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known, it was not for the luxuries! Wealth in itself meant little 
to her. She had used her wealth in helping others. Having worked 
in the slums of the city, she knew the misery and poverty that 
existed; and she longed to be back where duty seemed to call 
her, where she could do something to uplift humanity. She could 
not seem to realize that she was doing a noble work by comforting 
and caring for her lonely father. Often she felt that life was 
hard. They toiled early and late to make the scant living they 
had. It worried this woman to see her old father, who had known 
and loved money for the luxuries it had given him, go forth to 
the lonely hills to grieve the remaining years of his life away. 
Sometimes she tried to urge him to return to the friends he had 
left; but he refused to listen to her entreaties. Then her spirit 
seemed to droop as if in token of a wasted life there in the hills; 
and she questioned in her mind as if to find a reason for their 
isolation.

Many times while she sat mending, her work would fall from 
her hands and would remain unnoticed in her lap, as she gazed 
far away with that unsatisfied, unsatisfying story of deep wist
fulness in her eyes. At night, when she climbed to the top of a 
hill to watch for her father, she would seem to forget her surround
ings and would look far, far away as if trying to see beyond what 
was visible. Then, when her father came in sight, she would hasten 
home and make the final preparations for their evening meal.

One day a woman from the great world, was brought to her 
door. Through some carelessness on the part of the engineer there 
had been a wreck in the vicinity. The woman was seriously, 
though not fatally, wounded. For long weeks the woman of the 
hills tenderly and skillfully cared for the stranger. And now that 
she had a companion, our woman of the hills was unable to talk 
to this other woman as she had thought she would. Though she 
felt that a tiny link again connected her life with the great world, 
she could not dispel her restless feeling. As she went about her 
work, the woman of the world watched her; and she read in her 
face the struggle of the lonely life of the hills. At last the woman 
of the world was able to travel; and she went forth leaving the 
other woman to her desolate hills. But she left this message 
behind, which was as manna to that woman’s starving soul, 
“ They also serve who only stand and wait.’ ’


