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GYPSY'S SOWING AND REAPING.

CUATTER I.

TIIE HEZT 1M THE HAY.

| b

¥ Gyezy, Gypsy !

Nobody answered.

“ Gypey !

A social young rooster, thinking bimself personally
addressed, rephed to the nams by a cheerful crow,
and ihe eat, ronsed from her wap in the sumuy
corzer by the hogskead, came np purring to rob
herzelf against Tow's boot. Olherwise, the yard
was quite etill; so was the lane, und he had searched
the chaise-honse thoroughly. Of tweaty or more
places, any one of which Gypsy was as lilely to bo
in as in any other, it was by uo means easy to hnow
which to choose., Tom deeided ou the barn, and push-
ing open the stable door, he walked in—as Tom
walked in everywhere—with his handa in his pocketa,
whistling.




3 Gypsy’s Svwing and Reuping,

Thers was a stir of the warm, clover-scented air,
and a faint rustling somewhere overhead.

“ Gypey, is that you P

% Yo—a. WWhat do yoa want "™

“Why dido't von anawer a fellow before? I've
been calling yon pest hominum senmioriam,™

* Ha might show off hizs Latin,—so be might !
mterrapted the voice from orerhead,

“Dhidn't you heuwr me?” domonded Tom, sub-
limely ignoring the throst. Gypsy did nobt snswer,
and he climbed op (nto the loft to sce sbont it.

*“Woell done! If you don't look as much like the
brown pullet a3 any other simile that presents itself
to the vivid imarination ! ™

Down in the sweet, warm hay, among the dried
clover and boitercops and feathered gruss, a great
hollow was scooped like a nest, and out of it rose a
reond, not-brown face, with brown eyes and ripe, ved
lips, and bair as black as a coal. As one climbed up
the Iadder, that waa all that conld be seen.

“0h, thank you,"” eaid Gypsy, loking wp care-
lessly, * yon're always complimentary, but I'm afraid
you're outdoing yoorself. The brown pollet’s a hand-
some hen, anyway."”

“I really shounld like to koow whether yom
heard me or not,” esid Tom, sitling down on the
hay beside her.

Gypsy arched her pretty syebrows.

“Can't you give & fellow n civil answery ®

“Certainly ; but I'm afraid you won't think it's
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very eivil after I've given it. Will vom baveit, or
won't you "’

“1I'll have it.”

“ Well, then, I—soppose I did bear voun. I didn't
mean you should kaow it, but ‘I can’t tell a lig, pa,
[can't tell alie." ™

“Why dida’t you bave tho politences to anawer
then ¥* said Tom, with s genuine, elider-brotherly
frown. -

“Tb was impolite, I kngw, bub you see I wanted
to get throngh.”

“ Throogh ? ™

“Yeu Iknawif yoa came I shonldn't do a stiteh,
and I came up Lere to mend,—doen’t you tell 7

#* No."

" Well, 1tore my dress, my bran new Fall delaine,
gnd the very first morning I've had 1t on—down the
placket, clear away to the hem, runniug after Mra,
Surly's puppy, and the horrid litile tling stood and
barked at me just as if be weee glad of it Then yon
see ghe does g0 much mending for ma.”

“The pappy £

“ Of course.”

“0b, Mre, Burly 2"

“ Exactly, Mother sends the clothes over to her
overy Wednesday night, and brioga them back in a
wheelbarrow Saturdays. I'm astonished you didn’t
know that without askine. Any more remorka P ™

“Well, not just at present. 1f I think of any
more, Tl let you kaow.”
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“Very well, I'l! 7o on then. You see, mother
ig for ever sewing fur me, and so I thowghi it
wag ioo bad in me, and I'd ¢ome up here and get it
all mended without anvybody’s knowing. Besides,
1'm in a terrible horrr to go to SBarah Rowe's. Ow!
there poss my needle. Move away a litile, please,
and let me hunt."”

“Well, that's the first time I -aver saw anyhudy
seripnsly set to work to *hunt for a needle io a hay-
mow,” If it isn't just like yeu! I hope you expeet
to find it."

“lere it ig,'" oWl Gypay, in ttiumph, picking il
out from her boot-lasive where it had stuck, Tom
eabsided.

“There!™ said Gypsy, after a moment’s silence,
‘in which her needle had been fiying fast,—so fust that
1 would nof nndertake to say anything about the size
of the stitches, ** I think that will go, Tobe suce it's
gll puckers, and L doa't know what mother'd say lo
gewing it with green thread, but it doesn’t deserve
any better,—tbe old thing ! it needu’t have torn any
way. Now Iam going to Sarak's,”

“My compsny's not wanded then,” said Tom,
beginning to descend the ladder. © I'll make mysell
Bearce,’’

“Why, I dido't mean to send you of. Dhd you
want anything particular F "

*(h, nothing, only 1 felt kind of social. Yes'li
be rid of me soon enough, when 1'm goue to college.”

“J don't want to be rid of you, Tom. I'd luve to



