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CHAPTER VII,

Al that precise moment the Eiieen of
Duncun Sinclair's thoughts was looking
¢cyly up into a young man's earnest
face. She slood at the open window of
a4 room, in a house ¢n the right side of
tha park, and the cluslering sweel-peas
¢n the balcony were nol more fresh-
Jooking, more brilliant in their eoloring,
than her beautiful, sparkling face.

“How strange thal you also should he
hunching here to-day !” ske had just said
In thy sweelest of voices, wilh that up-
wara glance that had driven more than
one yvoulh mad wilh love [or her.

“Strange I ejaculaled her companion.
“Heavenly divine, mosl providential,
Miss Riviercr. 1 lidle expested such a
pleasure,”

She laughed.
eheeks deepened.

"What a lirade!” she exclaimed,
glrelching oul her hand and picking a
sweel-pea, which  she laid caressingly
against her cheek, The flower seemed 0
pale iaslantly., Lord St. Aubin smiled,

“Even the [lowers acknowledge your
supremacy " he murmured,  “Against
your cheelk that one grows while, Your
complexion is an envy lo lhe women of
London,"

"0Oh, a lruce lo your [lattery, my lord,”
replied the girl mockingly, tossing her
dsky head. “Tell me whal you have
becn doing since we lasl mel.”

"And parled atb four this morning.
wasn't i.? Such an age age ] Bul thal
ball was cerlainly lhe nicest of {he sea-
son. Al leasl, T lhought £0,” he added
wilh ¢imphasis.

“Why 77 asked Eileen, plucking the
pelals of the flower with thal mosl ernel
neoucianee with which women o often
cemploy lheir fingers lo hide their feel-

Tha rich eoclor in hoer

ings.

"Can vou ask? Becouse you were
kind le an old [riend; because your
Duncan was not lhere. ‘Thal is why,

fair queen.” ‘|

“You must not spealc lilke thal,” she ex-
claimed, reprovingly, theugh a mischiev-
ous smile {wilehed the corners of her
full red lips., "Yau forgel that Duncan
Sinelaie is my lanze, my future hus-
band.”

He drew back wilh oslenlnticus hor-3

ronr,

“] forgel! Never! The memory of Lha:
iz wilth me night and day. Eileen, why
were you so criel as o lake him and
leave e inconsolable 77

She sighed.

“Are vou ireonsolable?  You hide ii
well,  And. really, now, such questions
are ralher out of place,  Dunecan is &
dear lellow, and—well, I necd not ex-
plain—I chase him. Voila tout!”

“yes, of eourse.  Bul isn’t he ralher
remiss?  Where is he now, in lhe mid-
dle of the gavest season we have had
for years? He should be with you, by
your side conlinually, es though pro-
claiming proudiy: *“This is my [uture
bride. lLook al her, ye jealous male: ]
mark her peorlessness!  She is mine,
mine! Ah, how happily would I &ct thal
ralel”

“lLord
youl”

“lord Sl Aukin! Il used to he Jim,
plain Jim!" he ejncalated sadly.

“\Well, Jim then, dear Jim. don’t be so
garcastie. 1 was saying thal Duncan
hales Lendon. 1L makes him ill. He's
sp keen on his painling. We under-
#ted each olher so perfectly. ‘Thal is
why | do nol mind his going; why 1 amn
ccntent without his continual presence.”

“Buk he? How ¢an he do 17 Those
lips, Bileen! How ecan he forgel them?
Litlle girl, vou shoutd nol have done il.
Fven now il is not too late lo say: 'Jim,
denr Jim, 1 love you; 1 will be yours,
‘Can  you nol?  Surely no lukewarm
lover is worlthy of you. 1 love you; 1 can
give you eiernal worship,  Eileen, you
must see it: you must e mine. Forget
thal absurd engagement, my own darl-
I—[}H.”

Willi a quick glance behind him into
the emiply room, he moved nearer lo her
and put his arm rcund her shoulders,

“Eileen, 1 alone love you, 1 alone can
make you happy. Come lo me!” he m-
murcd, drawing her closer to him, his
fnee ablaze wilhh passion.

Then. as she began lo speak and put
o't her hands o push himm oll, he seized
Ler 1o him and crushed her lips wilh his
in cne long passionale Kiss,

She struggled wildly in his embrace,
bl he was big and slrong, more than a
mateh for her, 11 seemed a year before
he released her and mel her indignani
cves with an exultant smile.

