looking at it.
"And you know how perfectly awful examinationsmake you feel," said Betsy, very near to tears again.
"Why, no," said Cousin Ann, sorting over syrup tins."They never made me feel awful. I thought they weresort of fun."
"Fun!" cried Betsy, indignantly, staring through thebeginnings of her tears.
"Why, yes. Like taking a dare, don't you know.Somebody stumps you to jump off the hitching-post,and you do it to show 'em. I always used to think ex-aminations were like that. Somebody stumps you tospell 'pneumonia,' and you do it to show 'em. Here's
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your cup of syrup. You'd better go right out and waxit while it's hot."
Elizabeth Ann automatically took the cup in herh?nd, but she did not look at it. "But supposing youget so scared you can't spell 'pneumonia' or anythingelse!" she said feelingly. "That's what happened to me.You know how your mouth gets all dry and yourknees . . ." She stopped. Cousin Ann had said she didnot know all about those things. "Well, anyhow, I gotso scared I could hardly stand up! And I made themost awful mistakes—things I know just as well! Ispelled 'doubt' without any b and 'separate' with ane, and I said Iowa was bounded on the north by Wis-consin, and I . . ."
"Oh, well," said Cousin Ann, "it doesn't matter ifyou really know the right answers, does it? That'sthe important thing."
This was an idea which had never in all her lifeentered Betsy's brain and she did not take it in now.She only shook her head miserably and went on in adoleful tone. "And I said 13 and 8 are 22/ and I wroteMarch without any capital M, and I . . ."
"Look here, Betsy, do you want to tell me all this?"Cousin Ann spoke in the quick, ringing voice she hadonce in a while which made everybody, from old Shepup, open his eyes and get his wits about him. Betsygathered hers and thought hard; and she came to an
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unexpected conclusion. No, she didn't really want totell Cousin Ann all about it. Why was she doing it?Because she thought that was the thing to do. "Becauseif you don't really want to," went on Cousin Ann, "Idon't see that it's doing anybody any good. I guessHemlock Mountain will stand right there just the sameeven if you did forget to put a b in 'doubt.' And yoursyrup will be too cool to wax right if you don't take itout pretty soon."
She turned back to stroke the fire, and ElizabethAnn, in a daze, found herself walking out of the door.It fell shut after her, and there she was under the clear,,pale-blue sky, with the sun just hovering over the rimof Hemlock Mountain. She looked up at the big moun-tains, all blue and silver with shadows and snow, andwondered what in the world Cousin Ann had meant.Of course Hemlock Mountain would stand there justthe same. But what of it? What did that have to dowith her arithmetic, with anything? She had failed inher examination, hadn't she?
She found a clean white snow-bank under a pine-tree, and, setting her cup of syrup down in a safe place,began to pat the snow down hard to make the rightbed for the waxing of the syrup. The sun, very hotfor that late March day, brought out strongly the tarryperfume of the big pine-tree. Near her the sap drippedmusically into a bucket, already half full, hung on a
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maple-tree. A blue-jay rushed suddenly through theupper branches of the wood, his screaming and chat-tering voice sounding like noisy children at play.
Elizabeth Ann took up her cup and poured someof the thick, hot syrup out on the hard snow, makingloops and curves as she poured. It stiffened andhardened at once, and she lifted up a great coil of it,threw her head back, and let it drop into her mouth.Concentrated sweetness of summer days was in thatmouthful, part of it still hot and aromatic, part of iticy and wet with melting snow. She crunched it alltogether into a delicious, big lump and sucked on itdreamily, her eyes on the rim of Hemlock Mountain,high above her there, the snow on it bright golden inthe sunlight. Uncle Henry had promised to take her upto the top as soon as the snow went off. She wonderedwhat the top of a mountain would be like. Uncle Henryhad said the main thing was that you could see somuch of the world at once. He said it was too queerthe way your own house and big barn and great fieldslooked like little toy things that weren't of any account.It was because you could see so much more than justthe . . .
She heard an imploring whine, and a cold nose wasthrust into her hand! Why, there was old Shep beggingfor his share of waxed sugar. He loved it, though itdid stick to his teeth so! She poured out another lot
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and gave half of it to Shep. It immediately stuck hisjaws together tight, and he began pawing at his mouthand shaking his head till Betsy had to laugh. Then hemanaged to pull his jaws apart and chewed loudly andvisibly, tossing his head, opening his mouth wide tillBetsy could see the sticky, brown candy draped inmelting festoons all over his big white teeth and redgullet. Then with a gulp he had swallowed it all downand was whining for more, striking softly at the littlegirl's skirt with his forepaw. "Oh, you eat it too fast!"cried Betsy, but she shared her next lot with him too.The sun had gone down over Hemlock Mountain bythis time, and the big slope above her was all deepblue shadow. The mountain looked much higher nowas the dusk began to fall, and loomed up bigger andbigger as though it reached to the sky. It was no won-der houses looked small from its top. Betsy ate thelast of her sugar, looking up at the quiet giant there,towering grandly above her. There was no lump inher throat now. Although she still thought she did notknow what in the world Cousin Ann meant by sayingthat about Hemlock Mountain and her examination,it's my opinion that she had made a good beginningof an understanding.
She was just picking up her cup to take it back tothe sap-house when Shep growled a little and stoodwith his ears and tail up, looking down the road. Some-
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thing was coming down that road in the blue, clear twi-light, something that was making a very queer noise.It sounded almost like somebody crying. It was some-body crying! It was a child crying. It was a little, littlegirl. . . . Betsy could see her now . . . stumblingalong and crying as though her heart would break.Why, it was little Molly, her own particular charge atschool, whose reading lesson she heard every day. Betsyand Shep ran to meet her. "What's the matter, Molly?What's the matter?" Betsy knelt down and put herarms around the weeping child. "Did you fall down?Did you hurt you ? What are you doing 'way off here ?Did you lose your way?"
"I don't want to go away! I don't want to go away!"said Molly over and over, clinging tightly to Betsy.It was a long time before Betsy could quiet her enoughto find out what had happened. Then she made outbetween Molly's sobs that her mother had been takensuddenly sick and had to go away to a hospital, andthat left nobody at home to take care of Molly, and shewas to be sent away to some strange relatives in thecity who didn't want her at all and who said so rightout. . . .
Elizabeth Ann knew all about that! Her heart swelledbig with sympathy. For a moment she stood again outon the sidewalk in front of the Lathrop house withold Mrs. Lathrop's ungracious white head bobbing
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from a window, and knew again that ghastly feelingof being unwanted. She knew why little Molly wascrying! And she shut her hands together hard andmade up her mind that she would help her out!
Do you know what she did, right off, without think-ing about it? She didn't go and look up Aunt Abigail.She didn't wait till Uncle Henry came back from hisround of emptying sap buckets into the big tub onhis sled. As fast as her feet could carry her she flewback to Cousin Ann in the sap-house. I can't tell you(except again that Cousin Ann was Cousin Ann) whyit was that Betsy ran so fast to her and was so sure thateverything would be all right as soon as Cousin Annknew about it; but whatever the reason was it was agood one, for, though Cousin Ann did not stop to kissMolly or even to look at her more than one sharp firstglance, she said after a moment's pause, during whichshe filled a syrup can and screwed the cover downvery tight: "Well, if her folks will let her stay, howwould you like to have Molly come and stay withus till her mother gets back from the hospital? Nowyou've got a room of your own, I guess if you wantedto you could have her sleep with you."
"Oh, Molly, Molly, Molly!" shouted Betsy, jumpingup and down, and then hugging the little girl with allher might. "Oh, it will be like having a little sister!"
Cousin Ann sounded a dry, warning note: "Don't be■ii8-
too sure her folks will let her. We don't know aboutthem yet."
Betsy ran to her, and caught her hand, looking upat her with shining eyes. "Cousin Ann, if you go tosee them and ask them, they will!"
This made even Cousin Ann give a little abashedsmile of pleasure, although she made her face graveagain at once and said: "You'd better go along back tothe house now, Betsy. It's time for you to help Motherwith the supper."
The two children trotted back along the darkeningwood road, Shep running before them, little Mollyclinging fast to the older child's hand. "Aren't you everafraid, Betsy, in the woods this way?" she asked ad-miringly, looking about her with timid eyes.
"Oh, no!" said Betsy, protectingly; "there's nothingto be afraid of, except getting off on the wrong fork ofthe road, near the Wolf Pit."
"Oh, owl" said Molly, scringing. "What's the WolfPit? What an awful name!"
Betsy laughed. She tried to make her laugh soundbrave like Cousin Ann's, which always seemed soscornful of being afraid. As a matter of fact, she wasbeginning to fear that they had made the wrong turn,and she was not quite sure that she could find the wayhome. But she put this out of her mind and walkedalong very fast, peering ahead into the dusk. "It hasn't
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anything to do with wolves," she said in answer toMolly's question; "anyhow, not now. It's just a big,deep hole in the ground where a brook had dug out acave. . . . Uncle Henry told me all about it when heshowed it to me . . . and then part of the roof cavedin; sometimes there's ice in the corner of the coveredpart all the summer, Aunt Abigail says."
"Why do you call it the Wolf Pit?" asked Molly,walking very close to Betsy and holding very tightly toher hand.
"Oh. long, ever so long ago, when the first settlerscame up here, they heard a wolf howling all night, andwhen it didn't stop in the morning, they came up hereon the mountain and found a wolf had fallen in andcouldn't get out."
"My! I hope they killed him!" said Molly.
"Gracious! that was more than a hundred years ago,"said Betsy. She was not thinking of what she was say-ing. She was thinking that if they were on the rightroad they ought to be home by this time. She wasthinking that the right road ran downhill to the houseall the way, and that this certainly seemed to be goingup a little. She was wondering what had become ofShep. "Stand here just a minute, Molly," she said. "Iwant ... I just want to go ahead a litde bit and see. . . and see . . ." She darted on around a curve of
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the road and stood still, her heart sinking. The roadturned there and led straight up the mountain!
For just a moment the little girl felt a wild impulseto burst out in a shriek for Aunt Frances, and to runcrazily away, anywhere so long as she was running.But the thought of Molly standing back there, trust-fully waking to be taken care of, shut Betsy's lips to-gether hard before her scream of fright got out. Shestood still, thinking. Now she mustn't get frightened.All they had to do was to walk back along the roadtill they came to the fork and then make the right turn.But what if they didn't get back to the turn till it wasso dark they couldn't see it ... ? Well, she mustn'tthink of that. She ran back, calling, "Come on, Molly,"in a tone she tried to make as firm as Cousin Ann's. "Iguess we have made the wrong turn after all. We'dbetter . . ."
But there was no Molly there. In the brief momentBetsy had stood thinking, Molly had disappeared. Thelong, shadowy wood road held not a trace of her.
Then Betsy was frightened and then she did beginto scream, at the top of her voice, "Molly! Molly!" Shewas beside herself with terror, and started back hastilyto hear Molly's voice, very faint, apparently comingfrom the ground under her feet.
"Ow! Ow! Betsy! Get me out! Get me out!"
"Where are you ?" shrieked Betsy.
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"I don't know!" came Molly's sobbing voice. "I justmoved the least little bit out of the road, and slippedon the ice and began to slide and I couldn't stop my-self and I fell down into a deep hole!"
Betsy's head felt as though her hair were standing upstraight on end with horror. Molly must have fallendown into the Wolf Pit! Yes, they were quite near it.She remembered now that big white-birch tree stoodright at the place where the brook tumbled over theedge and fell into it. Although she was dreadfullyafraid of falling in herself, she went cautiously over tothis tree, feeling her way with her foot to make sureshe did not slip, and peered down into the cavernousgloom below. Yes, there was Molly's little face, just awhite speck. The child was crying, sobbing, and hold-ing up her arms to Betsy.
"Are you hurt, Molly?"
"No. I fell into a big snow-bank, but I'm all wet andfrozen and I want to get out! I want to get out!"
Betsy held on to the birch-tree. Her head whirled.What should she do! "Look here, Molly," she calleddown, "I'm going to run back along to the right roadand back to the house and get Uncle Henry. He'll comewith a rope and get you out!"
At this Molly's crying rose to a frantic scream. "Oh,Betsy, don't leave me here alone! Don't! Don't! Thf
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wolves will get me! Betsy, don't leave me alone!" Thechild was wild with terror.
"But I can't get you out myself!" screamed backBetsy, crying herself. Her teeth were chattering withthe cold.
"Don't go! Don't go!" came up from the darknessof the pit in a piteous howl. Betsy made a great effortand stopped crying. She sat down on a stone and triedto think. And this is what came into her mind as aguide: "What would Cousin Ann do if she were here?She wouldn't cry. She would thin\ of something."
Betsy looked around her desperately. The first thingshe saw was the big limb of a pine-tree, broken off bythe wind, which half lay and half slantingly stood upagainst a tree a little distance above the mouth of thepit. It had been there so long that the needles had driedand fallen off, and the skeleton of the branch withthe broken stubs looked like . . . yes, it looked likea ladder! That was what Cousin Ann would have done!
"Wait a minute! Wait a minute, Molly!" she calledwildly down the pit, warm all over in excitement."Now listen. You go off there in a corner, where theground makes a sort of roof. I'm going to throw downsomething you can climb up on, maybe."
