THE QUILL

Elspeth, flushed, tense, spatkling laughed in
her mother’s face. “Old Slowey-pokey” she
called the woman who was doing a man’s work
in the world.

“Thrills and tipples, muzzie! That’s all
that’s worth while in life. When the bubbles
go, then what’s left is stale and dull.,”

Yet the coming of young Holloway had
wrought in a few days that change in Elspeth
that all her mothet’s admonitions had failed
to effect. All of a sudden, Elspeth had tutned
strangely still and sobet. And with this
subtle change in the gitl’s nature, the whole
coutse of life in the business woman’s house
somehow alteted also.

No longer Mts, Maitland returned to a house
shaking with music and mirth, with every
light going brightly, Now the lights were
always dim, or more often than not, the place
was dark. No longer Elspeth butst from that
bright bouquet of young friends suttounding
het, and fell upon her mother with extravagant
expressions of welcome, with kisses and
cajolety. A new Elspeth came out of dim
cornets of the room, and followed by Hal
Holloway, greeted her mother with the in-
tensest serfousness and with unwonted tender-
ness and emotion.

Elspeth’s confidence had always been te-
lyctantly given to her mothet. She was of
that type of girl, who hesitate to confide the
setious matters of life to their own mothets,
but pout them in a flood into the sympathetic
and appreciative ear of an exclaiming and
understanding friend sworn to deadly sectecy
by the symbol of crossing a neck and crossing
a heart and hoping she “might die if I tell.”
Howevet, she was so impulsive and trans-
parent, that her mothet knew she was incapa-
ble of holding a secret for long, and soonet ot
later it would be “let out”.

Mtrs. Maitland waited a week to learn some-
thing about her daughter’s latest friend, he
who had “cut out” all of het boy and girl
friends, and who had the effect upon the spitits
of the gitl of what a resentful friend termed a
“dampener”. But if Elspeth’s laughter and
gay chatter no longer filled the house, not the
tush of her flying feet was heatd, there was a
light in her eyes that had a poignant beauty
all of its own. If love does not make life
joyfuls if bliss is illusory, at least it gilds and
transforms one’s life with an exquisite touch
of artistry that is hard to analyse.

T HAT night, Elspeth had come slowly up

to bed and in the dark undressed and
got in stlently beside her mother. For a long
time that silence that does not always mean
sleep reigned in the room, and then the mother
discovered that her daughter was trying to

ELSPETH

smothetr her sobs in het pillow.
“Ellie, ate you awake?”

Silence—Ellie frantically trying to control
het voice. After a moment:

“No. What d’you want?”’

“I just wanted to talk to you about this—et
—young Halloway., Who is he, deat?”

A stiffening of the young creature beside
her in bed, and then a little gasping cty, like a
child’s. Ellie and Hal Halloway had had theit
first “lover’s quartel”, but not for worlds would
she have admitted this to her mother, though,
in fact, the quarrel had, in a way, been on
her mothet’s account, for Elliec had refused
nobly, as she believed, to listen to the pleading
proposals of the boy who passionately had
begged her to leave het mother and fare forth
with him into the wonderful world that he
pictured to her was without.

Mrs. Maitland leaned actoss, put her arms
about her child and waited, After a while a
muffled voice saids:

“Muzzie, do go to sleep. Don’t bother ’bout
me. I I—j-j-just g-got a t-too—tooth-ache.”

“Who is this young Holloway?” persisted
her mothet,

“Oh he’s just—just Hal Holloway that’s all,
I don’t want to talk about him.”

Ellie’s voice had an edge of rising irritation.
After the sacrifice she had made on her
mothet’s account, she felt that it was a shame
to be tepaid in this way.

“Why does he come hete so often? You ate

too young. . . J»

“Now don’t begin that, . . J»

“Well, but I must. I should like to know what
he has said ot done to make you change so.
You are not yourself at all. I never saw such
a change in a gitl”

“I’m just the same as I always was, and I
wish to goodness you’d stop quizzing me like
this.”

“Ellie”, said her mother patiently, “you
are really nothing but a little gitl, when all’s
said and done, and if I were you I’d hold on
to my youth as long as I could. You'Il be a
long time old, and such a little while young.
You don’t know how precious youth is. Do
hold to it, datling, as long as you can.”

“Do pity’s sake don’t start pteaching at this
hour of the night.”

“I’'m not preaching, dear. I just want you
to understand. Now, I don’t want you to tell
stoties about your age. I heard you to-night.
You told Mr. Holloway you wete going on to
nineteen.”

“So I am!” came swiftly from Elspeth.

“Yes, going on—three years off,” said her
mother dryly.
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