“How dare you!l” she gosped, pulling
her hands 1o her disordered hair. “Have
vou ne respect for me? I will never
speak lo vou again,”

[le locked humble,
ished Troin his face,

“1 love you. Eileen! Can you punish
ree for that? 1 was mad, 1 know. Bul
love you. . . . Of course you will speak
to me. llave wo nol been [friends for
years? Send for your Duncan, if I may
not spcak lo you. 1 swear | shall do
{his again, if not.”

“I is fcolish of you, and wrang,” she
said in a low voice, the anger dying oul
of her face. “And you are too sure aof
niv fiondship lo stand in awe of me,
gat a vepelition of this will be the death-
blow 10 our inlimacy. Remember that.”

“rhen 1 am forgiven?’

#7hig lime, ycs.

Si, Auhin, I'm surprised al

The smile van-
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had ecome in ard seen you. Whal
would she have said? She is his sisler,
and would never forgive me for being
disloval to him, for she would blame
me.  She would not pause to think that
you are as sirong as a—a vice, and re-
sistless when roused.”

She blushed as she epoke, and
glaneed ab him from under her long
curled lashes. The desire lo seize her

again rose slreng within him, bul re-
ahzing tbat it would nol be so casily
overlooked, he reslrained himsell, say-
ing

“Bul why did vou choose him, Eileen?”

She made an impatient movemend.

“Why? DBecause ! love him. Yes, sir,
[ love him. Thatl is my reason.”

“I will nol believe il. You fell in wilh
a family wish. You accepled him [or
that alone. IJor you will love me scme
day. I do nol despair.”

She opened her lips wilh an expros-
sion of dissenl, the hot bload rushing
L3 her brow; bul a voice behind them re-
called them bolh to lkeir senses, ‘Their
hosiess had appeared.

“Forgive me, Eileen, for leaving you

s0 - long, I had to inlerview scme
troublesome  parish  worker calling for
funds, 1 knew you could amuse each

olher. IUs a pity my other couple failed
me., DBul you like these informal lunch-
eons, and so do LY

Adele Larkin, ihe wife of Sir Charles
Larkin and sisler of Duncan Sinelair,
was a small fair-haired women, wilh a
broad, cheerful face and dancing blue
eves,  Mosl people dubbed her homely,
it 1hese who knéw her well—thal is (o
say, pierced beneath the ouler crusl—
found  her staunch and lrue, of greai
meral slrength and unsclfish generosily,

<o honesl was she herself thal she was
the last lo suspeel another of evil doing.
sShe sew nolhing bui beoundless good in
humantily.

Therelore Lord St. Aubin’s embarrass-
ment and Eileen’s sudden nervousness
reveated no guilly motives, Perhaps she
neliced  nolhing  peculiar in eilher of
them, or, il she did, aliribuled it lo her
apparent lack of hospilalily in leaving
them so long alone,

[ad she known whal had really laken
place  she would have been horrified.
The rumor thal Lord SL Aubin had for
yvears admired Bileen  had  eerlainly
reached her, bul, since the givl had cho-
<1, Buncan, her cousin, in accordance
with the wishes of [he fomily, she al-
tached no imporlane lo il, and believed
enlively in  the infegrity of Lol her
euesls.  Lord St Aubin was a special
friend  of  her husband’s, and oflen
lnunched with them.  Mere coincidence
hard broughl him and Eileen Lhere to-
vether,  Besides, she knew that [ileen
was madly in leve wilh Dunean, whom,
t must be confessed, she lhought rather
a casual lover.

“HMave vwvou heard Ffrom  Duncan,
Adele? asled Eileen, smiling across the
lunech table alt her.

“Yes; only this maorning [ had a long

letter. 1lle seems lo like lhe place he is
in—St. Lawrence, an out-ol-the-way
fishing village, Bul, ol course, you

know that, He writes every day, 1 sup-
pese.” '

Eileen blushed, She wished now that
ch~ had nol broached the subjecl. I'eel-
ing Lord St Aubin’s keen eyes on her,
she: gnswetred nonchalantly——

“Oh, dear nol  We're nol so demon-
sirative as that, Adele. Onee a week |
write, and receive my answer. Thal is
alll”

“Then you know nolhing about the
village he is in, nor thal he has disccy-
eredl Uncle Ralph living about a mile off,
in a lonely cotlage, nor about Sunbeam,
the beautiful, highly educaled girl who
is the danghler of common people? She
might be a Vere de Vere, he adds.”