"Ow! Ow, it'll hit me!" cried poor little Molly, moreand more frightened. But she scrambled off under hershelter obediendy, while Betsy struggled with the
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branch. It was so firmly imbedded in the snow that atfirst she could not budge it at all. But after she clearedthat away and pried hard with the stick she was usingas a lever she felt it give a little. She bore down with allher might, throwing her weight again and again onher lever, and finally felt the big branch move. Afterthat it was easier, as its course was downhill over thesnow to the mouth of the pit. Glowing, and pushing,wet with perspiration, she slowly maneuvered it alongto the edge, turned it squarely, gave it a great shove, andleaned over anxiously. Then she gave a great sigh ofrelief! Just as she had hoped, it went down sharp endfirst and stuck fast in the snow which had saved Mollyfrom broken bones. She was so out of breath with herwork that for a moment she could not speak. Then,"Molly, there! Now I guess you can climb up to whereI can reach you."
Molly made a rush for any way out of her prison, andclimbed, like the practiced squirrel that she was, upfrom one stub to another to the top of the branch. Shewas still below the edge of the pit there, but Betsy layflat down on the snow and held out her hands. Mollytook hold hard, and, digging her toes into the snow,slowly wormed her way up to the surface of the ground.
It was then, at that very moment, that Shep camebounding up to them, barking loudly, and after himCousin Ann striding along in her rubber boots, with
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a lantern in her hand and a rather anxious look on herface.
She stopped short and looked at the two little girls,covered with snow, their faces flaming with excite-ment, and at the black hole gaping behind them. "I al-ways told Father we ought to put a fence around thatpit," she said in a matter-of-fact voice. "Some day asheep's going to fall down there. Shep came along tothe house without you, and we thought most likelyyou'd taken the wrong turn."
Betsy felt terribly aggrieved. She wanted to be pettedand praised for her heroism. She wanted Cousin Annto realize ... oh, if Aunt Frances were only there,she would iealize . . . !
"I fell down in the hole, and Betsy wanted to go andget Mr. Putney, but I wouldn't let her, and so she threwdown a big branch and I climbed out," explained Molly,who, now that her danger was past, took Betsy's actionquite as a matter of course.
"Oh, that was how it happened," said Cousin Ann.She looked down the hole and saw the big branch, andlooked back and saw the long trail of crushed snowwhere Betsy had dragged it. "Well, now, that was quitea good idea for a little girl to have," she said briefly. "Iguess you'll do to take care of Molly all right!"
She spoke in her usual voice and immediately drewthe children after her, but Betsy's heart was singing
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joyfully as she trotted along clasping Cousin Ann'sstrong hand. Now she knew that Cousin Ann realized.. . . She trotted fast, smiling to herself in the darkness.
"What made you think of doing that?" asked CousinAnn presently, as they approached the house.
"Why, I tried to think what you would have doneif you'd been there," said Betsy.
"Oh!" said Cousin Ann. "Well . . ."
She didn't say another word, but Betsy, glancing upinto her face as they stepped into the lighted room, sawan expression that made her give a little skip and hopof joy. She had pleased Cousin Ann.
That night, as she lay in her bed, her arm over Mollycuddled up warm beside her, she remembered, everso faintly, as something of no importance, that she hadfailed in an examination that afternoon.
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Betsy and Molly had taken Deborah to school withthem. Deborah was the old wooden doll with brown,painted curls. She had lain in a trunk almost ever sinceAunt Abigail's childhood, because Cousin Ann hadnever cared for dolls when she was a little girl. At firstBetsy had not dared to ask to see her, much less to playwith her, but when Ellen, as she had promised, cameover to Putney Farm that first Saturday she had saidright out, as soon as she landed in the house, "Oh, Mrs.Putney, can't we play with Deborah?" And Aunt Abi-gail had answered: "Why, yes, of course! I knew therewas something I've kept forgetting!" She went up withthem herself to the cold attic and opened the littlehair-trunk under the eaves. There lay a doll, flat on herback, looking up at them brightly out of her blue eyes.
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"Well, Debby dear," said Aunt Abigail, taking herup gently. "It's a good long time since you and I playedunder the lilac bushes, isn't it? I expect you've beenpretty lonesome up here all these years. Never you mind,you'll have some good times again, now." She pulleddown the doll's full, ruffled skirt, straightened the laceat the neck of her dress, and held her for a moment,looking down at her silently. You could tell by theway she spoke, by the way she touched Deborah, by theway she looked at her, that she had loved the dolldearly, and maybe still did, a little.
When she put Deborah into Betsy's arms, the childfelt that she was receiving something precious, almostsomething alive. She and Ellen looked with delight atthe yards and yards of picot-edged ribbon, sewed on byhand to the ruffles of the skirt, and lifted up the silkfolds to admire the carefully made, full petticoats andfrilly drawers, the pretty, soft old kid shoes and whitestockings. Aunt Abigail looked at them with an absentsmile on her lips, as though she were living over oldscenes.
Finally, "It's too cold to play up here," she said, com-ing to herself with a long breath. "You'd better bringDeborah and the trunk down into the south room."She carried the doll, and Betsy and Ellen each tookan end of the old trunk, no larger than a modern suit >case. They settled themselves on the big couch, bac)
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of the table with the lamp. Old Shep was on it, butBetsy coaxed him off by putting down some bonesCousin Ann had been saving for him. When he finishedthose and came back for the rest of his snooze, he foundhis place occupied by the little girls, sitting cross-legged, examining the contents of the trunk, all spreadout around them. Shep sighed deeply and sat downwith his nose resting on the couch near Betsy's knee,following their movements with his kind, dark eyes.Once in a while Betsy stopped hugging Deborah orexclaiming over a new dress long enough to pat Shep'shead and fondle his ears. This was what he was waitingfor, and every time she did it he wagged his tail thump-ingly against the floor.
After that Deborah and her trunk were kept down-stairs where Betsy could play with her. Often she wastaken to school. You never heard of such a thing astaking a doll to school, did you ? Well, I told you thiswas a queer, old-fashioned school. As a matter of fact,it was not only Betsy who took her doll to school; allthe little girls did, whenever they felt like it. Miss Ben-ton, the teacher, had a shelf for them in the entry-waywhere the wraps were hung, and the dolls sat on it andwaited patiently all through lessons. At recess time ornooning each little mother snatched her own child andbegan to play. As soon as it grew warm enough toplay outdoors without just racing around every minute
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to keep from freezing to death, the dolls and theirmothers went out to a great pile of rocks at one end ofthe bare, stony field which was the playground. Therethey sat and played in the spring sunshine, warmerfrom day to day. There were a great many holes andshelves and pockets and little caves in the rocks whichmade lovely places for playing keep-house. Each littlegirl had her own particular cubby-holes and "rooms,"and they "visited" their dolls back and forth all aroundthe pile. And as they played they talked fast about allsorts of things, being little girls and not boys who justyelled and howled as they played ball or duck-on-a-rockor prisoner's goal, racing and running and wrestlingnoisily all around the rocks.
There was one child who neither played with thegirls nor ran and whooped with the boys. This was littlesix-year-old 'Lias, one of the two boys in Molly's firstgrade. At recess time he generally hung about theschool door by himself, looking moodily down andknocking the toe of his ragged, muddy shoe againsta stone. The little girls were talking about him oneday as they played. "My! Isn't that 'Lias Brewster thehorridest-looking child!" said Eliza, who had thesecond grade all to herself, although Molly now readout of the second reader with her.
"Mercy, yes! So ragged!" said Anastasia Monahan,
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called Stashie for short. She was a big girl, fourteenyears old, who was in the seventh grade.
"He doesn't look as if he ever combed his hair!" saidBetsy. "It looks just like a wisp of old hay."
"And sometimes," little Molly proudly added herbit to the talk of the older girls, "he forgets to put onany stockings and just has his dreadful old shoes onover his dirty, bare feet."
"I guess he hasn't got any stockings half the time,"said big Stashie scornfully. "I guess his stepfather drinks'em up."
"How can he drink up stockings?" asked Molly,opening her round eyes very wide.
"Sh! You mustn't ask. Little girls shouldn't knowabout such things, should they, Betsy?"
"No, indeed," said Betsy, looking mysterious. As amatter of fact, she herself had no idea what Stashiemeant, but she looked wise and said nothing.
Some of the boys had squatted down near the rocksfor a game of marbles now.
"Well, anyhow," said Molly resentfully, "I don'tcare what his stepfather does to his stockings. I wish'Lias would wear 'em to school. And lots of times hehasn't anything on under those horrid old overallseither! I can see his bare skin through the torn places."
"I wish he didn't have to sit so near me," said Betsycomplainingly. "He's so dirty."
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"Well, I don't want him near me, either!" cried allthe other little girls at once. Ralph glanced up at themfrowning, from where he knelt with his middle fingercrooked behind a marble ready for a shot. He lookedas he always did, rough and half-threatening. "Yougirls make me sick!" he said. He sent his marblestraight to the mark, pocketed his opponent's, and stoodup, scowling at the little mothers. "I guess if you hadto live the way he does, you'd be dirty! Half the timehe don't get anything to eat before he comes to school,and if my mother didn't put up some extra for himin my box he wouldn't get any lunch either. And thenyou go and jump on him!"
"Why doesn't his own mother put up his lunch?"Betsy challenged their critic.
"He hasn't got any mother. She's dead," said Ralph,turning away with his hands in his pockets. He yelledto the boys, "Come on, fellers, beat-che to the bridgeand back!" and was off, with the others racing at hisheels.
"Well, anyhow, I don't care; he is dirty and horrid!"said Stashie emphatically, looking over at the drooping,battered little figure, leaning against the school door,listlessly kicking at a stone.
But Betsy did not say anything more just then.
The teacher, who "boarded 'round," was stayingat Putney Farm at that time, and that evening, as
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they all sat around the lamp in the south room, Betsylooked up from her game of checkers with UncleHenry and asked, "How can anybody drink up stock-ings?"
"Mercy, child! what are you talking about?" askedAunt Abigail.
Betsy repeated what Anastasia Monahan had said,and was flattered by the rather startled attention givenher by the grown-ups. "I didn't know that Bud Walkerhad taken to drinking again!" said Uncle Henry. "My!That's too bad!"
"Who takes care of that child anyhow, now thatpoor Susie is dead?" Aunt Abigail asked of everybodyin general.
"Is he just living there done, with that good-for-nothing stepfather ? How do they get enough to eat?"said Cousin Ann, looking troubled.
Apparently Betsy's question had brought somethinghalf forgotten and altogether neglected into theirminds. They talked for some time after that about'Lias, the teacher confirming what Betsy and Stashiehad said.
"And we sitting right here with plenty to eat andnever raising a hand!" cried Aunt Abigail.
"How you will let things slip out of your mind!"said Cousin Ann remorsefully.
It struck Betsy vividly that 'Lias was not at all the one
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they blamed for his objectionable appearance. Shefelt quite ashamed to go on with the other things sheand the little girls had said, and fell silent, pretendingto be very much absorbed in her game of checkers.
"Do you know," said Aunt Abigail suddenly, asthough an inspiration had just struck her, "I wouldn'tbe a bit surprised if that Elmore Pond might adopt'Lias if he was gone at the right way."
"Who's Elmore Pond?" asked the schoolteacher.
"Why, you must have seen him—that great, big, red-faced, good-natured-looking man that comes throughhere twice a year, buying stock. He lives over Digbyway, but his wife was a Hillsboro girl, Matey Pelham—an awfully nice girl she was, too. They never hadany children, and Matey told me the last time she wasback for a visit that she and her husband talked quiteoften about adopting a little boy. Seems that Mr. Pondhas always wanted a little boy. He's such a nice man!'Twould be a lovely home for a child."
"But goodness!" said the teacher. "Nobody wouldwant to adopt such an awful-looking little ragamuffinas that 'Lias. He looks so meeching, too. I guess hisstepfather is real mean to him, when he's been drink-ing, and it's got 'Lias so he hardly dares hold hishead up."
The clock struck loudly. "Well, hear that!" saidCousin Ann. "Nine o'clock and the children not in
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bed! Molly's most asleep this minute. Trot along withyou, Betsy! Trot along, Molly. And, Betsy, be sureMolly's nightgown is buttoned up all the way."
So it happened that, although the grown-ups wereevidently going on to talk about 'Lias Brewster, Betsyheard no more of what they said.
She herself went on thinking about 'Lias while shewas undressing and answering absently little Molly'schatter. She was thinking about him even after theyhad gone to bed, had put the light out, and were lyingsnuggled up to each other, back to front, their fourlegs, crooked at the same angle, fitting in togetherneatly like two spoons in a drawer. She was thinkingabout him when she woke up, and as soon as she couldget hold of Cousin Ann she poured out a new plan. Shehad never been afraid of Cousin Ann since the eveningMolly had fallen into the Wolf Pit and Betsy hadseen that pleased smile on Cousin Ann's firm lips."Cousin Ann, couldn't we girls at school get togetherand sew—you'd have to help us some—and make somenice, new clothes for little 'Lias Brewster, and fix himup so he'll look better, and maybe that Mr. Pondwill like him and adopt him?"
Cousin Ann listened attentively and nodded herhead. "Yes, I think that would be a good idea," shesaid. "We were thinking last night we ought to dosomething for him. If you'll make the clothes, Mother'll
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knit him some stockings and Father will get him someshoes. Mr. Pond never makes his spring trip till lateMay, so we'll have plenty of time."
Betsy was full of importance that day at school andat recess time got the girls together on the rocks andtold them all about the plan. "Cousin Ann says she'llhelp us, and we can meet at our house every Saturdayafternoon till we get them done. It'll be fun! AuntAbigail telephoned down to the store right away, andMr. Wilkins says he'll give the cloth if we'll makeit up."
Betsy spoke very grandly of "making it up," al-though she had hardly held a needle in her life, andwhen the Saturday afternoon meetings began she wasashamed to see how much better Ellen and even Elizacould sew than she. To keep her end up, she was drivento practicing her stitches around the lamp in the eve-nings, with Aunt Abigail keeping an eye on her.
