




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































“ JEST WAITIN.” 361

¢« Let me lift her up,” says Uncle Isaac, ¢ your arms
are so weak,” and as he takes her up he puts his face
close to the golden head, just as he used to that other
golden head so long ago. Aunt Betsy’s withered arms
hold the little one closely, lest she may fall, and tears
drop upon the uptumed face.

« Tt yains, it yains,” cries baby, and Nancy takes her
gently away, for she knows it is a baptism of tears in
memory of that other baby who did not get the kisses
and caresses its young life needed, but who was brought
up in such a soulless way that the angels had to take
her for a pupil in order to supply the great need of a
young heart.

Little *Lisbeth is in bed. A near neighbor has come
in to talk to George about his father’s estate, for most
of our old friends have been called home. The lamp,
in lieu of the candle of old, is lighted, and the conver-
sation takes another turn.

«“] have never seen anything that convinced me the
soul lived after death,” said the neighbor. ¢I have no
faith in it, and it is impossible to get knowledge.”

¢« No, it ain’t,” said Aunt Betsy. “If you seek, you
will find. We found it was true ; didn’t we, Isaac ?”’

¢« To be sure we did,” regponded Uncle Isaac. “ And
we all here think it’s people’s duty to look up some-
thing about their future home.”

«“ Well, if I'm going somewhere I shall go and I can’t
help it, and that will be all there is of it; you nor I
couldn’t change it.”

“ Betsy, I guess I will tell him the story I read the
other day about the king’s fool. Wouldn’t you?”

“ Yes, Isaac.”
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“Well, it 'pears there was a king that didn’t want to
find out how wise any one was, but just how big a fool
they could be, and he offered a prize to the one that
could make the biggest fool of hisself, and the prize was
a great gold-headed cane. Mebbe you’ve read it,” said
Uncle Isaac.

“No, I haven’t. Go on.”

“ Well, when he giv it to the one that had acted the
fool best, he said, ¢ Keep this cane until you see a man
that’s a bigger fool than you be.’

“ A good while after, the king was taken sick. The
doctors couldn’t cure him nor do him any good. He
sent for the man who had the cane, and told him he
was going to die; he could get no help. And the one
who was called the king’s fool asked him where he was
goin’ to. :

“ < Why, I don’t know,’ said the king.

“¢<What, you goin’ to take a journey, and don’t know
where youre goin’! Hain’t you got ready'at all?
Hain’t got packed up with any kind of goods?’

«“¢No,” said the king.

«“<Well,” said the other, ¢ when you giv me this cane,
you told me to keep it till I found another man that
was a bigger fool than I, and I shall have to give it
back to you. I always know at what town my stage is
goin’ to stop and what the climate is.” ”

The man laughed heartily at Uncle Isaac’s story, but
went away determined to know all he could of the last
journey he should take.

George told of his success, and of the new acquaint-
ances he had made during his few days’ journey, and
then of what he had heard of Daniel Doolittle:
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¢« They say that it is pitiful to watech him go around
with his head bowed down, not seeming to see what is
before him ; or sitting with his eyes apparently fixed
upon something the others do not see.”

There was something like a smothered sob, and Aunt
Betsy asked, “Do they say that woman is kind to
him ?”

« Well, not exactly kind, but that he really does not
seem to sense whether people are kind or not.”

“As ye sow, so shall ye reap,” said Nancy, and Uncle
Isaac added, ¢ Amen.”

Aunt Betsy said, ¢ Why, Isaac, you and I wasn’t so
awful kind, don’t you remember?”

But Uncle Isaac replied, < Speak for yourself, Betsy.”
Then, as though ashamed of the remark, reached over
and smoothed her gray hair, saying irrelevantly, ¢ It
don’t stay under your cap very good, does it, Betsy ?”

The next day, the anniversary of the June day
when ’Lisbeth’s body was laid under the sod, toward
nightfall we find the old couple resting on a bench
made by ’Lisbeth’s grave for their accommodation. As
the slanting rays of the setting sun touch the slab of
marble, Aunt Betsy takes her handkerchief and care-
fully swipes the dust from the one word engraved
thereon, the name “’Lisbeth,” and says :

“Isaac, I guess, after all, we will be laid side by side.
We won’t let ’Lisbeth come between us. I did feel as
though you wanted to be beside her, and so did I, but
it won’t make no difference. They'll keep our graves
green, but that grave over there (poor Jane Macom-
ber’s) won’t have any one to think of it or of her, more
than she did when she was alive. She was so lonely,
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and I kept forgettin’ it. But we’ve taken lots o’ com-
fort since ’Lisbeth learned us the way.”

Uncle Isaac bowed his head in response. ¢ Betsy, we
wasn't married only until ¢ Death us did part.” Do you
feel willin’ to promise for the new life ?

«“We couldn’t be separated, Isaac. Folks can’t be if
they get to lovin’ best when there’s pain and trouble
and sickness.”

« Betsy, let’s kneel down here by ’Lisbeth’s grave and
pray.”

So the two old forms, with bowed heads touched by
the last rays of the setting sun, knelt, while Uncle Isaac
prayed:

«“Oh, Lord, when you send ’Lisbeth for one of us,
won’t you let her show us both over? We want to
come together, Lord, and we’re waitin’, jest waitin’.”

“ Amen,” said Aunt Betsy.

“The dew is fallin’ and we must go.” And so they
climbed into the low wagon and rode slowly homeward.

“I'm glad we’ve been over once more,” said Aunt
Betsy. ¢ Mebbe it’s the last.”

And in a few days the neighbors marvelled that Mr.
and Mrs. Barton had passed away within three hours of
each other. :

On the marble slab under their names are inscribed
these words: * Death did not divide them.”