The eolor ebbed from Eileen’s face,
Lord St. Aubin alone noliced thed, Sir
Charlos was loo absent-minded to see
anylhing, and Adele had nol looked up
as she spoke, or perhaps she mighl have
realized lhal someihing was amiss,

“How sirange!” murmured Eileen,
with a poor attempt to emile. Then her
eves mel Jim's in proud appeal,

le plunged headlong inlc a deserip-
lion of the lalest play of the day. undroil-
|+ keeping the ball of the conversalion
an his side of Lhe table. Eileen shol him
a graleful look as, a few minules laler,
ho held the deor open [or her,

Bul whilst Adele chatled lighlly aboul
maost  things pleasing to the feminine
mind. Eileen's thoughls were with Dun-
can, 1he man she loved, A sudden wild
jealousy against Sunbeam, the child of
common  parents, "who might be a
Vere de Vere,” had sprung up in her
hearl., TFor a moment she felt like a
ligress aboul 16 shicld her young, Dun-
can was hers No olher woman should
lake him from her. She had won him
alter years of palience. She would not
give him up.

“Iileen,” snid Lord Si. J*L'Llhin, when
ey were alone again for a few min-
ules, “vou will come to me yet. I love
yveu!  No village prodigy should take me
fram you!”

“Don’t!”  she moaned, dropping her
eyes from his, anxious 1o hide the agony
in them. “I am his. Village prodigy or
not, he is mine.”

The man of the world smiled to him-
solf. He prided himsell on Kknowing
Riicen beller than she knew herself, In

Bul supsa=e Adele hiis jnner heart he was sure she loved

——

rh]‘m telttr than Duncan, and MHille
deubled whal a founl of passionaie love
the girl concealed for “this mnegiccled
arlist-cousin.

Fileen Riviere was rich. Her cousin
Duncan was the squire of a midland
village end the owner of mueh land.
But his purse was meagre and the place
heavily mortgaged. Eileen's money was
(¢ aller all thal, and bring back a reign
of splendour lo lhe dilapidaled hall.
Since their childhocd their namas had
heen coupled by designing relatives,
But Duncan, feeling thal Eileen did not
compel “la grande passion”.in his heart,
had studiously avoided her, and only,
a»  the years wenl by and he met no
woman that he could prefer to her, did
he ecme lo look upon the proposition
with willing eyes. Finally, reading ihe
girl's  secrel -in her tell-lale face, and
cencluding that great love was not for
him, he proposed, and their engage-
nenl was annouuned ab the beginning of
the scasan,

' CHAPTER Vil

“Put an vour hal, Sunbeam, and come
wilh me,” said Bill, vising from his lea-
tahie and pushing his chair back noisily.

“Where are you going to take her?”
nsked his sister. "As il gels dark the sea
fret will gel worse, You don't know Lhe

place c¢nough lo run risks in o misl
whal's as bad as a London fog al
limes.”

“Bosh! 1 know my way like a cal.
'Sides, 1 know whal I'm aboul. Don’l
yvou flurry.  Gorn Sunbeam, and ‘urry
up or wo shall be lale. Pve lo meet
some one al £ way ‘ouse, and you'd
be sorry lo miss 'im, 1 know.”

The smile accompanying his words
siruclk a chill inlo the girl's hearl as she
lmrned lo the door, She knew whem
they would meet. Also thal in a very
shorl time her father would aslk her whal
slio had decided lo do, and Lheir equally
strong wills would again come inlo con-
tact for the seccnd time thal day. A
shiver ran (hrough her as she enleved
her lillle room. U only he would Kill
ier!  He had been so good 1o her thal
she did nat like lo thwarl him, and yel
whal else could she do?  Had nol Mr.
Sinelair said lhal cne must defend one's
henor al all costs? Wilh a cry she Hung
hersell on her knees by the bed and
prayed for help in the coming sleaggle.