Cousin Ann supervised the sewing on Saturday af-ternoons and taught those of the little girls whose legswere long enough how to use the sewing machine.First they made a little pair of trousers out of an oldgray woolen skirt of Aunt Abigail's. This was forpractice, before they cut into the piece of new blueserge that the storekeeper had sent up. Cousin Annshowed them how to pin the pattern on the goods andthey each cut out one piece. Those flat, queer-shaped
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pieces of cloth certainly did look less like a pair of trou-sers to Betsy than anything she had ever seen. Then oneof the girls read aloud very slowly the mysterious-sounding directions from the wrapper of the patternabout how to put the pieces together. Cousin Annhelped here a little, particularly just as they were aboutto put the sections together wrong-side-up. Stashie, asthe oldest, did the first basting, putting the notches to-gether carefully, just as they read the instructions aloud,and there, all of a sudden, was a rough little sketch ofa pair of knee trousers, without any hem or any waist-band, of course, but just the two-legged, complicatedshape they ought to be! It was like a miracle to Betsy!Cousin Ann helped them sew the seams on the ma-chine, and they all turned to for the basting of thefacings and the finishing. They each made one but-tonhole. It was the first one Betsy had ever made, andwhen she got through she was as tired as though shehad run all the way to school and back. Tired, butvery proud; although when Cousin Ann inspectedthat buttonhole, she covered her face with her hand-kerchief for a minute, as though she were going tosneeze, although she didn't sneeze at all.
It took them two Saturdays to finish up that trialpair of trousers, and when they showed the result toAunt Abigail she was delighted. "Well, to think ofthat being my old skirt!" she said, putting on her spec-
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tacles to examine the work. She did not laugh, either,when she saw those buttonholes, but she got up hastilyand went into the next room, where they soon heardher coughing.
Then they made a little blouse out of some new bluegingham. Cousin Ann happened to have enough leftover from a dress she was making. This thin materialwas ever so much easier to manage than the gray flan-nel, and they had the little garment done in no time,even to the buttons and buttonholes. When it came tomaking the buttonholes, Cousin Ann sat right downwith each one and supervised every stitch. You maynot be surprised to know that they were a great im-provement over the first batch.
Then, making a great ceremony of it, they beganon the store material, working twice a week now, be-cause May was slipping along very fast, and Mr. Pondmight be there at any time. They knew pretty wellhow to go ahead on this one, after the experience oftheir first pair, and Cousin Ann was not much needed,except as adviser in hard places. She sat there in theroom with them, doing some sewing of her own, soquiet that half the time they forgot she was there. Itwas great fun, sewing all together and chatting as theysewed.
A good deal of the time they talked about howsplendid it was of them to be so kind to little 'Lias.
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"My! I don't believe most girls would put themselvesout this way for a dirty little boy!" said Stashie, com-placently.
"No, indeed!" chimed in Betsy. "It's just like a story,isn't it?—working and sacrificing for the poor!"
"I guess he'll thank us all right for sure!" said Ellen."He'll never forget us as long as he lives, I don't sup-pose."
Betsy, her imagination fired by this suggestion, said,"I guess when he's grown up he'll be telling every-body about how, when he was so poor and ragged,Stashie Monahan and Ellen Peters and ElizabethAnn . . ."
"And Eliza!" put in that little girl hastily, verymuch afraid she would not be given her due shareof the glory.
Cousin Ann sewed, and listened, and said nothing.
Toward the end of May two little blouses, two pairsof trousers, two pairs of stockings, two sets of under-wear (contributed by the teacher), and the pair ofshoes Uncle Henry gave were ready. The little girlshandled the pile of new garments with inexpressiblepride, and debated just which way of bestowing themwas sufficiently grand to be worthy the occasion. Bets rwas for taking them to school and giving them Ic'Lias one by one, so that each child could have herthanks separately. But Stashie wanted to take them
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to the house when 'Lias's stepfather would be there,and shame him by showing that little girls had hadto do what he ought to have done.
Cousin Ann broke into the discussion by asking,in her quiet, firm voice, "Why do you want 'Lias toknow where the clothes come from?"
They had forgotten again that she was there, andturned around quickly to stare at her. Nobody couldthink of any answer to her very queer question. It hadnot occurred to anyone that there could be such aquestion.
Cousin Ann shifted her ground and asked another:"Why did you make these clothes, anyhow?"
They stared again, speechless. Why did she ask that?She knew why.
Finally little Molly said, in her honest, baby way,"Why, you know why, Miss Ann! So 'Lias Brewsterwill look nice, and Mr. Pond will maybe adopt him."
"Well," said Cousin Ann, "what has that got to dowith 'Lias knowing who did it?"
"Why, he wouldn't know who to be grateful to,"cried Betsy.
"Oh," said Cousin Ann. "Oh, I see. You didn't do
: to help 'Lias. You did it to have him grateful to
you. I see. Molly is such a little girl, it's no wonder
she didn't really take in what you girls were up to."
•142*
She nodded her head wisely, as though now she understood.
But if she did, little Molly certainly did not. Shehad not the least idea what everybody was talkingabout. She looked from one sober, downcast face toanother rather anxiously. What was the matter?
Apparently nothing was really the matter, she de-cided, for after a minute's silence Miss Ann got upwith her usual face of cheerful gravity, and said:"Don't you think you little girls ought to top offthis last afternoon with a tea-party? There's a newbatch of cookies, and you can make yourselves somelemonade if you want to."
They had these refreshments out on the porch, in thesunshine, with their dolls for guests and a great dealof chatter for sauce. Nobody said another word abouthow to give the clothes to 'Lias, till, just as the girlswere going away, Betsy said, walking along with thetwo older ones, "Say, don't you think it'd be fun to gosome evening after dark and leave the clothes on'Lias's doorstep, and knock and run away quick be-fore anybody comes to the door?" She spoke in an un-certain voice and smoothed Deborah's carved woodencurls.
"Yes, I do!" said Ellen, not looking at Betsy but downat the weeds by the road. "I think it would be lotsof fun!"
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Little Molly, playing with Annie and Eliza, did notbear this; but she was allowed to go with the oldergirls on the great expedition.
It was a warm, dark evening in late May, with thefrogs piping their sweet, high note, and the first ofthe fireflies wheeling over the wet meadows near thetumble-down house where 'Lias lived. The girls tookturns in carrying the big paper-wrapped bundle, andstole along in the shadow of the trees, full of excite-ment, looking over their shoulders at nothing andpressing their hands over their mouths to keep backthe giggles. There was, of course, no reason on earthwhy they should giggle, which is, of course, the reasonwhy they did. If you've ever been a little girl you knowabout that.
One window of the small house was dimly lighted,they found, when they came in sight of it, and theythrilled with excitement and joyful alarm. Suppose'Lias's dreadful stepfather should come out and yell atthem! They came forward on tiptoe, making a greatdeal of noise by stepping on twigs, rustling bushes,crackling gravel under their feet and doing all the otherthings that make such a noise at night and never doin the daytime. But nobody stirred inside the roomwith the lighted window. They crept forward andpeeped cautiously inside . . . and stopped giggling.
.144.
The dim light coming from a little kerosene lamp witha smoky chimney fell on a dismal, cluttered room, abare, greasy wooden table, and two broken-backedchairs, with little 'Lias in one of them. He had fallenasleep with his head on his arms, his pinched, dirty,sad little figure showing in the light from the lamp.His feet dangled high above the floor in their broken,muddy shoes. One sleeve was torn to the shoulder. Apiece of dry bread had slipped from his bony little handand a tin dipper stood beside him on the bare table.Nobody else was in the room, nor evidently in thedarkened, empty, fireless house.
As long as she lives Betsy will never forget what shesaw that night through that window. Her eyes grewvery hot and her hands very cold. Her heart thumpedhard. She reached for little Molly and gave her a greathug in the datkness. Suppose it were little Molly asleepthere, all alone in the dirty, dismal house, with no sup-per and nobody to put her to bed. She found that Ellen,next her, was crying into the corner of her apron.
Nobody said a word. Stashie, who had the bundle,walked around soberly to the front door, put it down,and knocked loudly. They all darted away noiselesslyto the road, to the shadow of the trees, and waited un-til the door opened. A square of yellow light appeared,with 'Lias's figure, very small, at the bottom of it.They saw him stoop and pick up the bundle and go
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back into the house. Then they went quickly andsilently back, separating at the cross-roads with nogood-night greetings.
Molly and Betsy began to climb the hill to PutneyFarm. It was a very warm night for May, and littleMolly began to puff for breath. "Let's sit down on thisrock awhile and rest," she said.
They were halfway up the hill now. From the rockthey could see the lights in the farmhouses scatteredalong the valley road and on the side of the mountainopposite them, like big stars fallen from the multitudeabove. Betsy lay down on the rock and looked up atthe stars. After a silence little Molly's chirping voicesaid, "Oh, I thought you said we were going to marchup to 'Lias in school and give him his clothes. Did youforget about that?"
Betsy gave a wriggle of shame as she rememberedthat plan. "No, we didn't forget it," she said. "Wethought this would be a better way."
"But how'll 'Lias know who to thank?" asked Molly.
"That's no matter," said Betsy. Yes, it was Elizabeth-Ann-that-was who said that. And meant it, too. Shewas not even thinking of what she was saying. Betweenher and the stars, thick over her in the black, soft sky,she saw again that dirty, disordered room and the littleboy, all alone, asleep with a piece of dry bread in hisbony little fingers.
•146*
Betsy Starts a Sewing Society
She looked hard and long at that picture, all thetime seeing the quiet stars through it. And then sheturned over and hid her face on the rock. She hadsaid her "Now I lay me" every night since she couldremember, but she had never prayed till she lay therewith her face on the rock, saying over and over, "Oh,God, please, please, please make Mr. Pond adopt'Lias."
CHAPTER 9
CzJne ^f lew Clothes (ZSail
The little cirls went early to school the next day,eager for the first glimpse of 'Lias in his new clothes.They now quite enjoyed the mystery about who hadmade them, and were full of agreeable excitement asthe little figure came down the road. He wore the graytrousers and the blue shirt; the trousers were a shadetoo long, the shirt a perfect fit. The girls gazed at himwith pride as he came on the playground, walkingbriskly along in the new shoes, which were just theright size. He had been wearing all winter a pair ofcast-off women's shoes.
From a distance he looked like another child. Butas he came closer ... oh! his face! his hair! his hands!his finger-nails! The little fellow had evidently triedto live up to his beautiful new raiment, for his hairhad been roughly put back from his face, and aroundhis mouth and nose was a small area of almost cleanskin, where he had made an attempt at washing his
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face. But he had made practically no impression on thelayers of encrusted dirt, and the little girls looked athim ruefully. Mr. Pond would certainly never take afancy to such a dreadfully grimy child! His new, cleanclothes made him look all the worse, as though dirtyon purpose!
The little girls retired to their rock-pile and talkedover their disappointment, Ralph and the other boysabsorbed in a game of marbles near them. 'Lias hadgone proudly into the schoolroom to show himself toMiss Benton.
It was the day before Decoration Day and a gooddeal of time was taken up with practicing on the reci-tations they were going to give at the Decoration Dayexercises in the village. Several of the children fromeach school in the township were to speak pieces in theTown Hall. Betsy was to recite Barbara Frietchie, herfirst love in that school, but she droned it over withnone of her usual pleasure, her eyes on little 'Lias'ssmiling face, so unconscious of its dinginess.
At noontime the boys disappeared down towardthe swimming-hole. They often took a swim at noonand nobody thought anything about it on that day.The little girls ate their lunch on their rock, mourningover the failure of their plans, and scheming ways tomeet the new obstacle. Stashie suggested, "Couldn'tyour Aunt Abigail invite him up to your house for
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supper and then give him a bath afterward?" ButBetsy, although she had never heard of treating a sup-per-guest in this way, was sure that it was not possible.She shook her head sadly, her eyes on the far-off gleamof white where the boys jumped up and down in theirswimming-hole. That was not a good name for it,because there was only one part of it deep enough toswim in. Mostly it was a shallow bay in an arm of theriver, where the water was only up to a little boy's kneesand where there was almost no current. The sun beat-ing down on it made it quite warm, and even the first-graders' mothers allowed them to go in. They onlyjumped up and down and squealed and splashed eachother, but they enjoyed that quite as much as Frankand Harry, the two seventh-graders, enjoyed theirswooping dives from the spring-board over the pool.They were late in getting back from the river that dayand Miss Benton had to ring her bell hard in thatdirection before they came trooping up and clatteredinto the schoolroom, where the girls already sat, theireyes lowered virtuously to their books, with a primair of self-righteousness. They were never late!
Betsy was reciting her arithmetic. She was gettingon famously with that. Weeks ago, as soon as MissBenton had seen the confusion of the little girl's mind,the two had settled down to a serious struggle withthat subject. Miss Benton had had Betsy recite all by
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herself, so she wouldn't be flurried by the others; andto begin with had gone back, back, back to bedrock,to things Betsy absolutely knew, to the 2 x 2's and the3 x 3's. And then, very cautiously, a step at a time, theyhad advanced, stopping short whenever Betsy felt abeginning of that bewildered "guessing" impulse whichmade her answer wildly at random.