The same fears had assailed her aunl,
I“ar in her bralher's face she saw 1No-
thing but obstinale delermination, and
irembled for Lhe child-she worshipped.
She eould not understand Bill's alliiude
al all. llad his seven years' impriscn-
ment killed the love that had so soflened
Lim in the days of old” ‘T'ears rushed 1o
her eves, hul she blinked them  back,
saving Luskily :

“You don't mean o be loo hard on
her. Bill. Waon'l vou give her a litlle
longer to decide? ‘Thal eddicalion shes
hat!  wouldn'l  fil her for such ideas.
You'll be palienl, won'l you, €03 you
leve her.”

e feovwned,

“She mnst sellle one thing or Vother
o-night, T want some relurn for whatl
['ve done”

“Bul you won’t frighlen her, will you?
Yeu'll he palient? 1 wish you'd let me
come, leo, 1 might help her lo give in”

“No, 1 don't want fwo of you. Youve
had your chance all day. 1 lefl you
alone a purpose. Thal whippersnapper
with ‘is lzugh bein’ ‘vre 1 couldn’t bring
Dan as far. For all you know lhis gen-
tHeman ain’l as hinnoeenl as he lools.
We can't be toc careful., Me an’ Dan
meet to-night to fix up plans. I she
gives in, she'll be in them. 1 she dan’l
she'll be frightened encugh o make her

give in lo-morrow—-"_
“You don’t mean Genlleman Dan
Lo really marry her, then?” asked the

waran, a gleam of hope in her eyes,

“Ihat depends,” he replied in a low
voice. 1 don’t show all my ‘and at
ance, you bel. You don’l caleh me Iy
the lail, Helty Green, 1 can iell you.
Now shul up, ‘ere she comes, And give
aver frettin’, 1 haven’t kepl her so lng
lo suddenly get rid of her now she has
mere value than ever before, 1 sha'd
‘elp we might be millionaires in no
time,”

Sunbeam came in smiling. She kissed
her aunt alfeelisnalely and furned io her
(ather, who was walecliing her thought-
fully.

“ am quile ready new, daddy,” she
spid in  her old  brighl voice, which
hrought a look of reliel to her aunls
anxious face. “IL will- be quile like oid
limes 16 go for a walk wilh youw.”

An expression ol hesilation Nashed
across his face. ‘Then, turning his cyes
from her face, he slouched towards the
door, saying over his shoulder:

“At any rale, we'll show these bloom-
ia” villagers thal you ain't ashamed o
veur ticket—-o'-leave man, ¢h?  And pre-
shous few of them can walk alongside
such a fine sef-up young waman as yer-
self.  You might he a duchess if you
play your cards right.” '

She paled slightly. *“1 don’t wani lo
be anvlhing but myself, Sunbeam, your
little daughler,” she replied, tucking her
hand inio his.

He grunted incredulously, bul drew
himsell up nevertheless wiih pride. lor
her sweet words were honey lo him,
and, for a moment, an overwhelming
feeling of love for her possessed his litlle
soul.

ITelly had asked him to be palient with
her. OI course he would he. Gentleman
Dan was hard to circumvent, but even
if Sunbeam refused to acl as accomplice
in their plans she would not really
marry Dan. Ile would save her from
ihat somehow. In a day or two he could

allay her feelings, after the fhreat had
worked the result he wanted. But the
threat would not be required. He felt

sure {hat she had decided to obey. Her

very smile told him so.

He little knew (hal her reassured man-
ner was due to the decisicn she had
made: to the peace that had seemed lo
come suddenly as she arose from her
knees in her little room. For she felt
convinced that she had chosen the only
right way the world and her own hearl
could appreve. A decision that meant
that her body must sulfer to keep her

r.'s«ntm] pure and intact. Gentleman Dan

seemed, and at the lasl minuie her fa-
ther could not force her inlo such a hate-
[ul marriage. Though she did not rely
01 1hat thought. Gocd as he had al-
ways been 1o her she knew that, as
Helly had said, he was “terrible when

roused.” She was young and in his
pewer.  He had a right to do with her

as he wished, She might refuse lo mar-
rv- Dan, bul he could slill force her lo
that, Ie knew thal she would never be-
lray him by making a scenc.

“Nevertheless I shall have sirength,”
hie- mused, as they walked silently along
the steep road leading from {he village
to the town of Olnay, five milés ahead.
“And he loves me siill loo much lo be
really unkind !

Once her thoughls flew (o Duncan
Sinclair. He had promised help. 1 the
waoarsl came to the worst, she could go
lo him and remind him of his promise.

The sea [rel deepencd as they walked.
IL hung like a heavy grey pall over land
amd sen. A thin drizzling rain began to
[all. Darkness crepl up from the distand
hills, The road seemed quiv® {orsaken.

(To ke conlinued).
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TERRIER A VERSATILE D34,

One That Was Develpd to Snake Kil-

ling—Making Sure of a Fox.

Of all our dogs ithere is nane so ver-
salile in mind and body as fhe lovrier.
There is no service that a dog can 30
for ws in sporl or s a campanion, S4ys
n wriler in Blackwood's Magazine, lhal
he is nol capable of.

I knew one lerrier in India whe e-
valed hersel! lo the dangerous dand ex-
citing sporl of snake killing. Her me-
thad was fo irrilale the snake inlo sil-
ling up. She would dance around il,
sparring for an <opening, as il were.
Then with ineredible swiflness she dari-
ci al the replile and gripped il close
hiehind he head—a sharp hile and he
snuke was dead.

She was marvellously suecessful until
on an unlucky day when one of her
puopes was with her she found a snake;
the puppy gol in her way al the criti-
cal moment and the snake slruck Nel-
le on the nose. The wound was slight,
il was ecauterized al once and a sirong
dese «f whiskey administered, Appar-
enlly Netlle was quite waell the nexld
morning, bul as she was playing wilh
the puppy she suddenly turned head
over hee's and when we reached her
she, was dead, -

A [ox ance went fo ground in a nar-
row drain; two  ferriers were 1renning
with M pack. The first went 2y, and
unable v gel up o the fox, caughl
hald of the brush, the only point he
could reach,

The second ‘lerrier also went in, hul
could not, of pourse gel far, as his com-
ponion blecked the way, so he caughl
hold of the first tervier’s tzil: Then came
the whipper in and he slooped down,
pub in his ar@a and feeling the sccond
ferpicr e caughtl hrold of hign and pull-
o him cul,

There was consilerable  resiztance,
Lut at lengih, to the amusement of fhe
ficld, the seeand lervicr appearod ald-
g tighl to the lail of his predecessor.
wito in his torn was holding on lo the
Lrush of lhe Jox, ;

1f vour lerrier is lo do his besl fov
vou in the field he must share yaur
hame, or if he lives in a kennel you
mustk be often wilh  him, but my ex-
perience is lhat the dogs that have
Leen {he best for work have been thase
thal ©iave lived wilh me day and nighl.
A dog sgo studies your face thal he learns
iy miticipale your wishes, almost lo
read vaur expression,

Moreover hoe picks up a good many
vards when he is always in lhe house
and [ have generally found ihat there
are gome wards which are so thrilling
thal they have lo be spelled oul by
memb<rs of the family., The sound of
themn is loo  exciling  for {he small
iricnds under  1he lable <r sealcd <n
[heir [avorile chairs,

The terrier that lives in the house
develops a vocalmlary <f his own and
ane [ knew well hal three distinet iones.
Wilh one he called his mislress when
he was in Lrouble or wanted help; in
another, respectfully imperious. he in-
viled a trusled [riend lo lake him oul,
I1f he wanted the servanis he would put
hi. head through the banisters of the
kilehen slaircase and bark sharply and
imperiously.

weach lone was known and recogniz-
ed, and 1 never lkinew him lo dareive
tv using one in lhe place of the others,

-
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SMALIL CIIDPS,

There are waimen masons in Vienna,

In South Afriea beloons kill sheep,

The English do nol much like luina-
tces.

A rood "pack of hounds is waorlh
E:l[ﬁ,ﬂm.
Liondoan averages bul cigiileen mur-

ders a year,

Paris eats 90,000 pounds of sneils a
aqay.

The racoon washes
calinge it

Sainl Joseph, Mo., is {he healthiest
lewn in lThe workl. '

annibals do not like clivilized ficsh—
il is loo salty.

The lhwmb is slronger
olher fingers together,

The Lhin, on an avernge,
years longer than the fal,

Kite day. a Chinese national holiday.
agecurred last monih. An experl Chinese
kile flyer will easily keop six or eighl
kitles going on one siring,

ils focg, before

than all the

live soven
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When a man gels religion he has (o
o 1o work and build up a new repula-
| tion,

was preferable to sin. terrible though he.

ILESS CRIME IN LORDON

—

OF GOMMISSIONER
POLICE FOR 1906.

IEPORT v

Statistics Show That There Was & D
crease of 1,141 in Offences
During Ycar.

A very salisfactory feature of the re-
rort for 1906 of the Comnmissioner of.
PPolice for London, England, whigh was-
issued recently, is that there was a de-
crease in the number of offences com-
mitled during the year, though, curi-
cusly enough, 430 persons were sentenc-
al to penal  servitude, as  compared
wilh 374 in 1905,

The number of persons aprehbendad
during the last year waos 119,807, a de-
crease of 7,420 us compared wilh the:
preceding years, Of these, 3,418 were:
convieed at Sessions, 96,335 were €On-
victed by magistrales, 630 were acquil-
ted, bills ignored, ele., at Sessions,
and 19,459 were discharged by magis-
lrales.