After a while, in the dark night which arithmetichad always been to her, Betsy began to make out afew definite outlines, which were always there, factswhich she knew to be so without guessing from theexpression of her teacher's face. From that momenther progress had been rapid, one sure fact hookingitself on to another, and another one on to that. Sheattacked a page of problems now with a zest and self-confidence which made her arithmetic lessons amongthe most interesting hours at school. On that day shewas standing up at the board, a piece of chalk in herhand, chewing her tongue and thinking hard how tofind out the amount of wall-paper needed for a room12 feet square with two doors and two windows init, when her eyes fell on little 'Lias, bent over his read-ing book. She forgot her arithmetic, she forgot whereshe was. She stared and stared, till Ellen, catching thedirection of her eyes, looked and stared too. Little Xiaswas clean, preternaturally, almost wetly clean. His facewas clean and shining, his ears shone pink and fair, his
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hands were absolutely spotless, even his hay-coloredhair was clean and, still damp, brushed flady back tillit shone in the sun. Betsy blinked her eyes a greatmany times, thinking she must be dreaming, but. every
time she opened them there was 'Lias, looking whiteand polished like a new willow whistle.
Somebody poked her hard in the ribs. She startedand, turning, saw Ralph, who was doing a sum besideher on the board, scowling at her under his black brows."Quit gawking at 'Lias," he said under his breath."You make me tired!" Something conscious and shame-faced in his manner made Betsy understand at once
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what had happened. Ralph had taken 'Lias down tothe little boys' wading-place and had washed him allover. She remembered now that they had a piece ofyellow soap there.
Her face broke into a radiant smile and she beganto say something to Ralph about how nice that was ofhim, but he frowned again and said, crossly, "Aw,cut it out! Look at what you've done there! If I couldn't9x8 and get it right!"
"How queer boys are!" thought Betsy, erasing hermistake and putting down the right answer. But shedid not try to speak to Ralph again about 'Lias, noteven after school, when she saw 'Lias going home witha new cap on his head which she recognized as Ralph's.She just looked at Ralph's bare head, and smiled hereyes at him, keeping the rest of her face sober, the wayCousin Ann did. For a minute Ralph almost smiledback. At least he looked quite friendly. They steppedalong toward home together, the first time Ralph hadever condescended to walk beside a girl.
"We got a new colt," he said.
"Have you?" she said. "What color?"
"Black, with a white star, and they're going to leime ride him when he's old enough."
"My! Won't that be nice!" said Betsy.
And all the time they were both thinking of little
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ljas with his new clothes and his sweet, thin faceshining with cleanliness.
"Do you like spruce gum?" asked Ralph.
"Oh, I love gum!" said Betsy.
"Well, I'll bring you down a chunk tomorrow, ifI don't forget it," said Ralph, turning off at the cross-roads.
They had not mentioned 'Lias at all.
The next day they were to have school only in themorning. In the afternoon they were to go in a bighay-wagon down to the village to the "exercises." 'Liascame to school in his new blue-serge trousers and hiswhite blouse. The little girls gloated over his appear-ance, and hung around him, for who was to "visitschool" that morning but Mr. Pond himself! CousinAnn had arranged it somehow. It took Cousin Ann tofix things! During recess, as they were playing still-pond-no-more-moving on the playground, Mr. Pondand Uncle Henry drew up to the edge of the play-ground, stopped their horse, and, talking and laughingtogether, watched the children at play. Betsy lookedhard at the big, burly, kind-faced man with the smilingeyes and the hearty laugh, and decided that he would"do" perfectly for 'Lias. But what she decided was tohave litde importance, apparently, for after all hewould not get out of the wagon, but said he'd haveto drive right on to the village. Just like that, with no
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excuse other than a careless glance at his watch. No.,he guessed he wouldn't have time, this morning, hesaid. Betsy cast an imploring look up into UncleHenry's face, but evidently he felt himself quite help-less, too. Oh, if only Cousin Ann had come! She wouldhave marched him into the schoolhouse double-quick.But Uncle Henry was not Cousin Ann, and thoughBetsy saw him, as they drove away, conscientiouslypoint out little 'Lias, resplendent and shining, Mr.Pond only nodded absently, as though he were thinkingof something else.
Betsy could have cried with disappointment; butshe and the other girls, putting their heads togetherfor comfort, told each other that there was time enoughyet. Mr. Pond would not leave town till tomorrow.Perhaps . . . there was still some hope.
But that afternoon even this last hope was dashed.As they gathered at the schoolhouse, the girls fresh andcrisp in their newly starched dresses, with red or bluehair-ribbons, the boys very self-conscious in their darksuits, clean collars, new caps (all but Ralph), andblacked shoes, there was no little 'Lias. They waitedand waited, but there was no sign of him. FinallyUncle Henry, who was to drive the straw-ride downto town, looked at his watch, gathered up the reins,and said they would be late if they didn't start right
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a way. Maybe 'Lias had had a chance to ride in withsomebody else.
They all piled in, the horses stepped off, the wheelsgrated on the stones. And just at that moment a dis-mal sound of sobbing reached them from the wood-shed back of the schoolhouse. The children tumbledout as fast as they had tumbled in, and ran back,Betsy and Ralph at their head. There in the woodshedwas little 'Lias, huddled in the corner behind somewood, crying and crying and crying, digging his fistsinto his eyes, his face all smeared with tears and dirt.And he was dressed again in his filthy, torn old overallsand ragged shirt. His poor little bare feet shone with apiteous cleanliness in that dark place.
"What's the matter? What's the matter?" the chil-dren asked him all at once. He flung himself on Ralph,burying his face in the other boy's coat, and sobbedout some disjointed story which only Ralph couldhear . . . and then as last and final climax of thedisaster, who should come looking over the shouldersof the children but Uncle Henry and Mr. Pond! And'Lias all ragged and dirty again! Betsy sat down weaklyon a pile of wood, discouraged. What was the use ofanything!
"What's the matter?" asked the two men together.
Ralph turned, with an angry toss of his dark head,and told them bitterly, over the heads of the children:
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"He just had some decent clothes. . . . First ones he'sever had! And he was lotting on going to the exercisesin the Town Hall. And that darned old skunk of astepfather has gone and taken 'em and sold 'em to getwhisky. I'd like to \ill him!"
Betsy could have flung her arms around Ralph, helooked so exactly the way she felt. "Yes, he is a darnedold skunk!" she said to herself, rejoicing in the badwords she did not know before. It too\ bad words toqualify what had happened.
She saw an electric spark pass from Ralph's blazingeyes to Mr. Pond's broad face, now grim and fierce.She saw Mr. Pond step forward, brushing the childrenout of his way, like a giant among dwarfs. She sawhim stoop and pick little 'Lias up in his great, strongarms, and, holding him close, stride furiously out ofthe woodshed, across the playground to the buggywhich was waiting for him.
"He'll go to the exercises all right!" he called backover his shoulder in a great roar. "He'll go, if I haveto buy out the whole town to get him an outfit! Andthat whelp won't get these clothes, either; you hearme say so!"
He sprang into the buggy and, holding 'Lias on hislap, took up the reins and drove rapidly forward.
They saw 'Lias again, entering the Town Hall, hold-ing fast to Mr. Pond's hand. He was magnificent in
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a whole suit of store clothes, coat and all, and he worewhite stockings and neat, low shoes, like a city child!
They saw him later, up on the platform, squeakingout his little patriotic poem, his eyes, shining like stars,fixed on one broad, smiling face in the audience. Whenhe finished he was overcome with shyness by the ap-plause, and for a moment forgot to turn and leave theplatform. He hung his head, and, looking out from un-der his eyebrows, gave a quaint, shy smile at theaudience. Betsy saw Mr. Pond's great smile waver andgrow dim. His eyes filled so full that he had to take outhis handkerchief and blow his nose loudly.
They saw little 'Lias once more, for the last time.Mr. Pond's buggy drove rapidly past their slow-movingaay-wagon, Mr. Pond holding the reins masterfullyin one hand. Beside him, very close, sat 'Lias with hiskp full of toys, oh, full—like Christmas! In that fleetingglimpse they saw a toy train, a stuffed dog, a candy-box,a pile of picture-books, Lops, paper-bags, and even theswinging crane of the big mechanical toy dredge thateverybody said the storekeeper could never sell to any-body because it cost so much!
As they passed swiftly, 'Lias looked out at them andwaved his hand flutteringly. His other hand was tightlyclasped in Mr. Pond's big one. He was smiling at themall. His eyes looked dazed and radiant. He turned hisJ-tad as the buggy flashed by to call out, in a shrill, ex-
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lilting shout, "Good-by! Good-by! I'm going to livewith . . ." They could hear no more. He was gone,only his little hand still waving at them over the backof the buggy seat.
Betsy drew a long, long breath. She found that Ralphwas looking at her. For a moment, she couldn't thinkwhat made him look so different. Then she saw thathe was smiling. She had never seen him smile before.He smiled at her as though he were sure she wouldunderstand, and never said a word. Betsy looked for-ward again and saw the gleaming buggy vanishingover the hill in front of them. She smiled back at Ralphsilently.
Not a thing had happened the way she had planned;no, not a single thing! But it seemed to her she hadnever been so happy in her life.
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CHAPTER 10
OOe/sy cslas a CyDirihdai;
Betsy's birthday was the ninth day of September, andthe Necronsett Valley Fair is always held from theeighth to the twelfth. So it was decided that Betsyshould celebrate her birthday by going up to Wood-ford, where the Fair was held. The Putneys weren'tgoing that year, but the people on the next farm, theWendells, said they could make room in their surreyfor the two little girls; for, of course, Molly was going,too. In fact, she said the Fair was held partly to cele-brate her being six years old. This would happen onthe seventeenth of October. Molly insisted that that wasplenty close enough to the ninth of September to becelebrated then. This made Betsy feel like laughing,but observing that the Putneys only looked at eachother with the faintest possible quirk in the cornersof their serious mouths, she understood that they wereafraid that Molly's feelings might be hurt if theylaughed out loud. So Betsy tried to curve her younglips to the same kind and secret mirth.
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And, I can't tell you why, this effort not to hurtMolly's feelings made her have a perfect spasm of lovefor Molly. She threw herself on her and gave her a greathug that tipped them both over on the couch on topof Shep, who stopped snoring with his great gurglingsnort, wriggled out from under them, and stood withlaughing eyes and wagging tail, looking at them asthey rolled and giggled among the pillows.
"What dress are you going to wear to the Fair,Betsy?" asked Cousin Ann. "And we must decide aboutMolly's, too."
This stopped their rough-and-tumble fun in shortorder, and they applied themselves to serious questions.
When the great day arrived and the surrey droveaway from the Wendells' gate, Betsy was in a freshpink-and-white gingham which she had helped CousinAnn make, and plump Molly looked like somethinggood to eat in a crisp white dimity, one of Betsy's olddresses, with a deep hem taken in to make it shortenough for the tiny butter-ball. Because it was Betsy'sbirthday, she sat on the front seat with Mr. Wendell,and part of the time, when there were not too manyteams on the road, she drove, herself. Mrs. Wendelland her sister filled the back seat solidly full fromside to side and made one continuous soft lap on whichMolly happily perched, her eyes shining, her roundcheeks red with joyful excitement. Betsy looked back
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at her several times and thought how nice Molly looked.She had, of course, little idea how she herself looked,because the mirrors at Putney Farm were all smalland high up, and anyhow they were so old and greenishthat they made everybody look very queer-colored. Youlooked in them to see if your hair was smooth, andthat was about all you could stand.
So it was a great surprise to Betsy later in the morn-ing, as she and Molly wandered hand in hand throughthe wonders of Industrial Hall, to catch sight of Mollyin a full-length mirror as clear as water. She was al-most startled to see how faithfully reflected were theyellow of the little girl's curls, the clear pink and whiteof her face, and the blue of her soft eyes. An oldergirl was reflected there also, near Molly, a dark-eyed,red-cheeked, sturdy girl, standing straight on twostrong legs, holding her head high and free, her darkeyes looking out brightly from her tanned face. Foran instant Betsy gazed into those clear eyes and then. . . why, gracious goodness! That was herself shewas looking at! How changed she was! How very,very different she looked from the last time she hadseen herself in a big mirror! She remembered it well—out shopping with Aunt Frances in a departmentstore, she had caught sight of a pale child, with a thinneck and spindling legs half-hidden in the folds ofAunt Frances's skirts. But she didn't look even like
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the sister of this browned, muscular, upstanding childwho held Molly's hand so firmly.
All this came into her mind and went out again ina moment, for Molly caught sight of a big doll in thenext aisle and they hurried over to inspect her clothing.The mirror was forgotten in the many exciting sightsand sounds and smells of their first county fair.
The two litde girls were to wander about as theypleased until noon, when they were to meet the Wen-dells in the shadow of Industrial Hall and eat theirpicnic lunch together. The two parties arrived togetherfrom different directions, having seen very differentsides of the Fair. The children were full of the merry-go-rounds, the balloon-seller, the toy-venders, and thepop-corn stands, while the Wendells exchanged viewson the shortness of a hog's legs, the dip in a cow's back,and the thickness of a sheep's wool. The Wendells, itseemed, had met some cousins they didn't expect tosee, who, not knowing about Betsy and Molly, hadhoped that they might ride home with the Wendells.
"Don't you suppose," Mrs. Wendell asked Betsy, "thatyou and Molly could go home with the Vaughans?They're here in their big wagon. You could sit on thefloor with the Vaughan children."
Betsy and Molly thought this would be fun, andagreed enthusiastically.
"All right then," said Mrs. Wendell. She called to•163*
a young man who stood inside the building, near anopen window: "Oh, Frank, Will Vaughan is going tobe in your booth this afternoon, isn't he?"
"Yes, ma'am," said the young man. "His turn isfrom two to four."
"Well, you tell him, will you, that the two littlegirls who live at Putney Farm are going to go homewith them. They can sit on the bottom of the wagonwith the Vaughan young ones."