DECREASL IN CRIMINAL CFFENCES.

There was a decrease of 1,141 in the
number of criminal offences reporied:
during the year, and a decrease of 1,-
318 in fhe number of felonies relating
lo property.  The apprehensions for
these offences inereased by 426 to 595
respeclively,  The proportion of felon-
ies o cach 1,000 of the eslimaled popu-
lalion was 2,391, and was the lowest
recorded during the period for which-
slalistics "are available,

Burglavies dacreased {rom 512 1o 445
ip 1006. House Dbreakings decreascd
mom 1.522 o 1,459, bul Ihe number «f
spprehensions increased by sixly, and
the eonviclions by foriy-nine, Violence:
Lo ihe person was used in only three
cnses of burglary and one case «F
house-breaking., Of lhese offences, 713
were coinmitled in houses left wilh 1o
persan in charge,

SEVENTEEN CASES OF MURDER.

There were sevenleen cases of mur-
der of persons aver one year of age
during 1906, In only lwo cases were
ne  arrests made. In the case of the
“Shudio Myslery,”  where  Archibald
Walley, a young arlist, was brutally
murderad, the  report says that alfier
prolanged  enquiry evidence lo juslify
s arrest was not forthcoming,  The
alher unsolved mystery was the dealh
of a woman in the FEdmonlon Infirmary
affer- an illegal operalion. .

The “finger wrinls” svslem rontinuad
o grive unqual’fied salisfaction, not only
in the Uniled Kingdam, bul alse, il 1s
snid. in all other countrics where 'n-
Iraduced.  Identifiealions lill show an
upward Irend, altheugh signs are mnot
wanling (hat high-waler mark has al-
most ben reached. Al Scotland Yard,
676 idenbUfications were aflectivd -
lhe wvear (as against 6,186 in 1933). Of
these, 2,932 were for the melroolitim
pelice and 3,794 for provincial forces.

-
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TOM HOOD'S OLD IOME.

The Qid House al Wanslexd Has Icl-
len on Evil Pays.

The disapopoarance of the house in
which Tom Hood lived at Wanslead,
ene of lhe moest picturesque of couniry
dwellings, is now only a  malier ¢l
duys. The building lies in the midst ©f
charming surroundings, The approach
L it from the nearest station, Snarcs-
brook, lies through the well-wacded
commnwns peculiar b0 Essex, and the
Leuse ils21f lies  Dack, neslling in a
garden of elms and planes and varle-
valed hollics, The Gesign of the gar-
den is quaint and old [ashioned. A
braad carciage road divides on either
side of a circular flower bed, and ad-
mits one to the main enlrance, a low
wooden dagr,

Ta the right of the main block of
{he building are cuthouses wilhl d<ors
lower than the level of lhe ground,
which at one time served as kennels,
while to lhe left is a conserviatory,
still tenanled, by a few hall-lorgotlen
planls. The hLouse has an vir of deso-
lolion and of gloom, In recenlt times
1* has been used as a4 meeling place
for local clubs, and aver the door is an
untidy  mnaotice advertising  refresh-
menits, All the old paintings and 1no
fine carved nantlepicces have been
long removed, The oak floors are
sciled and grained with dirl, and the
light wood  hoarding  which replaced
the grand old mantles adds lo (ke
melanchalvy and sadness of the ‘build-
ing, Sprigs of  dvy are growing
through the chinks and cranjics v I
the walls,

The ovil days on which {ihe house
has fallen are lypical of Hood's later
life end of his ead story., Time look
from him all thal he ‘held deur, and
the inspired wriler of “The Dridge of
Sighs,” “Lugene  Aram,” and many
analhier masterpiece was lell o mourn
ihe loss of [riends, of children, and of
Lhealth, before depth came fo him as a
mereiful relel lo  end his sulferings,
The closing years of his life saw soma
of his finest work—the “Song of Lhe
Shirt,” wilh ils sad reflrain ]

Waork! Wark! Wark!
While the cock is crowing aloof!
And work—waork-—wark,
Till the stars shine through the roofl
1's O! o e a slave
Alange with the harbarous Turk.
Wohers wainan has never a saul to s

!

If thiz da a Chrisilan wark!
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