"Yes, ma'am," said the young man, with a noticeablelack of interest in how Betsy and Molly got home.
"Now, Betsy," said Mrs. Wendell, "you go roundto that booth at two and ask Will Vaughan what timethey're going to start and where their wagon is, andthen you be sure not to keep them waiting a minute."
"No, I won't," said Betsy. "I'll be sure to be there ontime."
She and Molly still had twenty cents to spend outof the forty they had brought with them, twenty-fiveearned by berry-picking and fifteen a present fromUncle Henry. They now put their heads together tosee how they could make the best possible use of theirfour nickels. Cousin Ann had put no restrictions what-ever on them, saying they could buy any sort of truckor rubbish they could find, except the pink lemonade.She said she had been told the venders washed theirglasses in that, and their hands, and for all she knew
• 164.
Betsy Has a Birthday
their faces. Betsy was for merry-go-rounds, but Mollyyearned for a big red balloon; and while they werebuying that a man came by with toy dogs, little browndogs with curled-wire tails. He called out that theywould bark when you pulled their tails, and seeing thelitde girls looking at him he pulled the tail of the onehe held. It gave forth a fine loud yelp, just like Shepwhen his tail got stepped on. Betsy bought one, all doneup neatly in a box tied with blue string. She thoughtit a great bargain to get a dog who would bark for fivecents. (Later on, when they undid the string andopened the box, they found the dog had one leg brokenoff and wouldn't make the faintest squeak when histail was pulled; but that is the sort of thing you mustexpect to have happen to you at a county fair.)
Now they had ten cents left and they decided tohave a ride apiece on the merry-go-round. But, glancingup at the clock-face in the tower over AgriculturalHall, Betsy noticed it was half-past two and she decidedto go first to the booth where Will Vaughan was tqbe and find out what time they would start for home,She found the booth with no difficulty, but WilliamVaughan was not in it. Nor was the young man shehad seen before. There was a new one, a strange one,a careless, whisding young man, with very bright socks,and striped cuffs. He said, in answer to Betsy's in-quiry: "Vaughan? Will Vaughan? Never heard the
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name," and immediately went on whistling and look-ing up and down the aisle over the heads of the littlegirls, who stood gazing up at him with very wide,startled eyes. An older man leaned over from the nextbooth and said: "Will Vaughan? He from Hillsboro?Well, I heard somebody say those Hillsboro Vaughanshad word one of their cows was awful sick, and theyhad to start right home that minute."
Betsy came to herself out of her momentary dazeand snatched Molly's hand. "Hurry! quick! We mustfind the Wendells before they get away!"
In her agitation (for she was really very muchfrightened) she forgot how easily terrified little Mollywas. Her alarm instantly sent the child into a panic."Oh, Betsy! Betsy! What will we do!" she gasped, asBetsy pulled her along the aisle and out of the door.
"Oh, the Wendells can't be gone yet," said Betsyreassuringly, though she was not at all sure she wastelling the truth. She ran as fast as she could dragMolly's fat legs, to the horse-shed where Mr. Wendellhad tied his horses and left the surrey. The horse-shedwas empty, quite empty.
Betsy stopped short and stood still, her heart seem-ing to be up in her throat so that she could hardlybreathe. After all, she was only ten that day, you mustremember. Molly began to cry loudly, hiding her
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weeping face in Betsy's dress. "What will we do, Betsy!What can we do!" she wailed.
Betsy did not answer. She did not know what theywould do! They were eight miles from Putney Farm,far too much for Molly to walk, and anyhow neitherof them knew the way. They had only ten cents left,and nothing to eat. And the only people they knew inall that throng of strangers had gone back to Hillsboro.
"What will we do, Betsy ?" Molly kept on crying out,horrified by Betsy's silence.
The other child's head swam. She tried again theformula which had helped her when Molly fell intothe Wolf Pit, and asked herself, desperately, "Whatwould Cousin Ann do if she were here?" But that didnot help her much now, because she could not possiblyimagine what Cousin Ann would do under such ap-palling circumstances. Yes, one thing Cousin Annwould be sure to do, of course; she would quiet Mollyfirst of all.
At this thought Betsy sat down on the ground andtook the panic-stricken little girl into her lap, wipingaway the tears and saying, stoutly, "Now, Molly, stopcrying this minute. I'll take care of you, of course. I'llget you home all right."
"How'U you ever do it?" sobbed Molly. "Everybody'sgone and left us. We can't walk!"
"Never you mind how," said Betsy, trying to be•i68-
facetious and mock-mysterious, though her own un-der lip was quivering a little. "That's my surprise partyfor you. Just you wait. Now come on back to that booth.Maybe Will Vaughan didn't go home with his folks."
She had very little hope of this, and only went backthere because it seemed to her a little less dauntinglystrange than every other spot in the howling wilder-ness about her; for all at once the Fair, which hadseemed so lively and cheerful and gay before, seemednow a frightening, noisy place, full of hurried strangerswho came and went their own ways, with not a glanceout of their hard eyes for two little girls stranded farfrom home.
The bright-colored young man was no better whenthey found him again. He stopped his whistling onlylong enough to say, "Nope, no Will Vaughan anywherearound these diggings yet."
"We were going home with the Vaughans," mur-mured Betsy, in a low tone, hoping for some help fromhim.
"Looks as though you'd better go home on the cars,"advised the young man casually. He smoothed his blackhair back straighter than ever from his forehead andlooked over their heads.
"How much does it cost to go to Hillsboro on thecars?" asked Betsy with a sinking heart.
"You'll have to ask somebody else about that," said•169*
the young man. "What I don't know about this rubestate! I never was in it before." He spoke as though hewere proud of the fact.
Betsy turned and went over to the older man whohad told them about the Vaughans.
Molly trotted at her heels, quite comforted, now thatBetsy was talking so competently to grown-ups. Shedid not hear what they said, nor try to. Now thatBetsy's voice sounded all right she had no more fears.Betsy would manage somehow. She heard Betsy's voiceagain talking to the other man, but she was busy look-ing at an exhibit of beautiful jelly glasses, and paid noattention. Then Betsy led her away again out of doors,where everybody was walking back and forth underthe bright September sky, blowing on horns, wavingplumes of brilliant tissue-paper, tickling each otherwith peacock feathers, and eating pop-corn and candyout of paper bags.
That reminded Molly that they had ten cents yet."Oh, Betsy," she proposed, "let's take a nickel of ourmoney for some pop-corn."
She was startled by Betsy's fierce sudden clutch attheir little purse and by the quaver in her voice as sheanswered: "No, no, Molly. We've got to save everycent of that. I've found out it costs thirty cents for usboth to go home to Hillsboro on the train. The last onegoes at six o'clock."
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"We haven't got but ten," said Molly.
Betsy looked at her silently for a moment and thenburst out, "I'll earn the rest! I'll earn it somehow! I'llhave to! There isn't any other way!"
"All right," said Molly quaintly, not seeing anythingunusual in this. "You can, if you want to. I'll wait foryou here."
"No, you won't!" cried Betsy, who had quite enoughof trying to meet people in a crowd. "No, you won't!You just follow me every minute! I don't want youout of my sight!"
They began to move forward now, Betsy's eyes wildlyroving from one place to another. How could a littlegirl earn money at a county fair! She was horriblyafraid to go up and speak to a stranger, and yet howelse could she begin?
"Here, Molly, you wait here," she said. "Don't youbudge till I come back."
But alas! Molly had only a moment to wait that tinr:,for the man who was selling lemonade answeredBetsy's shy question with a stare and a curt, "Lord,no! What could a young one like you do for me?"
The litde girls wandered on, Molly calm and ex-pectant, confident in Betsy; Betsy with a dry mouthand a gone feeling. They were passing by a big shed-like building now, where a large sign proclaimed thatthe Woodford Ladies' Aid Society would serve a hot
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chicken dinner for thirty-five cents. Of course the signwas not accurate, for at half-past three, almost four,the chicken dinner had long ago been all eaten and inplace of the diners was a group of weary women mov-ing languidly about or standing saggingly by a greattable piled with dirty dishes. Betsy paused here, medi-tated a moment, and went in rapidly so that her couragewould not evaporate.
The woman with gray hair looked down at her alittle impatiently and said, "Dinner's all over."
"I didn't come for dinner," said Betsy, swallowinghard. "I came to see if you wouldn't hire me to washyour dishes. I'll do them for twenty-five cents."
The woman laughed, looked from little Betsy tothe great pile of dishes, and said, turning away,"Mercy, child, if you washed from now till morning,you wouldn't make a hole in what we've got to do."
Betsy heard her say to the other women, "Someyoung one wanting more money for the side-shows."
Now, now was the moment to remember whatCousin Ann would have done. She would certainly nothave shaken all over with hurt feelings nor have al-lowed the tears to come stingingly to her eyes. So Betsysternly made herself stop doing these things. AndCousin Ann wouldn't have given way to the dreadfulsinking feeling of discouragement, but would havegone right on to the next place. So, although Betsy
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felt like nothing so much as crooking her elbow overher face and crying as hard as she could cry, shestiffened her back, took Molly's hand again, andstepped out, heartsick within but very steady (althoughrather pale) without.
She and Molly walked along in the crowd again,Molly laughing and pointing out the pranks and anticsof the young people, who were feeling livelier thanever as the afternoon wore on. Betsy looked at themgrimly with unseeing eyes. It was four o'clock. Thelast train for Hillsboro left in two hours and she wasno nearer having the price of the tickets. She stoppedfor a moment to get her breath; for, although theywere walking slowly, she kept feeling breathless andchoked. It occurred to her that if ever a little girl hadhad a more horrible birthday she never heard of one!
"Oh, I wish I could, Dan!" said a young voice nearher. "But honest! Momma'd just eat me up alive if Ileft the booth for a minute!"
Betsy turned quickly. A very pretty girl with yellowhair and blue eyes (she looked as Molly might whenshe was grown up) was leaning over the edge of alittle canvas-covered booth, the sign of which an-nounced that home-made doughnuts and soft drinkswere for sale there. A young man, very flushed andgay, was pulling at the girl's blue gingham sleeve."Oh, come on, Annie. Just one turn! The floor's just
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right. You can keep an eye on the booth from thehall! Nobody's going to run away with the old thinganyhow!"
"Honest, I'd love to! But I got a great lot of dishesto wash, too! You know Momma!" She looked long-ingly toward the open-air dancing floor, out fromwhich just then floated a burst of brassy music.
"Oh, please!" said a small voice. "I'll do it for twentycents."
Betsy stood by the girl's elbow, quivering earnestness.
"Do what, kiddie?" asked the girl in good-naturedsurprise.
"Everything!" said Betsy, compendiously. "Every-thing! Wash the dishes, tend the booth; you can godance! I'll do it for twenty cents."
The eyes of the girl and the man met. "My! Aren'twe up and coming!" said the man. "You're most as bigas a pint-cup, aren't you?" he said to Betsy.
The little girl flushed—she detested being laughedat—but she looked straight into the laughing eyes. "I'mten years old today," she said, "and I can wash dishesas well as anybody." She spoke with dignity.
The young man burst out into a great laugh.
"Great kid, what?" he said to the girl, and then,"Say, Annie, why not? Your mother won't be herefor an hour. The kid can keep folks from walking offwith the stuff and . . ."
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"I'll do the dishes, too," repeated Betsy, trying hard,not to mind being laughed at, and keeping her eyesfixed steadily on the tickets to Hillsboro.
"Well, by gosh," said the young man, laughing."Here's our chance, Annie, for fair! Come along!"
The girl laughed, too, out of high spirits. "Wouldn'tMomma be crazy!" she said hilariously. "But she'llnever know. Here, you cute kid, here's my apron."She took off her long apron and tied it around Betsy'sneck. "There's the soap, there's the table. Stack thedishes up on that counter."
She was out of the little gate in the counter in atwinkling, just as Molly, in answer to a beckoning ges-ture from Betsy, came in. "Hello, there's another one!"said the gay young man, gayer and gayer. "Hello,button! What you going to do? I suppose when theytry to crack the safe you'll run at them and bark anddrive them away!"
Molly opened her sweet, blue eyes wide, not under-standing a single word. The girl laughed, swoopedback, gave Molly a kiss, and disappeared, running sideby side with the young man toward the dance hall.
Betsy mounted on a soap box and began joyfully towash the dishes. She had never thought that ever inher life would she simply love to wash dishes beyondanything else! But it was so. Her relief was so great
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that she could have kissed the coarse, thick plates andglasses as she washed them.
"It's all right, Molly; it's all right!" she quaveredexultantly to Molly over her shoulder. But as Mollyhad not (from the moment Betsy took command) sus-pected that it was not all right, she only nodded andasked if she might sit up on a barrel where she couldwatch the crowd go by.
"I guess you could. I don't know why not," saidBetsy doubtfully. She lifted her up and went back toher dishes. Never were dishes washed better!
"Two doughnuts, please," said a man's voice behindher.
Oh, mercy, there was somebody come to buy! What-ever should she do? She came forward intending tosay that the owner of the booth was away and shedidn't know anything about . . . but the man laiddown a nickel, took two doughnuts, and turned away.Betsy gasped and looked at the home-made sign stuckinto the big pan of doughnuts. Sure enough, it read"2 for 5." She put the nickel up on a shelf and wentback to her dishwashing. Selling things wasn't so hard,she reflected.
Now that she saw a way out, she began to find somefun being behind a counter instead of in front. Whena woman with two little boys approached, she cameforward to wait on her, feeling important. "Two for
•176*
five," she said in a businesslike tone. The woman putdown a dime, took up four doughnuts, divided thembetween her sons, and departed.
"My!" said Molly, looking admiringly at Betsy'scoolness. Betsy went back to her dishes, stepping high.
"Oh, Betsy, see! The pig! The big ox!" cried Mollynow, looking from her coign of vantage down thewide, grass-grown lane between the booths.
Betsy craned her head around over her shoulder, con-tinuing conscientiously to wash and wipe the dishes.The prize stock was being paraded around the Fair;the huge prize ox, his shining horns tipped with bluerosettes; the prize cows, with wreaths around theirnecks; the prize horses, four or five of them as glossyas satin, curving their bright, strong necks and step-ping as though on eggs, their manes and tails braidedwith bright ribbon; and then, "Oh, Betsy, loo\ at thepig!" screamed Molly again—the smaller animals, thesheep, the calves, the colts, and the pig, which waddledalong with portly dignity.
Betsy looked as well as she could over her shoulder. . . and in years to come she could shut her eyes andsee again in every detail that procession under thegolden, September light.
But she looked anxiously at the clock. It was nearingfive. Oh, suppose tht girl forgot and danced too long!
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"Two bottles of ginger ale and half a dozen dough-nuts," said a man with a woman and three children.
Betsy looked feverishly among the botdes ranged onthe counter, selected two marked ginger ale, and glaredat their corrugated tin stoppers. How did you get themopen?
"Here's your opener," said the man, "if that's whatyou're looking for. You get the glasses and I'll openthe bottles. We're in kind of a hurry. Got to catch atrain."
Well, they were not the only people who had tocatch a train, Betsy thought sadly. They drank in gulpsand departed, cramming doughnuts into their mouths.Betsy wished that the girl would come back. She wasnow almost sure that she had forgotten and woulddance till nightfall. But there, there she came, runningalong, as light-footed after an hour's dancing as whenshe had left the booth.
"Here you are, kid," said the young man, producinga quarter. "We've had the time of our young lives,thanks to you."
Betsy gave him back one of the nickels that remainedto her, but he refused it.
"No, keep the change," he said royally. "It wasworth it."
"Then I'll buy two doughnuts with my extra nickel,"said Betsy.
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"No, you won't," said the girl. "You'll take all youwant for nothing . . . Momma'll never miss 'em.What you sell here has got to be fresh every day any-how. Here, hold out your hands, both of you."
"Some people came and bought things," said Betsy,happening to remember as she and Molly turned away."The money is on that shelf."
"Well, now," said the girl, "if she didn't take holdand sell things! Say . . ."—she ran after Betsy andgave her a hug—"you smart young one, I wish't I hada little sister just like you!"
Molly and Betsy hurried along out of the gate intothe main street of the town and down to the station.Molly was eating doughnuts as she went. They wereboth quite hungry by this time, but Betsy could notthink of eating till she had those tickets in her hand.
She pushed her quarter and a nickel into the ticket-seller's window and said "Hillsboro" in as confidenta tone as she could; but when the precious bits ofpaper were pushed out at her and she actually heldthem, her knees shook under her and she had to goand sit down on the bench.
"My! Aren't these doughnuts good?" said Molly. "Inever in my life had enough doughnuts before!"
Betsy drew a long breath and began rather languidlyto eat one herself; she felt, all of a sudden, very, verytired.
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She was tireder still when they got out of the trainat Hillsboro Station and started wearily up the roadtoward Putney Farm. Two miles lay before them, twomiles which they had often walked before, but neverafter such a day as now lay back of them. Molly draggedher feet as she walked and hung heavily on Betsy'shand. Betsy plodded along, her head hanging, her eyesgritty with sleepiness. A light buggy spun round theturn of the road behind them, the single horse trottingfast as though the driver were in a hurry, the wheelsrattling smartly on the hard road. The little girls drewout to one side and stood waiting till the road shouldbe free again. When he saw them the driver pulled thehorse back so quickly it stood almost straight up. Hepeered at them through the twilight and then with aloud shout sprang over the side of the buggy.
It was Uncle Henry—oh, goody, it was Uncle Henrycome to meet them! They wouldn't have to walk anyfurther!
But what was the matter with Uncle Henry? Heran up to them, exclaiming, "Are ye all right ? Are yeall right?" He stooped over and felt of them desperatelyas though he expected them to be broken somewhere.And Betsy could feel that his old hands were shaking,that he was trembling all over. When she said, "Why,yes, Uncle Henry, we're all right. We came home onthe cars," Uncle Henry leaned up against the fence as
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though he couldn't stand up. He took off his hat andwiped his forehead and he said—it didn't seem asthough it could be Uncle Henry talking, he soundedso excited—"Well, well—well, by gosh! My! Well, bythunder! Now! And so here ye are! And you're allright! Weill"
He couldn't seem to stop exclaiming, and you can'timagine anything stranger than an Uncle Henry whocouldn't stop exclaiming.
After they all got into the buggy he quieted downa little and said, "Thunderation! But we've had a scare!When the Wendells come back with their cousins earlythis afternoon, they said you were coming with theVaughans. And then when you didn't come and didn'tcome, we telephoned to the Vaughans, and they saidthey hadn't seen hide nor hair of ye, and didn't evenknow you were to the Fair at all! I tell you, your AuntAbigail and I had an awful turn! Ann and 1 hitchedup quicker'n scat and she put right out with Princeup toward Woodford and I took Jessie down this way;thought maybe I'd get trace of ye somewhere here.Well, land!" He wiped his forehead again. "Wa'n'tI glad to see you standin' there ... get along, Jess!I want to get the news to Abigail soon as I can!"
"Now tell me what in thunder did happen to you!"
Betsy began at the beginning and told straightthrough, interrupted at first by indignant comments
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from Uncle Henry, who was outraged by the Wendells'loose wearing of their responsibility for the children.But as she went on he quieted down to a closely at-tentive silence, interrupting only to keep Jess at her topspeed.
Now that it was all safely over, Betsy thought herstory quite an interesting one, and she omitted no detail,although she wondered once or twice if perhapsUncle Henry were listening to her, he kept so still."And so I bought the tickets and we got home," sheended, adding, "Oh, Uncle Henry, you ought to haveseen the prize pig! He was too funny!"
They turned into the Putney yard now and sawAunt Abigail's bulky form on the porch.
"Got 'em, Abby! All right! No harm done!" shoutedUncle Henry.
Aunt Abigail turned without a word and went backinto the house. When the little girls dragged theirweary legs in they found her quietly setting out somesupper for them on the table, but she was wiping awaywith her apron the joyful tears which ran down hercheeks, such pale cheeks! It seemed so strange to seerosy Aunt Abigail with a face as white as paper.
"Well, I'm glad to see ye," she told them soberly."Sit right down and have some hot milk. I had someall ready."
The telephone rang, she went into the next room,•182-
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and they heard her saying, in an unsteady voice: "Allright, Ann. They're here. Your father just broughtthem in. I haven't had time to hear about what hap-pened yet. But they're all right. You'd better comehome."
"That's your Cousin Ann telephoning from theMarshalls'."
She herself went and sat down heavily, and whenUncle Henry came in a few minutes later she askedhim in a rather weak voice for the ammonia bottle.He rushed for it, got her a fan and a drink of coldwater, and hung over her anxiously till the color beganto come back into her pale face. "I know just howyou feel, Mother," he said sympathetically. "When 1saw 'em standin' there by the roadside I felt as thoughsomebody had hit me a clip right in the pit of thestomach."
The little girls ate their supper in a tired daze, notpaying any attention to what the grown-ups were say-ing, until rapid hoofs clicked on the stones outside andCousin Ann came in quickly, her black eyes snapping.
"Now, for mercy's sake, tell me what happened,"she said, adding hotly, "and if I don't give that MariaWendell a piece of my mind!"
Uncle Henry broke in: "I'm going to tell what hap-pened. I want to do it. You and Mother just listen,just sit right down and listen." His voice was shaking
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yith feeling, and as he went on and told of Betsy'safternoon, her fright, her confusion, her forming theplan of coming home on the train and of earning themoney for the tickets, he made, for once, no Putneypretense of casual coolness. His old eyes flashed fire ashe talked.
Betsy, watching him, felt her heart swell and beatfast in incredulous joy. Why, he was proud of her!She had done something to make the Putney cousinsproud of her!
When Uncle Henry came to the part where shewent on asking for employment after one and thenanother refusal, Cousin Ann reached out her longarms and quickly, roughly, gathered Betsy up on herlap, holding her close as she listened. Betsy had neverbefore sat on Cousin Ann's lap.
And when Uncle Henry finished—he had not for-gotten a single thing Betsy had told him—and asked,"What do you think of that for a little girl ten yearsold today?" Cousin Ann opened the flood-gates wideand burst out, "I think I never heard of a child's doinga smarter, grittier thing . . . and I don't care if shedoes hear me say so!"
It was a great, a momentous, an historic moment!
Betsy, enthroned on those strong knees, wonderedif any little girl had ever had such a beautiful birthday.
•i84-
CHAPTER II
^ Uinderstood Ssd
unt
»
ranees
About a month after Betsy's birthday, one Octoberday wher the leaves were all red and yellow, two verymomentous events occurred, and, in a manner ofspeaking, at the very same time. Betsy had noticed thather kitten Eleanor (she still thought of her as a kitten,although she was now a big, grown-up cat) spent verylittle time around the house. She came into the kitchentwo or three times a day, mewing loudly for milk andfood, but after eating very fast she always disappearedat once. Betsy missed the purring, contented ball of furon her lap in the long evenings as she played checkers,or read aloud, or sewed, or played guessing games. Shefelt rather hurt, too, that Eleanor paid her so little at-tention, and several times she tried hard to make herstay, trailing in front of her a spool tied to a string
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or rolling a worsted ball across the floor. But Eleanorseemed to have lost all her taste for the things she hadliked so much. Invariably, the moment the door wasopened, she darted out and vanished.
One afternoon Betsy ran out after her, determinedto catch her and bring her back. When the cat foundshe was being followed, she bounded along in greatleaps, constantly escaping from Betsy's outstretchedhand. They came thus to the horse-barn, into the opendoor of which Eleanor whisked like a little grayshadow, Betsy close behind. The cat flashed up thesteep, ladder-like stairs that led to the hay-loft. Betsyscrambled rapidly up, too. It was dark up there, com-pared to the gorgeous-colored October day outside, andfor a moment she could not see Eleanor. Then shemade her out, a dim little shape, picking her way overthe hay, and she heard her talking. Yes, it was realtalk, quite, quite different from the loud, imperious"miauw!" with which Eleanor asked for her milk. Thiswas the softest, prettiest kind of conversation, all littlemurmurs and chirps and sing-songs. Why, Betsy couldalmost understand it! She could understand it enoughto know that it was love-talk, and then, breaking intothis, came a sudden series of shrill, little, needle-likecries that fairly filled the hay-loft. Eleanor gave abound forward and disappeared. Betsy, very much ex-
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cited, scrambled and climbed up over the hay as fastas she could go.
It was all silent now—the piercing, funny little.quails had stopped as suddenly as they began. On thetop in a little nest lay Eleanor, purring so loudly youcould hear her all over the big mow, and so proudand happy she could hardly contain herself. Her eyesglistened, she arched her back, rolled over and spreadout her paws, disclosing to Betsy's astounded, delightedeyes—no, she wasn't dreaming—two dear little kittens,one all gray, just like its mother; one gray with a bigbib on his chest.
Oh! How dear they were! How darling, and cuddly,and fuzzy! Betsy put her fingers very softly on thegray one's head and thrilled to feel the warmth ofthe little living creature. "Oh, Eleanor!" she askedeagerly. "Can I pick one up?" She lifted the gray onegently and held it up to her cheek. The little thingnestled down in the warm hollow of her hand. Shecould feel its tiny, tiny little claws pricking softly intoher palm. "Oh, you sweetness! You little, litde baby-thing!" she said over and over in a whisper.
Eleanor did not stop purring, and she looked upwith friendly, trusting eyes as her little mistress madethe acquaintance of her children, but Betsy could feelsomehow that Eleanor was anxious about her kitten,
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was afraid that, although the little girl meant every-thing that was kind, her great, clumsy, awkwardhuman hands weren't clever enough to hold a baby-catthe proper way. "I don't blame you a bit, Eleanor,"said Betsy. "I should feel just so in your place. There!I won't touch it again!" She laid the kitten down care-fully by its mother. Eleanor at once began to wash itsface vigorously, knocking it over and over with herstrong tongue. "My!" said Betsy, laughing. "You'dscratch my eyes out, if / were as rough as that!"
Eleanor didn't seem to hear. Or rather she seemedto hear something else. For she stopped short, her headlifted, her ears pricked up, listening very hard to somedistant sound. Then Betsy heard it, too, somebodycoming into the barn below, little, quick, uneven foot-steps. It must be little Molly, tagging along, as she al-ways did. What fun to show Molly the kittens!
"Betsy!" called Molly from below.
"Molly!" called Betsy from above. "Come up herequick! I've got something up here."
There was a sound of scrambling, rapid feet on therough stairs, and Molly's yellow curls appeared, shin-ing in the dusk. "I've got a . . ." she began, but Betsydid not let her finish.
"Come here, Molly, quick! quic\!" she called, beck-oning eagerly, as though the kittens might evaporateinto thin air if Molly didn't get there at once.
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Molly forgot what she was going to say, climbedmadly up the steep pile of hay, and in a moment waslying flat on her stomach beside the little family ina spasm of delight that satisfied even Betsy and Eleanor,both of them convinced that these were the finestkittens the world had ever seen.
"See, there are two," said Betsy. "You can have onefor your very own. And I'll let you choose. Which onedo you like best?"
She was hoping that Molly would not take the littleall-gray one, because she had fallen in love with thatthe minute she saw it.
"Oh, this one with the white on his breast," saidMolly, without a moment's hesitation. "It's lots theprettiest! Oh, Betsy! For my very own?"
Something white fell out of the folds of her skirton the hay. "Oh, yes," she said indifferently. "A letterfor you. Miss Ann told me to bring it out here. She saidshe saw you streaking it for the barn."
It was a letter from Aunt Frances. Betsy opened it,one eye on Molly to see that she did not hug her newdarling too tightly, and began to read it in the ray ofdusty sunlight slanting in through a crack in the sideof the barn. She could do this easily, because AuntFrances always made her handwriting very large andround and clear, so that a little girl could read it with-out half trying.
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And as she read, everything faded away from be-fore her . . . the barn, Molly, the kittens . . . she sawnothing but the words on the page.
When she had read the letter through she got upquickly, oh, ever so quickly! and went away down thestairs. Molly hardly noticed she had gone, so absorbingand delightful were the kittens.
Betsy went out of the dusky barn into the rich,October splendor and saw none of it. She went straightaway from the house and the barn, straight up intothe hill-pasture toward her favorite place beside thebrook, the shady pool under the big maple-tree. Atfirst she walked, but after a while she ran, faster andfaster, as though she could not get there soon enough.Her head was down, and one arm was crooked overher face. . . .
And do you know, I'm not going to follow her upthere, nor let you go. I'm afraid we would all cry if wesaw what Betsy did under the big maple-tree. The rea-son she ran away so fast was so that she could be allby herself for a very hard hour, and fight it out, alone.
So let us go back soberly to the orchard where thePutneys are, and wait till Betsy comes walking list-lessly in, her eyes red and her cheeks pale. Cousin Annwas up in the top of a tree, a basket hung over hershoulder half full of striped red Northern Spies; UncleHenry was on a ladder against another tree, filling a
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bag with the beautiful, shining, yellow-green PoundSweets, and Aunt Abigail was moving around, pickingup the parti-colored windfalls and putting them intobarrels ready to go to the cider-mill.
Something about the way Betsy walked, and as shedrew closer something about the expression of herface, and oh! as she began to speak, something aboutthe tone of her voice, stopped all this cheerful activityas though a bomb had gone off in their midst.
"I've had a letter from Aunt Frances/' said Betsy,"she says she's coming to take me away, back tothem, tomorrow."
There was a big silence; Cousin Ann stood, perfectlymotionless up in her tree, staring down through theleaves at Betsy. Uncle Henry was turned around onhis ladder, one hand on an apple as though it hadfrozen there, staring down at Betsy. Aunt Abigailleaned with both fat hands on her barrel, staring hardat Betsy. Betsy was staring down at her shoes, bitingher lips and winking her eyes. The yellow, hazy Octo-ber sun sank slowly down toward the rim of HemlockMountain, and sent long, golden shafts of light throughthe branches of the trees upon this group of people,all so silent, so motionless.
Betsy was the first to speak, and I'm proud of herfor what she said. She said, loyally, "Dear Aunt Fran-
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ces! She was always so sweet to me! She always triedso hard to take care of me!"
For that was what Betsy had found up by the brookunder the big red maple-tree. She had found there acertainty that, whatever else she did, she must not hurtAunt Frances's feelings—dear, gentle, sweet Aunt Fran-ces, whose feelings were so easily hurt and who hadgiven her so many years of such anxious care. Some-thing up there had told her—perhaps the quiet blueshadow of Windward Mountain creeping slowly overthe pasture toward her, perhaps the silent glory of thered-and-gold tree, perhaps the singing murmur of thelitde brook—perhaps all of them together had told herthat now had come a time when she must do more thanwhat Cousin Ann would do—when she must do whatshe herself knew was right. And that was to protectAunt Frances from hurt.
When she spoke, out there in the orchard, she brokethe spell of silence. Cousin Ann climbed hastily downfrom her tree, with her basket only partly filled. UncleHenry got stiffly off his ladder, and Aunt Abigail ad-vanced through the grass. And they all said the samething—"Let me see that letter."
They read it there, looking over each other's shoul-ders, with grave faces. Then, still silently, they allturned and went back into the house, leaving theirforgotten bags and barrels and baskets out under the
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trees. When they found themselves in the kitchen—"Well, it's suppertime, anyhow," said Cousin Annhastily, as if ashamed of losing her composure, "or al-most time. We might as well get it now."
"I'm a-going out to milk," said Uncle Henry gruffly,although it was not nearly his usual time. He took upthe milk pails and marched out toward the barn, step-ping heavily, his head hanging.
Shep woke up with a snort and, getting off the couch,gamboled clumsily up to Petsy, wagging his tail andjumping up on her, ready for a frolic. That was almosttoo much for Betsy! To think that after tomorrow shewould never see Shep again—nor Eleanor! Nor thekittens! She choked as she bent over Shep and put herarms around his neck for a great hug. But she mustn'tcry, she mustn't hurt Aunt Frances's feelings, or showthat she wasn't glad to go back to her. That wouldn'tbe fair, after all Aunt Frances had done for her!
That night she lay awake after she and Molly hadgone to bed and Molly was asleep. They had decidednot to tell Molly until the last minute, so she haddropped off peacefully, as usual. But poor Betsy's eyeswere wide open. She saw a gleam of light under thedoor. It widened; the door opened. Aunt Abigail stoodthere, in her night cap, mountainous in her long whitegown, a candle shining up into her serious old face.
"You awake, Betsy?" she whispered, seeing the•193-
child's dark eyes gleaming at her over the covers. rtIjust—I just thought I'd look in to see if you were allright." She came to the edge of the bed and set thecandle down on the little stand. Betsy reached herarms up longingly and the old woman stooped overher. Neither of them said a single word during thelong embrace which followed. Then Aunt Abigailstraightened up hastily, took her candle quickly andsoftly, and heavily padded out of the room.
Betsy turned over and flung one arm over Molly—no Molly, either, after tomorrow!
She gulped hard and stared up at the ceiling, dimlywhite in the starlight. A gleam of light shone underthe door. It widened, and Uncle Henry stood there, acandle in his hand, peering into the room. "You awake,Betsy?" he said cautiously.
"Yes. I'm awake, Uncle Henry."
The old man shuffled into the room. "I just got tothinking," he said, hesitating, "'that maybe you'd liketo take my watch with you. It's kind of handy to havea watch on the train. And I'd like real well for you tohave it."
He laid it down on the stand, his own cherishedgold watch, that had been given him when he wastwenty-one.
Betsy reached out and took his hard, gnarled old•194-
fist in a tight grip. "Oh, Uncle Henry!" she began,and could not go on.
"We'll miss you, Betsy," he said in an uncertainvoice. "It's been . . . it's been real nice to have youhere. . . ."
And then he too snatched up his candle very quicklyand almost ran out of the room.
Betsy turned over on her back. "No crying, now!"she told herself fiercely. "No crying, now!" Sheclenched her hands together tightly and set her teeth.
Something moved in the room. Somebody leanedover her. It was Cousin Ann, who didn't make a sound,not one, but who took Betsy in her strong arms andheld her close and closer, till Betsy could feel the quickpulse of the other's heart beating all through her ownbody.
Then she was gone—as silently as she came.
But somehow that great embrace had taken awayall the burning tightness from Betsy's eyes and heart.She was very tired, and soon after this she fell asleep,snuggled up close to Molly.
In the morning, nobody spoke of last night. Break-fast was prepared and eaten, and the team hitched updirectly afterward. Betsy and Uncle Henry were todrive to the station together to meet Aunt Frances'strain. Betsy put on her new wine-colored cashmerethat Cousin Ann had made her, with the soft white
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tollar of delicate old embroidery that Aunt Abigailhad given her out of one of the trunks in the attic.
She and Uncle Henry said little as they drove to thevillage, and even less as they stood waiting togetheron the platform. Betsy slipped her hand into his andhe held it tight as the train whistled in the distance andcame slowly and laboriously puffing up to the station.
Just one person got off at the little station, and thatwas Aunt Frances, looking dressed up and citified,with kid gloves and a white veil over her face and abig blue one floating from her gay-flowered velvet hat.How pretty she was! And how young—under the veilwhich hid so kindly the little lines in her sweet, thinface. And how excited and fluttery! Betsy had forgottenhow fluttery Aunt Frances was! She clasped Betsy toher, and then started back crying—she must see to hersuit-case—and then she clasped Betsy to her again andshook hands with Uncle Henry, whose grim old facelooked about as cordial and welcoming as the sourestkind of sour pickle, and she fluttered back and said shemust have left her umbrella on the train. "Oh, Con-ductor! Conductor! My umbrella—right in my seat—a blue one with a crooked-over—oh, here it is in myhand! What am I thinking of!"
The conductor evidently thought he'd bettei get thetrain away as soon as possible, for he now shouted."All aboard!" to nobody at all, and sprang back on
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the steps. The train went off, groaning over the steepgrade, and screaming out its usual echoing warningabout the next road crossing.
Uncle Henry took Aunt Frances's suit-case and plod-ded back to the surrey. He got into the front seat andAunt Frances and Betsy in the back; and they startedoff.
Now 1 want you to listen to every single word thatwas said on the back seat, for it was a very importantconversation, when Betsy's fate hung on the curl of aneyelash and the flicker of a voice, as fates often do.
Aunt Frances hugged Betsy again and again andexclaimed about her having grown so big and tall andfat—she didn't say brown too, although you couldsee that she was thinking that, as she looked throughher veil at Betsy's tanned face and down at the contrastbetween her own pretty, white fingers and Betsy'sleather-colored, muscular little hands. She exclaimedand exclaimed and kept on exclaiming! Betsy wonderedif she really always had been as fluttery as this. Then,all of a sudden it came out, the great news, the reasonfor the extra flutteriness.
Aunt Frances was going to be married!
Yes! Think of it! Betsy fell back open-mouthed withastonishment.
"Did Betsy think her Aunt Frances a -silly old thing?".197.
"Oh, Aunt Frances, nol" cried Betsy fervently. "Youlook just as young, and pretty! Lots younger than Iremembered you!"
Aunt Frances flushed with pleasure and went on,"You'll love your old Aunt Frances just as much, won'tycu, when she's Mrs. Plimpton?"
Betsy put her arms around her and gave her a greathug. "I'll always love you, Aunt Frances!" she said.
"You'll love Mr. Plimpton, too. He's so big andstrong, and he just loves to take care of people. He saysthat's why he's marrying me. Don't you wonder wherewe are going to live?" she asked, answering her ownquestion quickly. "We're not going to live anywhere.Isn't that a joke? Mr. Plimpton's business keeps himalways moving around from one place to another,never more than a month anywhere."
"What'll Aunt Harriet do?" asked Betsy wonder-ingly.
"Why, she's ever and ever so much better," saidAunt Frances happily. "And her own sister, my AuntRachel, has come back from China, where she's been amissionary for ever so long, and the two old ladiesare going to keep house together out in California, inthe dearest little bungalow, all roses and honeysuckle.But you're going to be with me. Won't it be jolly fun,darling, to go traveling all about everywhere, and seenew places all the time!"
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Now those are the words Aunt Frances said, butsomething in her voice and her face suggested a faintpossibility to Betsy that maybe Aunt Frances didn'treally think it would be such awfully jolly fun as herwords said.
Her heart gave a big jump up, and she had to holdtight to the arm of the surrey before she could ask, ina quiet voice, "But, Aunt Frances, won't I be awfullyin your way, traveling around so?"
Now, Aunt Frances had ears of her own, and thoughthat was what Betsy's words said, what Aunt Francesheard was a suggestion that possibly Betsy wasn't ascrazy to leave Putney Farm as she had supposed ofcourse she would be.
They both stopped talking for a moment and peeredat each other through the thicket of words that heldthem apart. I told you this was a very momentous con-versation. One sure thing is that the people on theback seat saw the inside of die surrey as they traveledalong, and nothing else. Red sumac and bronzed beech-trees waved their flags at them in vain. They kept theireyes fixed on each other intently, each in an agony offear lest she hurt the other's feelings.
After a pause Aunt Frances came to herself with astart, and said, affectionately putting her arm aroundBetsy, "Why, you darling, what does Aunt Frances careabout trouble if her own dear baby-girl is happy?"
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And Betsy said, resolutely, "Oh, you know, AuntFrances, I'd love to be with you!" She ventured onemore step through the thicket. "But honestly, AuntFrances, won't it be a bother ... ?"
Aunt Frances ventured another step to meet her,"But dear little girls must be somewhere . . ."
And Betsy almost forgot her caution and burst out,"But I could stay here! I know they would keep me!"
Even Aunt Frances's two veils could not hide thegleam of relief and hope that came into her pretty, thin,sweet face. She summoned all her courage and steppedout into the clearing in the middle of the thicket, askingright out, boldly, "Why, do you like it here, Betsy?Would you like to stay?"
And Betsy—she never could remember afterward ifshe had been careful enough not to shout too loudlyand joyfully—Betsy cried out, "Oh, I love it here!"There they stood, face to face, looking at each otherwith honest and very happy eyes.
Aunt Frances threw her arm around Betsy andasked again, "Are you sure, dear?" and didn't try tohide her relief. And neither did Betsy.
"I could visit you once in a while, when you aresomewhere near here," suggested Betsy, beaming.
"Oh, yes, I must have some of the time with mydarling!" said Aunt Frances. And this time there wasnothing in their hearts that contradicted their lips.
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They clung to each other as Uncle Henry guided thesurrey up to the marble stepping-stone. Betsy jumpedout first, and while Uncle Henry was helping AuntFrances out, she was dashing up the walk like a crazything. She flung open the front door and catapultedinto Aunt Abigail just coming out. It was like flingingherself into a feather-bed. . . .
"Oh! Oh!" she gasped out. "Aunt Frances is going tobe married. And travel around all the time! And shedoesn't really want me at all! Can't I stay here? Can'tI stay here?"
Cousin Ann was right behind Aunt Abigail, and sheheard this. She looked over their shoulders towardAunt Frances, who was approaching from behind, andsaid, in her usual calm and collected voice: "How doyou do, Frances? Glad to see you, Frances. How wellyou're looking! I hear you are in for congratulations.Who's the happy man?"
Betsy was overcome with admiration for her coolnessin being able to talk so in such an exciting moment.She knew Aunt Abigail couldn't have done it, for shehad sat down in a rocking-chair, and was holding Betsyon her lap. The little girl could see her wrinkled oldhand trembling on the arm of the chair.
"I hope that means," continued Cousin Ann, goingas usual straight to the point, "that we can keep Betsyhere with us."
"Oh, would you like to?" asked Aunt Frances, flut-tering, as though the idea had never occurred to herbefore that minute. "Would Elizabeth Ann really li\eto stay?"
"Oh, I'd li\e to, all right!" said Betsy, looking confi-dently up into Aunt Abigail's face.
Aunt Abigail spoke now. She cleared her throat twicebefore she could bring out a word. Then she said,"Why, yes, we'd kind of like to keep her. We've sortof got used to having her around."
That's what she said, but, as you have noticed beforeon this exciting day, what people said didn't matter asmuch as what they looked; and as her old lips pro-nounced these words so quietly, the corners of AuntAbigail's mouth were twitching, and she was swallow-ing hard. She said, impatiently, to Cousin Ann, "Handme that handkerchief, Ann!" And as she blew hernose, she said, "What an old fool I am!"
It was as though a great, fresh breeze had blownthrough the house. They all drew a long breath andbegan to talk loudly and cheerfully about the weatherand Aunt Frances's trip and how Aunt Harriet wasand which room Aunt Frances was to have and wouldshe leave her wraps down in the hall or take them up-stairs—and, in the midst of this, Betsy, her heart readyto burst, dashed out of doors, followed by Shep. Sheran madly toward the barn. She did not know where
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she was going. She only knew that she must run andjump and shout, or she would explode.
Shep ran and jumped because Betsy did.
To these two wild creatures, careering through theair like bright blown autumn leaves, appeared littleMolly in the barn door.
"Oh, I'm going to stay! I'm going to stay!" screamedBetsy.
But as Molly had not had any notion of the contrary,she only said, "Of course, why not?" and went on tosomething important, saying, "My kitten can u/alkj Ittook three steps just now."
After Aunt Frances got her wraps off, Betsy took herfor a tour of inspection. They went all over the housefirst, with special emphasis laid on the kitchen-living-room. "Isn't this the loveliest place?" said Betsy, fer-vently, looking about her at the white curtains, thebright flowers, the southern sunshine, the bookcases,and the bright cooking utensils. It was all full to thebrim to her eyes with happiness. She forgot entirelythat she had thought it a very poor, common kind ofroom when she had first seen it. Nor did she notice thatAunt Frances showed no enthusiasm over it now.
She stopped for a few moments to wash some pota-toes and put them into the oven for dinner. AuntFrances opened her eyes at this. "I always see to thepotatoes and the apples, the cooking of them, I mean,"
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explained Betsy proudly. "I've just learned to u. 'keapple-pie and brown betty."
Then down into the stone-floored milk-room, whereAunt Abigail was working over butter, and whereBetsy, swelling with pride, showed Aunt Frances howdeftly and smoothly she could manipulate the woodenpaddle and make rolls of butter that weighed withinan ounce or two of a pound.
"Mercy, child! Think of your being able to do suchthings!" said Aunt Frances, more and more astonished.
They went out of doors now, Shep bounding by theirside. Betsy was amazed to see that Aunt Frances drewback, nervously, whenever the big dog frisked near her.Out in the barn Betsy had a disappointment. AuntFrances just balked absolutely at those ladder-like stairs—"Oh, I couldn't! I couldn't, dear. Do you go up there ?Is it quite safe?"
"Why, Aunt Abigail went up there to see the kit-tens!" cried Betsy, on the edge of exasperation. But herheart softened at the sight of Aunt Frances's evidentdistress of mind at the idea of climbing into the loft,and she brought the kittens down for inspection, Elea-nor mewing anxiously at the top of the stairs.
On the way back to the house they had an adventure,a sort of adventure, and it brought home to Betsy oncefor all how much she loved dear, sweet Aunt Frances,and what kind of love it was.
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As they crossed the barnyard the calf approachedthem playfully, leaping stiff-legged into the air, andmaking a pretense of butting at them with its hornlessyoung head.
Betsy and Shep often played with the calf in thisway by the half-hour, and she thought nothing of itnow; hardly noticed it, in fact.
But Aunt Frances gave a loud, piercing shriek, asthough she were being cut into pieces. "Help! Helpl"she screamed. "Betsy! Oh, Betsy!"
She had turned white and could not take a singlestep forward. "It's nothing! It's nothing!" said Betsy,rather impatiently. "He's just playing. We often playwith him, Shep and I."
The calf came a little nearer, with lowered head."Get away!" said Betsy indifferently, kicking at him.
At this hint of masterfulness on Betsy's part, AuntFrances cried out, "Oh, yes, Betsy, do make him goaway! Do make him go away!"
It came over Betsy that Aunt Frances was frightened,yes, really; and all at once her impatience disappeared,never to come back again. She felt toward Aunt Francesjust as she did toward little Molly, and she acted ac-cordingly. She stepped in front of Aunt Frances, pickedup a stick, and hit the calf a blow on the neck with it.He moved away, startled and injured, looking at his
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playfellow with reproachful eyes. But Betsy was relent-less. Aunt Frances must not be frightened!
"Here, Shep! Here, Shep!" she called loudly, andwhen the big dog came bounding to her she pointed tothe calf and said sternly, "Take him into the barn!Drive him into the barn, sir!"
Shep asked nothing better than this command, andcharged forward, barking furiously and leaping intothe air as though he intended to eat the calf up alive.The two swept across the barnyard and into the lowerregions of the barn. In a moment Shep reappeared, histongue hanging out, his tail wagging, his eyes glisten-ing, very proud of himself, and mounted guard at thedoor.
Aunt Frances hurried along through the gate of thebarnyard. As it fell to behind her she sank down on arock, breathless, still pale and agitated. Betsy threwher arms around her in a transport of affection. She feltthat she understood Aunt Frances as nobody else could,the dear, sweet, gentle, timid aunt! She took the thin,nervous white fingers in her strong brown hands. "Oh,Aunt Frances, darling Aunt Frances!" she cried. "HowI wish I could always take care of you."
The last of the red and gold leaves were slowly drift-ing to the ground as Betsy and Uncle Henry drove backfrom the station after seeing Aunt Frances off. They
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were not silent this time, as when they had gone tomeet her. They were talking cheerfully together, lay-ing their plans for the winter which was so near. "Imust begin to bank the house tomorrow," musedUncle Henry. "And those apples have got to go to thecider-mill, right off. Don't you want to ride over ontop of them, Betsy, and see 'em made into cider?"
"Oh, my, yes!" said Betsy. "That will be fine! AndI must put away Deborah's summer clothes and getCousin Ann to help me make some warm ones, if I'mgoing to take her to school in cold weather."
As they drove into the yard, they saw Eleanor com-ing from the direction of the barn with something bigand heavy in her mouth. She held her head as high asshe could, but even so, her burden dragged on theground, bumping softly against the rough places on thepath. "Look!" said Betsy. "Just see that great rat Elea-nor has caught!"
Uncle Henry squinted his old eyes toward the catfor a moment and laughed. "We're not the only onesthat are getting ready for winter," he remarked.
Betsy did not know what he meant and climbedhastily over the wheel and ran to see. As she approachedEleanor, the cat laid her burden down with an air ofrelief and looked trustfully into her little mistress'sface. Why, it was one of the kittens! Eleanor wasbringing it to the. house. Oh, of course! they mustn't
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stay out there in that cold hayloft now the cold weatherwas drawing near. Betsy picked up the little sprawlingthing, trying with weak legs to get around over therough ground. She carried it carefully toward thehouse, Eleanor walking sinuously by her side and "talk-ing" in little singing, purring miauws to explain herideas of kitten-comfort. Betsy felt that she quite under-stood her. "Yes, Eleanor, a nice little basket behindthe stove with a warm piece of an old blanket in it.Yes, I'll fix it for you. It'll be lovely to have the wholefamily there. And I'll bring the other one in for you."
But evidently Eleanor did not understand little-girltalk as well as Betsy understood cat-talk, for a littlelater, as Betsy turned from the nest she was making inthe corner behind the stove, Eleanor was missing; andwhen she ran out toward the barn she met her again,her head strained painfully back, dragging anotherfat, heavy kitten, who curled his pink feet up as highas he could in a vain effort not to have them knockagainst the stones. "Now, Eleanor," said Betsy, a littleput out, "you don't trust me enough! I was going toget it all right!"
"Well," said Aunt Abigail, as they came into thekitchen, "now you must begin to teach them to drink."
"Goodness!" said Betsy. "Don't they know how todrink already?"
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"You try them and see," said Aunt Abigail with amysterious smile.
So when Uncle Henry brought the pails full offragrant, warm milk into the house, Betsy poured outsome in a saucer and put the kittens up to it. She andMolly squatted down on their heels to watch, and be-fore long they were laughing so that they were rollingon the kitchen floor. At first the kittens looked everyway but at the milk, seeming to see everything butwhat was under their noses. Then Graykin (that wasBetsy's) absent-mindedly walked right through thesaucer, emerging with very wet feet and an aggrievedand astonished expression. Molly screamed with laugh-ter to see him shake his pink toes and sit down seriouslyto lick them clean. Then White-bib (Molly's) put hishead down to the saucer.
"There! Mine is smarter than yours!" said Molly.But White-bib went on putting his head down, down,down, clear into the milk nearly up to his eyes, al-though he looked frightened and miserable. Then hejerked it up quickly and sneezed and sneezed andsneezed, such deliciously funny little baby sneezes! Hepawed and pawed at his little pink nose with his littlepink paw until Eleanor took pity on him and cameto wash him off. In the midst of this process she sawthe milk, and left off to lap it up eagerly; and in ajiffy she had drunk every drop and was licking the
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saucer loudly with her raspy tongue. That was the endof the kittens' first lesson.
In the evening, as they sat around the lamp, Eleanorcame and got up in Betsy's lap just like old times. Betsy
was playing checkers with Uncle Henry and inter-rupted the game to welcome the cat back. But Eleanorwas uneasy, and kept stopping her toilet to prick upher ears and look restlessly toward the basket, wherethe kittens lay curled so closely together that theylooked like one soft ball of gray fur. By and by Elea-
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nor jumped down heavily and went back to the basket.She stayed there only a moment, standing over thekittens and licking them. Then she came back andgot up in Betsy's lap again.
"What ails that cat?" said Cousin Ann, noting thispacing and restlessness.
"Maybe she wants Betsy to hold her kittens, too,"suggested Aunt Abigail.
"Oh, I'd love to!" said Betsy, spreading out herknees to make her lap bigger.
"But I want my own White-bib myself!" said Molly,looking up from the beads she was stringing.
"Well, maybe Eleanor would let you setde it thatway," said Cousin Ann.
The litde girls ran over to the basket and broughtback each her own kitten. Eleanor watched themanxiously, but as soon as they sat down she jumped uphappily into Betsy's lap and curled down close to Gray-kin. This time she was completely satisfied, and herloud purring filled the room with a peaceable murmur.
"There, now you're fixed for the winter," said AuntAbigail.
By and by, after Cousin Ann had popped some corn,old Shep got off the couch and came to stand by Betsy'sknee to get an occasional handful. Eleanor opened oneeye, recognized a friend, and shut it sleepily. But the
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kitten woke up in terrible alarm to see that hideousmonster so near him, and prepared to sell his life dearly.He bristled up his ridiculous short tail, opened hisabsurd, pink mouth in a soft, baby s—s—s, and strucksavagely at old Shep's good-natured face with a softlittle paw. Betsy felt her heart overflow with amuse-ment and pride in the intrepid little morsel. She burstinto laughter, but she picked it up and held it lovinglyclose to her cheek. What fun it was going to be to seethose kittens grow up!
Old Shep padded back softly to the couch, his toe-nails clicking on the floor, hoisted himself heavily up,and went to sleep. The kitten subsided into a ballagain. Eleanor stirred and stretched in her sleep andlaid her ht^d in utter trust on her little mistress's hand.After that Betsy moved the checkers only with herother hand.
In the intervals of the game, while Uncle Henry waspondering over his moves, the little girl looked downat her pets and listened absently to the keen autumnalwind that swept around the old house, shaking theshutters and rattling the windows. A stick of wood inthe stove burned in two and fell together with a soft,whispering sound. The lamp cast a steady radiance onUncle Henry bent seriously over the checker-board,on Molly's blooming, round cheeks and bright hair,
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on Aunt Abigail's rosy, cheerful, wrinkled old face,and on Cousin Ann's quiet, clear, dark eyes. . . .
That room was full to the brim of something beau-tiful, and Betsy knew what it was. Its name was Hap-piness.
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